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FSRST  TAR'S 


Kli\0  HENRY  M. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Duke  of  Gloster,  Uncle  to  the  Kin^,  and 
Protector. 

Duke  of  Bedford,  Uncle  to  the  King,  and 
Regent  of  France. 

Thomas  Beaufort,  Duke  of  Exeter,  great 
Uncle  to  the  King. 

Henry  Beaufort,  great  Uncle  to  the  King, 
Bishop  of  Winch»:>ter ;  and  afterwards 
Cardinal. 

John  Beaufort,  Earl  of  Somerset ;  after- 
wards Duke. 

Richard  Plawtagenet,  eldest  son  of  Rich- 
ard, late  Earl  of  Cambridge;  after- 
wards Duke  of  Yoi-k. 

Earl  of  Warwick. — Earl  of  Salisbury. — 
Earl  of  Suffolk. 

Lord  Talbot,  afterwards  Earl  of  Shrewsbury. 

John  Talbot,  hir.  Son. 

Edmund  Mortimer,  Earl  of  March. 

Mortimer's  Keeper,  and  a  Lawyer. 

Sir  John  Fastolfe. — Sir  Willlvm  Litcy. 

Sir  William  Glandsdale. — Sir  Thomas 
Gargrave. 

Mayor  of  London. 

WooDViLLE,  Lieutenant  of  the  Tower. 


Vernon,  of  the  While  Rose,  or  York  Faction. 
Basset,  of  the  Red  Rose,  or  Lancaster  Faction 
Charles,  Dauphin,  and  afterwards  King  of 

France. 
Reignier,  Duke  of  Anjou,  and  Titular  King 

of  Naples. 
Duke  of  Burgundy. — Duke  of  ALENgoN. 
Governor  of  Paris. — Bastard  of  Orleans. 
Master-Gunner  of  Orleans,  and  his  Son. 
General  of  the  French  Forces,  in  Bour- 

deaux. 
A  French  Sergeant. — A  Porter. 
An  old  Shepherd,  Father  to  Joan  la  Pucelle. 

Margaret,  Daughter  to  Reignier  ^  afterwards 

married  to  King  Henry. 
Countess  ojt  Auvergne. 
Joan  la  Pucelle,  commonly  called,  Joan  of 

Arc. 

Fiends  appearing  to  La  Pucelle,  Lords,  War- 
ders of  the  Tower,  Heralds,  Officers,  Sol- 
diers, Messengers,  and  several  Attendants 
both  on  the  English  and  French. 

ScESE;partly  in  England,  and  partly  inFrance. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I. —  JFestminster  Abbey. 
Dead  march.  Corpse  of  King  Henry  the  Fifth 

discovered,  lying  in  stated;  attended  on  by  the 

Dukes  of  Bedford,  Gloster,  and  Exeter; 

the  Earl  of  Warwick,   the  Bishop  of  Wis- 

chester.  Heralds,  ^c. 

Bed.     Hung  be  the   heavens  with    black,* 

yield  day  to  night ! 

Comets,  importing  change  of  times  and  states, 

Brandish  your  crystal  tresses  in  the  sky  ; 

And   with   them    scourge  the    bad    revolting 

stars, 

That  have  consented  unto  Henry's  death  ! 

Henry  the  fifth,  too  famous  to  live  long ! 

England  ne'er  lost  a  king  of  so  much  worth. 

_  Glo.     England  ne'er   had  a  king,  until  his 

Virtue  he  had,  deserving  to  command  :  [time. 

His  brandish'd  sword  did  blind  men  with  his 

beams ; 

His  arms  spread  wider  than  a  dragon's  wings; 

His  sparkling  eyes  replete  with  wrathful  fire, 

*  Alluding  to  ouranciijit  stnge-nracfir.e  vhen  s  tra- 
eeiiy  wa?  to  !,••  .T"tt'  1 


More  dazzled  and  drove  back  his  cnemie.'S. 
Than  mid-day  sun,  fierce  bent  against  their 

faces.  [speech : 

What   should   I   say  ?    his    deeds    exceed  all 
He  ne'er  lift  up  his  hand,  but  conqifered. 
Exe.  We  mourn  in  black ;  Why  mourn  we 

not  in  blood  ? 
Henry  is  dead,  and  never  shall  revive  : 
Upon  a  wooden  coffin  we  attend  ; 
And  death's  dishonourable  victory 
We  with  our  stately  presence  glorify-. 
Like  captives  boinid  to  a  triumphant  car. 
What  ?  shall  we  curse  the  planets  of  mishap. 
That  plotted  thus  our  glory's  overthrow? 
Or  shall  we  think  the  subtle-witted  French 
Conjurors  and  sorcerers,  that,  afraid  of  him. 
By  magic  verses*  have  contriv'd  his  end  ? 
Will.  He  was  a  king  bless'd  of  the  King  of 

kings. 
Unto  the  French  the  dreadful  judgment  day 
So  dreadful  will  not  be,  as  was  his  fight. 
The  battles  of  the  Lord  of  hosts  he  fought : 
The  church's  prayers  made  him  so  prosperous. 

*  There  w?.s  a  nntion  Ion;  preralenf,  that  life  tnj^.'i' 
lii^  'iiks.i  a^\?v  •  •-•  nicii'C'.i  cjiarm-. 
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lAci  I. 


Glo.    The  church !  where  is  it  ?    Had  not 

churchmen  pray'd, 
His  thread  of  life  had  not  so  soon  decay 'd  ; 
None  do  you  like  but  an  efleminatc  prince, 
Whom,  like  a  school-boy,  you  may  over-awe. 
Win.    Gloster,  whate'er  we  like,  thou   art 

protector  ; 
And  lookest  to  command  the  prince,  and  realm. 
Thy  wife  is  proud ;  she  holdeth  thee  in  awe, 
More  than  God,  or  religious  churchmen,  may. 
Glo.  Name  not  religion,  for  thou  lov'si  the 

flesh ;  [go'st, 

\nd  ne'er  throughout  the  year  to  church  thou 
Kxcept  it  be  to  pray  against  tliy  foes. 

Btd.  Cease,  cease  these  jars,  and  rest  your 

minds  in  peace  ! 
Let's  to  the  altar : — Heralds,  wait  on  us  : — 
Instead  of  gold,  we'll  offer  up  oiu'  arms ; 
Since  arms  avail  not,  now  that  Henry's  dead.- 
Posterity,  await  for  wretched  years,      [suck  ; 
"When  at  their  mothers'  moist  eyes  babes  shall 
Our  isle  be  made  a  nourish*  of  salt  tears, 
And  none  but  women  left  to  wail  the  dead. — 
Henry  the  fifth  !  thy  ghost  I  invocate  ; 
Prosper  this  realm,  keep  it  from  civil  broils  ! 
Combat  with  adver.se  planets  in  the  heavens  ! 
K  far  more  glorious  star  thy  soul  will  make, 

Than  Julius  Casar,  or  bright 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  INIy  honourablelords,healthtoyouall! 
Sad  tidings  bring  I  to  you  out  of  France, 
Of  loss,  of  slaughter,  and  discomfiture : 
Guienne,  Champaigne,  Rheims,  Orleans, 
Paris,  Guysors,  Poictiers,  are  all  quite  lost. 
Bed.  What  say'st   thou,  man,  before  dead 

Henry's  corse  ? 
Speak  softly  ;  or  the  loss  of  those  great  towns 
Will  make  him  burst  his  lead,  and  rise  from 

death. 
Glo.  Is  Paris  lost  ?  is  Roiien  yielded  up  ? 
If  Heni^y  wei^e  recall'd  to  life  again, 
These  news  would  cause  him  once  more  yield 

the  ghost. 
Exe.  How  were  they  lost  ?  what  treachery 

was  us'd? 
Mess.  No  treachery  ;  but  want  of  men  and 

money. 
Among  the  soldiers  this  is  muttered, — 
That  here  you  maintain  several  factions  ; 
■\nd,   whilst  a  field  should  be  despatch'd  and 

fought, 
You  arc  disputing  of  your  generals. 
One  would  have  ling'ring  wars,  with  littlecost; 
Another  would  fly  swift  but  wanteth  wings  ; 
A  third  man  thinks,  without  expense  at  all, 
By  guileful  fair  words  peace  may  be  obtain'd. 
Awake,  awake,  English  nobility! 
Let  not  sloth  dim  your  honours,  new-begot : 
Cropp'd  are  the  flower-de-luces  in  your  arms; 
Of  England's  coat  one  half  is  cut  away. 

Exe.  Were  our  tears  wanting  to  this  funeral. 
These  tidings  would  call  forth  hert  flowing 

tides. 
Bed.  Me  they   concern ;    regent  I   am  of 

France  : 
Give  me  my  steel'd  coat,  I'll  fight  for  France.- 
Away  with  these  disgraceful  wailing  robes  ! 
Wounds  I  will  lend  the  French,  instead  of  eyes, 
To  weep  their  intermissive  miseries. t 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
-1.    Mess.  Lord.s,  view  these  letters,  full  of 

bad  mischance, 

*  Nurse  Tfas  anciently  so  spelt. 
+  Iler,  i.  t.  England's. 
|. /.  r-.  Their  miseries  which  hare  hvl  only  a  short 
iittermiisron. 


France  is  revolted  from  the  English  quite ; 

Except  some  petty  towns  of  no  import: 

The   Dauphin    Charles   is  '  crowned   king    ia 
Rheims ; 

The  bastard  of  Orleans  with  him  is  join'd ; 

Reignier,  duke  of  Anjou,  doth  take  his  part; 

The  duke  of  Alencon  flieth  to  his  side. 

Exe.  The  Dauphm  crowned  king!  all  fly  to 
hJm  ! 

O,  whither  shall  we  fly  from  this  reproach? 
Glo.  We  will  not  fly,  but  to   our  enemies' 
throats: 

Bedford,  if  thou  be  slack,  I'll  fight  it  out. 
Bed.  Gloster,  why  doubt'st  thou  of  my  for- 
wardness! 

An  army  have  I  muster'd  in  my  thoughts, 

Wherewith  already  France  is  over-run. 

Enter  a  third  Messenger. 
3.  Mess.  My  gracious  lords, — to  add  to  your 

laments,  [hearse,— 

Wherewith   you   now   bedew    King   Henry's 

I  must  inform  you  of  a  dismal  fight. 

Betwixt  the  stout  lord  Talbot  and  the  French- 

Will.  What!  wherein  Talbot  overcame  ?  is'£ 

so  ? 
3.  Mess.  0,  no ;  wherein   lord  Talbot  was 

o'erthrown  : 
The  circumstance  I'll  tell  you  more  at  large. 
The  tenth  of  August  lEist,  this  dreadful  lord, 
Retiring  from  the  siege  of  Orleans, 
Having  full  scarce  six  thousand  in  his  troop, 
By  three  and  twenty  thousand  of  the  French 
Was  round  encompassed  and  set  upon  : 
No  leisure  had  lie  to  enrank  his  men  ; 
He  wanted  pikes  to  set  before  his  archers  ; 
Instead  whereof,  sharp  stakes,  pluck'd  out  of 

hedges, 
They  pitch'd  in  the  ground  confusedly. 
To  keep  the  horsemen  ofi'from  breaking  in. 
More  than  three  hours  the  fight  continued ; 
Where  valiant  Talbot,  above  human  thought. 
Enacted  wonders  with  his  gword  and  lance. 
Hundreds  hesent  to  hell,  and  none  durst  stand 

him; 
Here  there,  and  every  where,  enrag'd  he  slew : 
The  French  exclaim'd.  The  devil  was  in  arms ; 
All  the  whole  army  stood  agaz'd  on  him  : 
His  soldiers,  spying  his  undaunted  spirit, 
A  Talbot !  a  Talbot  i  cried  out  amain. 
And  rush'd  into  the  bowels  of  the  battle. 
Here  had  the  conquest  fully  been  sealed  up. 
If  Sir  JohnFastolfc  had  not  play'd  the  coward  ; 
He  being  in  the  vawnrd,  (plac'd  behind. 
With  purpo.se  to  relieve  and  follow  them,) 
Cowardly  fled,  not  having  struck  one  stroke. 
Hence  grew  the  general  wreck  and  massacre; 
Enclosed  were  they  with  their  enemies: 
A  base  Walloon,  to  win  the  Dauphin's  grace. 
Thrust  Talbot  with  a  spear  into  the  back  ; 
Whom  all  France,  with  their  chief  assembled 

strength. 
Durst  not  presume  to  look  once  in  the  face. 

Bed.  Is  Talbot  slain  ?  then  I  will  slay  myself, 
For  living  idly  here,  in  pomp  and  ease. 
Whilst  such  a  worthy  leader,  wanting  aid, 
Unto  his  dastard  foe-man  is  betray 'd. 

3.  Mess.  O  no,  h>  lives  ;  but  is  took  prisoner, 
And  lord  Scales  with  him,   and  lord  Hunger- 
ford  : 
Most  of  the  rest  slaughter'd,  or  took,  likewise. 
Bed.  His  ransom  there  is  none  but  I  shall 

pay: 
I'll  hale  the  Dauphin  headlong  from  his  throne, 
His  crown  shall  be  the  ransom  of  ray  friend ; 
Four  of  their  lords  I'll  change  for  one  of 
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Farewell,  my  masters  ;  to  my  task  will  I ; 
Bonfires  in  France  forthwth  I  am  to  make, 
To  keep  our  great  Saint  George's  feast  withal : 
Ten  thousand  soldiers  with  me  I  will  take, 
Whose  bloody  deeds  shall  make  all  Europe 
quake. 
3  Mess.  So  you  had  need ;  for  Orleans  is 
besieg'd ; 
The  English  army  is  grown  weak  and  faint : 
The  earl  of  Salisbuiy  craveth  supply. 
And  hardly  keeps  his  men  from  mutiny. 
Since  they,  so  few,  watch  such  a  multitude. 

Exe.  Remember,  lords,  your  oaths  to  Henry 
Either  to  quell  the  Dauphin  utterly,  [sworn; 
Or  bring  him  in  obedience  to  your  yoke. 

Bed.  1  do  remember  it ;  and  here  take  leave. 
To  go  about  my  preparation.  \_Exit. 

Glo.  I'll  tothe Tower,  with  allthe  haste  lean. 
To  view  the  artilleiy  and  munition  ; 
And  then  I  will  proclaim  young  Henry  king, 

lExit. 
Exe.  To   Eltham  will  I,  where  the  young 
king  is. 
Being  ordain'd  his  special  governor  ; 
And  for  his  safety  there  I'll  best  advise. 

[Exit. 
IVin.  Each  hath  his  place  and  function  to 
attend : 
I  am  left  out ;  for  me  nothing  remains. 
But  long  I  will  not  be  Jack-out-of-office ; 
The  king  from  Eltham  I  intend  to  send. 
And  sit  at  chiefest  stern  of  public  weal. 

{Exit.  Scene  closes. 

SCENE  //. — France. — Before  Orleans. 
Enter  Charles,  u-ith   his  Forces;  Alencon, 
Reignier,  and  others. 
Cheur.  Mars  his  true  moving,  even  as  in  the 
heavens, 
So  in  the  earth,  to  this  day  is  not  known  : 
Late  did  he  shint  upon  the  English  side  ; 
Now  we  are  victors  upon  us  he  smiles. 
What  towns  of  any  moment,  but  we  have  ? 
At  pleasure  here  we  lie,  near  Orleans  : 
Otherwiles,  the  famish'd   English,   like  pale 

ghosts. 
Faintly  besiege  us  one  hour  in  a  month. 
Alen.  They  want  tlieir  porridge,  and  their 
fat  bull-beeves : 
Either  they  must  be  dieted  like  mules. 
And  have  their  provender  tyed  to  their  mouths, 
Or  piteous  they  will  look,  like  drowned  mice. 
Reig.  Let's  raise  the   siege ;  Why  live  we 
idly  here  ? 
Talbot  is  taken,  whom  we  wont  to  fear  : 
Remaineth  none  but  mad-brain'd  Salisbury  ; 
And  he  may  well  in  fretting  spend  his  gall. 
Nor  men,  nor  money,  hath  he  to  make  war. 
Char.  Sound,   sound  alarum  ;  we  will  rush 
on  them. 
Now  for  the  honour  of  the  forlorn  French  ; — 
Him  I  forgive  my  death,  that  killeth  me, 
^Vhen  he  sees  me  go  back  one  foot,  or  fly. 

^Exeunt. 

Alarums;  Excursions,  afterwards  a  Retreat. 

Re-enter  Charles,  Alencon,  Reignier,  and 

others. 

Char.  Who  ever  saw  the  like?  what  men  have 
I? 
Dogs  !    cowards  !    dastards  ! — I   would   ne'er 

have  fled. 
But  that  they  left  me  'midst  my  enemies. 

Rcig.  Salisbury  is  a  desperate  homicide  ; 
He  fighteth  as  one  weary  of  his  life.  1 


The  other  lords,  like  lions  wanting  food. 
Do  ruslvupon  us  as  their  hungry  prey.* 

Alen.  Froissard,  a  countrymen  of  ours,  re- 
cords, 
England  all  Olivers  and  Rowlands  bred, 
During  the  time  Edward  the  third  did  reign 
More  truly  now  may  this  be  verified  ; 
For  none  but  Samsons,  and  Goliasses, 
It  sendcth  forth  to  skirmish.     One  to  ten! 
Lean  raw-bon'd  rascals  !  who  would  e'er  sup- 
They  had  such  courage  and  audacity?    [pose 
Char.  Let's  leave  this   town;  for  they  are 
hair-brain'd  slaves,  [g^r  • 

And  hunger  will  enforce  them  to  be  more  ea- 
Of  old  I  know  them  ;  rather  with  their  teeth 
The  walls  they'll  tear  down,  than  forsake  the 
siege. 
Reig.  I  think,  by  some  odd  gimmalst  or  de- 
vice, [on ; 
Their  arms  are  set,  like  clocks,  still  to  strike 
Else  ne'er  could  they  hold  out  so,  as  they  do. 
By  my  consent,  we'll  e'en  let  them  alone. 
Alen.  Be  it  so. 

Enter  the  Bastard  of  Orleans. 
Bast.  Where's  the   prince  Dauphin,  I  have 

news  for  him. 
Char.  Bastardt  of  Orleans,  thrice  welcome 

to  us. 
Bast.  Methinks,  jour  looks  are  sad,  your 

cheerj  appall'd; 
Hath  the  late  overthrow  wrought  this  oifencc  .' 
Be  not  dismaj^'d,  for  succour  is  at  hand  : 
A  holy  maid  thither  with  me  I  bring, 
Which,  by  a  vision  sent  to  her  from  heaven. 
Ordained  is  to  raise  this  tedious  siege. 
And  drive  the   English   forth   the  boimds  of 

France. 
The  spirit  of  deep  prophecy  she  hath. 
Exceeding  the  nine  sibyls  of  old  Rome; 
What's  past,   and  what's  to   come,  she  can 

descry. 
Speak,  shall  I  call  her  in  ?  Believe  my  words; 
For  they  are  certain  and  unfallible. 

Char.  Go,  call  her  in:  [£.xi7  Bastard.]  But, 

first,  to  try  her  skill, 
Reignier,  stand  thou  as  Dauphin  in  my  place  : 
Question  her  proudly,  let  thy  looks  be  stern; — 
By  this  means  shall  we  sound  what  skill  she 

hath.  {^Reiires. 

Enter  La  Pccelle,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  and 
others. 
Reig.    Fair  maid,  is't  thou  wilt   do   these 

wond'rous  feats  ? 
Puc.  Reignier,  is't  thou  that  thinkest  to  be- 
guile me  ?  [hind ; 
Where  is  the  Dauphin  ? — come,  come  from  be- 
I  know  thee  well,  though  never  seen  before. 
Be  not  amaz'd,  there's  nothing  hid  from  me  : 
In  private  will  I  talk  with  thee  apart : — 
Stand   back,  you  lords,  and  give  us  leave  a 
while. 
Reig.  She  takes  upon  her  bravely  at  first 

dash. 
Puc.  Dauphin,   I  am  by  birth  a  shepherd's 
daughter, 
My  wituntrain'd  in  any  kind  of  art. 
Heaven,  and  our  lady  gracious,  hath  it  plcas'd 
To  shine  on  my  contemptible  estate  : 

*  /.  c.  Tlie  prey  for  v  hich  they  arc  hungrj'. 

fA  gimmal  is  a  jiiece  of  joinlec!  work,  where  one 
pipce  moves  withiii  another;  here  it  is  taken  at  large 
for  iU  engine. 

J  This  was  not  in  forni''r  times  a  lerni  of  reprcn  .U 

'  CounleiianfC. 
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[Act  I. 


Lo,  whilst  I  waited  on  my  tender  lambs, 
And   to    sun's    parching  heut  displav'd  my 

rheeks, 
God's  mother  deigned  to  appear  to  mr  ; 
And,  in  a  vision  full  of  majesty, 
Will'd  me  to  leave  my  base  vocation, 
And  free  n»y  country  from  calamity  : 
Her  aid  she  promis'd,  and  assur'd  success  : 
In  complete  glory  she  revsal'd  herself; 
\nd,  whereas  I  was  black  and  swart  before. 
With  those  clear  rays  wliich  she  infus'd  on  mo. 
That  beauty  am  I  blcss'd  with,  whicli  you  sec. 
Ask  me  what  question  thou  canst  possible, 
And  I  will  answer  unpremeditated : 
My  courage  try  by  combat,  if  thou  dar'st, 
And  thou  shalt  find  that  I  exceed  my  sex. 
Resolve  on  this  :*  Thou  shalt  be  fortunate, 
If  thou  receive  me  for  thy  warlike  mate. 
Char.  Thou  hast  astonish'd  me  with  thy  high 
terms  : 
Only  this  proof  I'll  of  thy  valour  make, — 
In  single  combat  thou  shalt  buckle  with  me  ; 
And,  if  tiiou  vanquishest,  thy  words  are  true  ; 
Otherwise,  I  renounce  all  confidence. 
Pwc.  I  am  prepar'd :  here  is  my  keen-edg'd 
sword, 
Deck'd  with  five  flour-dc-!uccs  on  each  side  ; 
The  which  at  Touraine,  in  Saint  Katharine's 

church-yard. 
Out  of  a  deal  of  old  iron  I  chose  forth. 

Char.  Then  come  o'God's  name,  I  fear  no 

woman. 
Phc.  And,  while  I  live,  I'll  near  fly  from  a 
man.  [  They  fight. 

Char,  Stay,  stay  thy  hands ;  thou  art  an 
Amazon, 
And  fightest  with  the  sword  of  Deborah. 
Puc  Christ's  mother  helps  me,  else  I  were 

too  weak. 
Char.  Whoe'er  helps  thee,   'tis  thou  that 
must  help  me : 
Impatiently  I  burn  with  thy  desire  ; 
My  heart  and  hands  thou  hast  at  once  subdu'd. 
Excellent  Fucelle,  if  thy  name  be  so, 
Let  me  thy  servant,  and  not  sovereign,  be ; 
Tis  the  French  Dauphin  sueth  to  thee  thus. 
Puc.  I  must  not  j'ield  to  any  rites  of  love. 
For  my  profession's  sacred  fioni  above ; 
When  I  have  chas'd  all  thy  foes  from  hence. 
Then  will  I  ihink  upon  a  recompense. 

Char.  Meantime,  look  gracious  on  thy  pros- 
trate thrall. 
Reig.  My  lord,  methinks,   is  very  long  in 

talk. 
Ahn.  DoubJless  he  shrives  this  woman  to 
her  smock  ; 
Else  ne'er  could  he  so  long  protract  his  speech. 
Rtig,  Shall  we  disturb  him,  since  he  keeps 

no  mean  ? 
Ahn.  He  may  mean  more  than  wc  poor 
men  do  know  :  [tongues. 

These  women  are  shrewd  tempters  with  their 
Rtig.  My  lord,  where  are  you  ?  what  devise 
you  on  t 
Shall  wc  give  over  Orleans  or  no  ? 

Puc.  Why,  no,  I  say,  distiustful  recreants  ! 
Fight  till  the  last  gasp  ;  I  will  be  your  guard. 
Char.  What  she  says,  I'll   confirm;' we'll 
fight  it  out. 
Puc.  Assign'd  ami  to  bethc English  scourge, 
"is  night  the  siege  assuredly  I'll  raise  : 
yecl  Saint  Martin's  summer,!  halcyon  days, 
have  entered  into  these  wars. 
s  like  a  circle  in  the  water, 

[in)y  perjundet)  of  it. 
ct  [jiu'perMv  after  niijftitime. 
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Which  never  ceaseth  to  enlarge  itself, 

Till,  by  broad  spreading,  it  disperse  to  nought. 

AVith  Henry's  death,  the  English  circle  ends  ; 

Dispersed  are  the  glories  it  included. 

Now  am  I  like  that  proud  insulting  ship, 

Which  Ca\sar  and  his  fortune  bare  at  once. 

Char.  Was  Mahomet  inspired  with  a  dove  ? 
Thou  with  an  eagle  art  inspired  then, 
Helen,  the  mother  of  great  Constantine,  [thee 
Nor  yet  Saint  Philip's  daughters,*  were  like 
Bright  star  of  Venus,  fall'n  down  on  the  earth, 
How  may  I  i;everently  worship  thee  enough  ? 

Alcn.  Leave  off  delays,  and  let  us  raise  the 
siege. 

Reig.  Woman,  do  what  thou  canst  to  save 
our  honours ; 
Drive  them  from  Orleans,  and  be  immortaliz'd. 

Char.  Presently  we'll  try : — Come  let's  away 
about  it : 
No  prophet  will  I  trust,  if  she  proves  false. 

[_Exeunt. 

SCENEIIl— London.— Hillbefore  the  Tower. 

Enter,  at  the  Gales,  the  Duke  of  G'LosTEfi,  with 

his  Scrving-mcn,  in  blue  coats. 

Glo.  I  am  come  to  survey  the  Tower  this 
dii}- ;  Since  Henry's  death,  I  fear,  there  is 
conveyance.! — Where  be  these  warders,  that 
they  wait  not  here  ?  Open  the  gates  ;  Gloster 
it  is  that  calls.  [Servants  fr?!OcA-. 

1  Ward  [  Within.']  Who  is  there  that  knocks 
so  imperiously  ? 

1  Serv.  It  is  the  noble  Duke  of  Gloster. 

2  Ward.  [  Within.\_  Whoe'er  he  be,  you  may 

not  be  let  in. 
1  Sera.  Answer  you  so  the  lord  protector, 

villains  ? 
1  Ward.  [  Within.']  The  Lord  protect  him  ! 
so  we  answer  him  : 
We  do  no  otherwise  than  we  are  will'd. 

Glo.  Who  will'd  you  ?  or  whose  will  stands 
hut  mine  ? 
There's  none  protector  of  the  realm,  but  I. — 
Break  upt  the  gates,  I'll  be  your  warrantize  : 
Shall  I  be  flouted  thus  by  dunghill  grooms  .' 

Servants  rush  at  the  Toicer  Gates.     Enter,  to 
the  Gates,  Woodville,  the  Lieutenant. 
Wood.  {Within.]  What  noise  is  this  ?  what 

traitors  have  we  here  ? 
Glo.  Lieutenant,  is  it  you,  whose  voice  I 
hear '!  [enter. 

Open   the  gates ;    here's  Gloster  that   would 
Wood.  [  Within  ■  ]  Have  patience,  noble  duke : 
I  may  not  open  ; 
The  cardinal  of  Winchester  forbids  : 
From  him  I  have  express  commandement, 
That  thou,  nor  none  of  thine,  shall  be  let  in. 
Glo.  Faint-hearted  Woodville,  prizest  him 
'fore  me  ? 
Arrogant  Winchester  ?  that  haughty  prelate, 
Whom  Henry,  our  late  sovereign,  ne'er  could 

brook  ? 
Thou  art  no  friend  to  Cod,  or  to  the  king  : 
Open  the  gates,  or  I'll  shut  thee  out  shortly. 
1   Serv.  Open  the  gates  unto  the  lord  pro- 
tector; [quickly. 
Or  we'll  burst  them  open,  if  that  you  come  not 

Enter  Winchester,  attended  by  a   Train  of 
Servants  iii  tawny  Coats. 

Ilia.  Hownow,  ambitious  Humphrey  ?  what 
means  this  ? 

•  ^Feanin^  the  four  Jaiiqh'ers  of  Pbilip  mentioned  in 
Act!  xxi.  9.  +  Then.  +  Ilresk  op* n. 
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Glo.  Piel'd  priest,*  dost  thou  command  me 
to  be  shut  out  ?  I 

JUn.  I  do,  thou  most  usurping  proditor,t       ' 
And  not  protector  of  the  king  or  realm. 

Glo.  Stand  back,  tlicu  manifest  conspirator; 
Thou,  thatcontriv'dstto  murder  our  dead  lord; 
Thou,  that  giv'st  whores  indulgences  to  sin  : 
I'll  canvast  thee  in  thy  broad  cardinal's  hat, 
If  thou  proceed  in  this  thy  insolence. 

Win.  Nay,  stand  thou  back,  I  will  not  budge 
a  foot ; 
This  be  Damascus,  be  thou  cursed  Cain, 
To  slay  thy  brother  Abel  if  thou  wilt. 

Glo'  I  will  not  slay  thee,  but  I'll  drive  thee 
back: 
Thy  scarlet  robes,  as  a  child's  bearing-cloth 
I'll  use,  to  carry  thee  out  of  this  place. 

jyin.  Do  what  thou  dar'st ;  I  beard  thee  to 

thy  face. 
Glo.  What?  am  I  dar"d,  and  bearded  to  my 
face? 
Draw,  men,  for  all  this  privileged  place ; 
Blue-coats   to    tawny-coats.     Priest,    beware 
your  beard  ; 
£Gloster  and  his  Men  attack  the  Bishop. 
I  mean  to  tug  it,  and  to  cuff  you  soundly  : 
Under  my  feet  I  stamp  thy  cardinal's  hat ; 
In  spite  of  pope  or  dignities  of  church. 
Here  by  the  cheeks  I'll  drag  thee  up  and  down. 
fVin,  Gloster,  thou'lt  answer  this  before  the 

pope. 

Glo.  Winchester  goose,§  I  cry — a  rope  !  a 

rope  ! —  [stay  ? — 

Now  beat  them  hence.    Why  do  you  let  them 

Thee  I'll  chase  hence,  thou  wolf  in   sheep's 

array. — 
Out,  tawny  coats  ! — out,  scarlet||  hypocrite ! 

Here  a  great  Tumult.     In  the  midst  of  it  Enter 
the  Maitor  of  London,  and  Officers. 
May.  Fie,  lords  !  that  you,  being  supreme 
magistrates, 
Thus  contumeliously  should  break  the  peace  ! 
Glo.  Peace,  mayor ;  thou  know'st  little  o? 
my  wrongs  :  [king. 

Here's  Beaufort,   that  regards  nor  God  nor 
Hath  here  distrain'd  the  Tower  to  his  use. 

Win.  Here's  Gloster  too,  a  foe  to  citizens  ; 
One  that  still  motions  war,  and  never  peace, 
O'ercharging  your  free  purses  with  large  fines  ; 
That  seeks  to  overthrow  religion, 
Because  he  is  protector  of  the  realm  ; 
And  would  have  armour  here  outof  the  Tower, 
To  crown  himself  king,  and  suppress  the  prince. 
Glo.  I  will  not  answer  thee  with  words,  but 
blows.         [_Here  they  skirmish  again. 
May.  Nought  rests  for  me,  in  this  tumul- 
tuous strife, 
But  to  make  open  proclamation  ; — 
Come,  officer  ;  as  loud  as  e'er  thou  canst 

Off.  All  manner  of  men,  assembled  here  in  arms 
this  day,  against  God's  peace  and  the  king's, 
we  charge  and  command  you,  in  his  highness' 
name,torepair  to  your  several  dwelling-places: 
and  not  to  wear,  handle,  or  use,  any  sword, 
weapon,  or  dagger,  henceforward,  upon  pain 
of  death. 

Glo.  Cardinal,  I'll  be  no  breaker  of  the  law 
But  we  shall  meet,  and  break  our  minds  at 
large. 

Will.  Gloster,  we'll  meet ;  to  thy  dear  cost, 

be  sure : 

Thy  heart-blood  I  will  have,  forthis  day's  work. 

»  Alluding  to  his  shaven  crown,    f  Traitor.    J  Sift. 
•  A  strumpet.         |!  An  allusioo  to  the  Bijhop'3  habit. 
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May.   I'll  call  for  clubs,*  if  you  will  not 


away  :— 
This  cardinal  iS  more  haughty  than  the  devil. 
Glo.  Mayor,  farewell:   thou  dost  not  what 

thou  may 'st. 

Win .  Abominable  Gloster !  guard  thy  head  ; 

For  1  intend  to  have  it,  ere  long.  \^Exit. 

May.  See  the  coast  clear'd,  and  then  we  will 

depart. —  [bear ! 

Good  God !  that  nobles  should  such  stomachst 

I  myself  fightnot  once  in  forty  years,  [fixeu?;/. 

SCENE  IV.— France.-— Before  Orleans. 
Enter,  on  the  Walls,  the  Master-Gunnkr  and 
his  Son. 
M.  Gun.  Sirrah,  thou  know'st  how  Orleans 
is  besieg'd ; 
And  how  the  English  have  the  suburbs  won. 
Son.  Father,  I  know;  and  oft  have  shot  at 
them, 
Howe'er,  unfortunate,  I  miss'd  my  aim. 
M.  Gun.  But  now  thou  shalt  not.     Be  thou 
rul'd  by  me : 
Chief  master-gunner  am  I  of  this  town  ; 
Something  I  must  do,  to  procure  me  grace  :t 
The  prince's  espials^  have  infoi'med  me. 
How   the   English,    in  the   suburbs  close  in- 
trench'd. 
Wont,  through  a  secret  gate  of  iron  bars 
In  yonder  tower,  to  overpeer  the  city  ;   [tago, 
And  thence  discover,  how,  with  most  advan- 
They  may  vex  us,  with  shot,  or  with  assault. 
To  intercept  this  inconvenience, 
A  piece  of  ordnance  'gainst  it  1  have  plac'd ; 
And  fully  even  these  three  days  have  I  watch'd, 
If  I  could  see  them.  Now,  boy,  do  thou  watch, 
For  i  can  stay  no  longer. 
If  thou  spy'st  an}-,  run  and  bring  me  word  ; 
And  thou  shalt  find  me  at  the  governor's. 

[Exit. 
Son,  Father,  I  warrant  you;  take  you  no 
care ; 
I'll  never  trouble  you,  if  I  may  spy  them. 
Enter,  in  an  upper  Chamber  of  a  Tower,  the 
Lords  Salisbury  and  Talhot,  Sir  William 
Glansdale,    Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,    and 
others. 

Sal.  Talbot,  my  life,  my  joy,  again  return'd! 
How  wert  thou  handled,  being  prisoner  ? 
Or  by  what  means  got'stthou  to  be  releas'd  ? 
Discourse,  I  pr'ythee,  on  this  turret's  top. 

Tal.  The  duke  of  Bedford  had  a  prisoner. 
Called — the  brave  lord  Ponton  de  Santrailles  ; 
For  him  I  was  exchang'd  and  ransomed. 
But  with  a  baser  man  of  arms  by  far,      [me  : 
Once,  in  contempt,  they  would  have  barter'd 
Which  I,  disdaining,  scorn'd  ;  and  craved  death 
Rather  than  I  would  be  so  pii'd  esteemed. || 
In  fine,  redeem'd  I  was  as'  1  desir'd.      [heart  • 
But,   0  !  the  treaclierous  Faslolfe  wounds  my 
Whom  with  my  bare  fists  I  would  execute, 
If  I  now  had  him  brought  into  my  power. 

Sul.  Yet  tell'st  thou  not,  how  thou  wert  en- 
tertain'd. 

Tal,  With  scoffs,  and  scorns,  and  contume- 
lious taunts. 
In  open  market-place  produc'd  they  me, 
To  be  a  public  spectacle  to  all ;  '' 

Here,  said  they,  is  the  terror  of  the  French, 
The  scare-crow  that  afiVights  our  children  so. 
Then  broke  I  from  the  officers  that  led  me ; 
And  with  my  nails  digg'd  stones  out  of  the 
ground, 

•  That  ij,  for  peace-officers  armed  with  clubs  or  staves. 
+  Pride.  J  Favour.  {  Spies. 

|l  iju  stripped  orhniioijr,-. 
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To  hurl  at  the  beholders  of  my  shame. 
My  grisly  countrnance  made  others  fly  ; 
None    durst    come    near  for  fear  of  sudden 

death. 
In  iron  walls  they  deem'd  me  not  secure; 
So  great  fear   of  my  name  'mongst  them  was 

spread, 
That  they  suppos'd,  I  could  rend  bars  of  steel, 
And  spurn  in  pieces  posts  of  adamant: 
Wherefore  a  guard  of  chosen  shot  1  had, 
That  walk'd about  me  every  minute-while; 
And  if  1  did  but  stir  out  of  my  bed, 
Beady  they  were  to  slioot  me  to  the  heart. 
Sal.  1  grieve  to  hear   what    torments  you 
endur'd; 
But  we  will  be  revcng'd  sufficiently. 
Tfowit  is  supper-time  in  Orleans;  [one, 

Here,  ihrough  this  grate,  I    can   count  eveiy 
And  view  the  Frenchmen  how  they  fortify ; 
Let  us  look  in,  the  sight  will   much  delight 
thee.—  [dale. 

Sir  Thomas  Gargrave,  and  Sir  William  Glans- 
Xet  me  have  your  express  opinions. 
Where  is  best  place  to  make  our  battery  next. 
Gar.  I  think,  at  the  north  gate;  for  there 

stand  lords. 
Glan.  And  I,  here,  at  the  bulwark  of  the 
bridge.  ' 

Tal.  For  aught  I  see,  the  city  must  be  fam- 
ish'd, 
Or  with  light  skirmishes  enfeebled. 

IShotfromthe  Town.     Salisbury anrf  Sir 

ThO.  GARGRATEya//. 

Sal.  O  Lord,  have  mercy  on  us,  wretched 

sinners ! 
Gar.  0  Lord  have  mercy    on  me,  woeful 

man ! 
Tal.  What  chance  is   this,    that   suddenly 
Hath  cross'd  us  ? — 
Speak, Salisbury  ;  at  least,  ifthoucanstspeak; 
How  far'.st  thou,  mirror  of  all  martial  men? 
One  of  thy  eyes,  and  thy  cheek's  side  stmck 

off!— 
Accursed  tower!  accursed  fatal  hand. 
That  have  contriv'd  this  woeful  tragedy  ! 
In  thirteen  battles  Salisbury  o'ercame; 
Henry  the  fifth  he  first  train'd  to  the  wars; 
Whilst  any  trump  did  sound,  or  drum  struck 
up,  [field.— 

His    s%vord    did   ne'er  leave  striking  in    the 
Yet  liv'st  thou,  Salisbury  1  though  thy  speech 

doth  fail. 
One  eye  thou  hast,  to  look  to  heaven  for  grace: 
The  sun  with  one  eye  vieweth  all  the  world. — 
Heaven  be  thou  gracious  to  none  alive. 
If  Salisbury  wants  mercy  at  thy  hands  !— 
Bear  hence  his  body,  1  will  help  to  bury  it, — 
Sir  Thomas  Gargrave  hast  thou  any  life? 
Speak  unto  Talbot;  nay,  look  up  to  him. 
Salisbury,  cheer  thy  spirit  with  this  comfort; 

Thou  shall  not  die,  whiles 

He  beckons  with  his  hand,  and  smiles  on  me; 
As  who  should  say,  JVhen  I  am  dead  and  gone, 
Remember  to  avenge  me  on  tite  French. — 
Plantagenet,  1  will ;  and  Nero-like, 
Play  on  the  lute,  beholding  the  towns  burn: 
Wretch'd  shall  France  be  only  in  my  name. 

Thunder  heard ;  aftericards  an  Alarum. 
IVhat  stir  is  this  ?  What  tumults  in  the  hea- 
vens ? 
Whence  cometh  this  alarum,  and  the  noise  ? 
Enler  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord,  my  lord,  the  French  have 
gather'dhead:  [join'd, — 

'fbe    Dauphin,     with    one    Joan   la    Pucelle 
A  hely  prcTihetess,  new  risen  up, — 


Is  come  with  great  power  to  raise  the  siege. 

[Salisbury  groans. 
Tal.  Hear,  hear,  how  dying  Salisbury  doth 
groan ! 
It  irks  his  heart,  he  cannot  be  reveng'd — 
t'renchmen,  I'll  be  a  Salisbury  to  you: — 
Pucelle  orpuzzel,*  dolphin  or  dogfish, 
Your  hearts  III  stamp  out  with    my   horse's 

heels. 
And  make  a  quagmire  of  j' our  mingled  brains.- 
Convey  me  Salisbury  into  his  tent. 
And    then    we'll  try    what    these    dastardly 
Frenchmen  dare. 

[Exeunt,  bearing  out  the  Bodies. 

SCENE  v.— The  same—Before  one  of  the  Gates. 

Alarum  Skirmi.shijigs.  Talbot  pursueth  the 
Dauphin,  and  driveih  him  in  :  then  enter  Jo- 
AN  La  Pucellb,  driving  Englishmen  before 
her.     Tlien  enter  Talbot. 

Tal.  Where  is  my  strength,  my  valour,  and 
my  force  ? 
Our  English  troops  retire,  I  cannot  stay  them: 
A  woman,  clad  in  armour,  chaseth  them. 
Enter  La  Pucelle. 

Here,  here  she  comes: I'll  have  a  bout  with 

I  thee; 

Devil,  or  devil's  dam.  111  conjure  thee : 
Blood  will  I  draw  on  thee,t  thou  art  a  witch. 
And  straightway  give  thy  soul   to  him  thou 
serv'st. 
Puc.  Come,  come,  'tis  only  I  that  must  dis- 
grace thee;  [They  fight. 
Tal.  Heavens,  can  you  suffer  hell  so  to  pre- 
vail ?  [age. 
My  breast  I'll  burst  with  straining  of  my  cour- 
And  from  my  shoulders  crack  my  arms  asun- 
der, 
But  I  will  chastise  this  high-minded  strumpet. 
Puc.  Talbot,  farewell ;  thy  hour  is  not  yet 
come; 
I  must  go  victual  Orleans  forthwith. 
O'ertake  me,  if  thou  canst;  Iscorn  thy  strength. 
Go,  go,  cheer  up  thy  hunger-starved  men; 
Help  Salisbury  to  make  his  testament : 
This  day  is  ours,  as  many  more  shall  be. 

[Pucelle  enters  the  Toicn,  with  Soldiers. 
Tal.  Mj'  thoughts  are  whirled  like  a  potter's 
wheel; 
I  know  not  where  I  am,  nor  what  I  do: 
A  witch,  by  fear,  not  force,  like  Hannibal, 
Drives  back  our  troops,  and  conquers,  as  she 
lists :  [stench, 

So  bees  with  smoke,  and  doves  with  noisome 
Are  from  their  hives,  and  houses,  driven  away. 
They    call'd    us,  for  our  fierceness,  English 

dogs; 
Now,  like  to  whelps,  we  crying  run  away. 

[A short  Alarum. 
Hark,  countrjmen?  either  renew  the  fight, 
Or  tear  the  lions  out  of  England's  coat; 
Renounce  your  soil,  give  sheep  ni  lion's  stead : 
Sheep  run  not  half  so  timorous  from  the  wolf. 
Or  horse,  or  oien,  from  the  leopard. 
As  you  fly  from  jour  oft  subdued  slaves. 

Alarmn.     Another  skirmish. 
It  will  not  be : — Retire  into  your  trenches : 
You  all  consented  unto  Salisbury's  death. 
For  none  would  strike  astrokeinhis  revenge. — 
Pucelle  is  enter'd  into  Orleans, 
In  spite  of  us,  or  aught  that  we  could  do. 
O,  would  I  were  to  die  with  Salisbury ! 

*  A  dirty  wentli- 
t  TliesiiperiUtinnrif  those  times  (aufjlit,  llial  be  who 
could  riiair  b  witch's  blood  was  IVetftnm  lierfowir. 
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Sdent  /.] 

The  shame  hereof  will  make  me  hide  my  head. 

lAlarum.     Retreat.     Exeunt  Talbot    and 
his  Forces,  ^c. 
SCENE  VI.— The  same. 

Enter  on   the    Walls,  Puceij.e,   Charles, 
Rkignier,  Alen(;on,  and  Soldiers. 

Puc.  Advance  our  waving-  colours  on  the 
walls; 
Rescu'd  is  Orleans  from  the  English  wolves:— 
Thus  Joan  la  Pucelle  hathperform'd  her  word. 

Char.  Divinest    creature,    bright   Astraea's 
daughter, 
How  shall  I  honour  thee  for  this  success  ? 
Thy  promises  are  like  Adonis'  gardens, 
That  one  day  bloom'd,  and  fruitful  were  the 

next. — 
France,  triumph  in  thy  glorious  prophetess ! — 
Recover'd  is  the  townof  Oriesuns: 
More  blessed  hap  did  ne'er  befall  our  state. 

Reig.  Why  ring  not  out  the  bells  through- 
out the  town  1  [fires, 
Dauphin,   command  the  citizens   make  bon- 
And  feast  and  banquet  in  the  open  streets, 
To  celebrate  the  joy  that  God  hath  given  us. 

Alen.  All  France  will  be  replete  with  mirth 

and  joy.  [men. 

When  they  shall  hear  how  we  have  play'd  the 

Char.  'Tis  Joan,  not  we,  by  whom  the  day 
is  won ; 
For  which,  I  will  divide  my  crown  with  her : 
And  all  the  priests  and  friars  in  my  realni 
Shall,  in  procession,  sing  her  endless  praise. 
A  statelier  pyramis  to  her  I'll  rear. 
Than  Rhodcpe's,or  Memphis',  ever  was: 
In  memory  of  her,  when  she  is  dead, 
Her  ashes,  in  an  urn  more  precious 
Than  the  rich-jcv/el'd  coffer  of  Darius, 
Transported  shaii  be  at  high  festivals 
Before  the  kings  and  queens  of  France. 
No  longeron  Saint  Dennis  will  we  cry, 
But  Joan  la  Pucelle  shall  be  France's  saint. 
Come  in;  and  let  us  banquet  royally, 
After  this  golden  day  of  victory. 

{^Flourish.    Exeunt. 

ACT  U. 

SCEN  I.  Tlie  same. 
Enter  to  the  Gates,  a  French  Sergeant,  and 
two  Sentinels. 
Serg.  Sirs,  take  your  places,  and  be  vigilant: 
If  any  noise,  or  soldier,  you  perceive, 
Near  to  the  walls,  by  some  apparent  sign, 
Let  us  have  knowledge  at  the  court  of  guard.* 
1.  Sent.  Sergeant,  you  shall.     lExit  Ser- 
geant.    [Thus  are  poor  servitors 
(When  others  sleep  upon  their  quiet  beds, 
Constrain'd  to  watch  in  darkness,   rain   and 
cold. 
Enter  Talbot,   Bedford,  Burgundy,  and 
Forces,  with  Scaling  Ladders;  their  Drums 
beating  a  dead  march. 

Tal.  Lord  regent,  and  redoubted  Burgun- 
dy- 
By  whose  approach,  the  regions  of  Artois, 
Walloon,  and  Picardy,  are  friends  to  us, — 
This  happy  night  the  Frenchmen  arc  secure, 
-  Having  all  day  carous'd  and  banquetted: 
Embrace  we  then  this  opportunity  ; 
As  fitting  best  to  quittance  tlioir  deceit, 
Contriv'd  by  art,  and  baleful  sorcery. 

Bed.  Coward  of  Fiance  ! — hov,  much   he 
wrongs  his  fame, 

*  Tlie  «ame  asjiiard-room. 


Despairing  of  his  own  arm's  fortitude, 
i'o  join  with  witclics,  and  the  help  of  hell. 

Bur.  Traitors  have  never  other  company. 
But  what's  that  Pucelle,  whom  they  term  SO 
pure  ? 

Tal.   A  maid,  they  say. 

Bed.   A  maid!  and  be  so  martial ! 

Bur.  P;  ay  God,  she  prove  not  masculine  ere 
long ; 
If  underneath  the  stanciard  of  the  French, 
She  carry  armour,  as  she  hath  begun. 

Tal.  Well,  let  them  practise  and  converse 
with  spirits : 
God  is  our  fortress;  in  whose  conquering  name, 
Let  us  resolve  to  scale  their  flinty  bulwark. 

Bed.   Ascend,  brave  Talbot ;  we  will  follow 
thee. 

Tat.  Not  all  together:  better  far,  I  guess, 
That  we  do  make  our  entrance  several  ways; 
That,  if  it  chance  the  one  of  us  do  fail, 
The  other  yet  may  rise  against  their  force. 

Bed.   Agreed;  i '11  to  yon  corner. 

Bur.  And  I  to  this. 

Tal.  And  here  will  Talbot  mount,  or  make 
his  grave. — 
Now,  Salisbury  !  for  thee  and  fiprthe  right 
Of  English  Henry,  shall  this  night  appear 
How  much  in  duty  I  am  bound  to  both. 

[  The  English  scale  the  Walls,  crying  St.  George ! 
a  Talbot!  and  all  enter  by  the  Town. 
Sent.  [  Wi7/ii?(,]  arm,  arm!  the  enemy  doth 
make  assault ! 

The  French  leap  over  the   Walls  in  their  Shirts. 
Enter    several  urtys,    Bastard,    Alen^on, 
Rkignier,  half  ready,  and  half  unready. 
Alen.  How  now,   my  lords?  what,   all  un- 
ready* so  ? 
Bast.  Unready?  ay,  and  glad  we  'scap'd  so 

well. 
Reig.  'Twas  time,  I  trow,  to  v^'ake  and  leave 
our  beds. 
Hearing  alarums  at  our  chamber  doors. 

Alen.  Of  all  exploits,  since  first  I  follow'd 
Ne'er  heard  I  of  a  warlike  enterprize  [arms. 
More  venturous,  or  desperate  than  this. 

Bait.  I  think,  this  Talbot  be  a  fiend  of  hell. 
Reig.  If  not  of  hell,  the  heaven's,  sure,  fa- 
vour him. 
Alen.  Here  Cometh  Charles;  I  marvel,  how 
he  sped. 
Enter  Charles,  andhh  Pucelle. 
Bast.  Tut!    holy   Joan   was    his    defensive 

guard. 
Char.  Is  this   thy    cunning,  thou  deceitful 
dame  ? 
Didst  thou  at  first,  to  flatter  us  withal, 
Make  us  partakers  of  a  little  gain. 
That  now  our  loss  might  be  ten  times  so  much  ? 
Puc.  VVherefore  is  Charles  impatient  with 
his  friend  ? 
At  all  times  will  you  have  my  power  alike? 
Sleeping,  or  waking,  must  I  still  prevail, 
Or  will  you  blanif  and  lay  the  fault  on  me  ? — 
Improvident  soldiers  !  had  your  watch  beeu 

good. 
This  sudden  mischief  never  could  have  fall'n. 
Char.  Duke  of  Alenf  on,  this  was  your  de- 
fault; 
That  being  captain  of  the  watch  to-night. 
Did  look  no  better  to  that  weighty  charge. 

Alen.  Had  all  your  quarters  been  as  safely 
As  that  whereof  I  had  the  government,      [kept 

*  UuJressed. 
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We  had  not  been  thus  shamefully  surpriz'd. 
Bast.  Mine  was  secure- 
Reig.  And  so  was  mine,  my  lord. 
Char.  And,  for  myself,  most  part  pf  all  this 
night, 
Within  lier  quarter,  <ind  mine  own  precinct, 
1  was  eniploy'd  in  passing  to  and  fro, 
About  relieving  of  the  sentinels  : 
Then  how,  or  which  way,  shoidd   they  first 
break  in? 
Puc.  Question,  my  lords,  no  further  of  the 
case,  [place 

How,  or  which  way ;  'tis  sure,  they  found  some 
But  weakly  guarded,  where  the   breach  was 

made. 
And  now  there  rests  no  other  shift  but  this, — 
To  gather  our  soldiers,  scatter'd  and  dispers'd. 
And  lay  new  platforms*  to  endamage  them. 

Alaru7n.  Enter  an  Eiiglish  Soldier,  crying, 
a  Talbot !  a  Talbot !  They  fiy,  leaving  their 
Clothes  behind. 

Sold.  I'll  be  so  bold  to  take  what  they  have 
left. 

The  cry  of  Talbot  serves  me  for  a  sword  ; 

For  I  have  loarfen  me  with  many  spoils. 

Using  no  other  weapon  but  his  name.      lExit. 

SCENE  II.— Orleans.— Within  the  Town. 
Enter  Talbot,  Bedford,  Burgundy,  a  Cap- 
tain, and  others. 

Bed.  The  day  begins  to  break,  and  night  is 
fled. 
Whose  pitchy  mantle  over-veil'd  the  earth. 
Here  sound  retreat,  and  cease  our  hot  pursuit. 
[Retreat  sounded. 

Tal.  Bring  forth  the  body  of  old  Salisbury ; 
And  here  advance  it  in  the  market-place. 
The  middle  centre  of  this  cursed  town. — 
Now  have  I  paid  my  vow  unto  his  soul ; 
For  every  drop  of  blood  was  drawn  from  him. 
There  hath  at  least  five  Frenchmen  died  to- 
And,  that  hereafter  ages  may  behold     [night. 
What  ruin  happen'd  in  revenge  of  him. 
Within  their  chiefest  temple  I'll  erect 
A  tomb,  wherein  his  corpse  shall  be  interr'd ; 
Upon  the  which,  that  every  one  may  read, 
Shall  be  engrav'd  the  sack  of  Orleans; 
The  treacherous  manner  of  his  mournful  death, 
And  what  a  terror  he  had  been  to  France. 
But,  Lords,  in  all  our  bloody  massacre, 
I  muse,t  we  met  not  with  the  Dauphin's  grace; 
Hisnew-come  champion,  virtuous  Joan  of  Arc; 
Nor  any  of  his  false  confederates. 

Bed.  'Tis  thought,  lord  Talbot,  when  the 
fight  began, 
Rous'd  on  the  sudden  from  their  drowsy  beds, 
Tliey  did,  amongst  the  troops  of  armed  men. 
Leap  o'er  the  walls  for  refuge  in  the  field. 

Bur.  Myself,  as  far  as  1  coulo  well  discern. 
For  smoke,  andduskj'  vapours  of  the  night,) 
Am  sure,  I  scar'-l  the  Driuphin,  and  his  trull; 
When  arm  in  arm  they  both  came  swiftly  run- 
Jyike  to  a  pair  t>f  loviii'^-  turllc-doves,       ['""8; 
'i'hat  could  not  live  asunder  day  or  niglit. 
After  that  tilings  are  set  in  order  here. 
We'll  follow  them  with  all  the  power  we  have. 
Elder  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  All  hail,    my    lords !  which   of    this 
princely  train 
Call  j'e  the  warlike  Talbot,  for  his  acts 
t?o    much   applauded   through   the   realm  of 
France  ? 


ria!i5..«tliemes. 


Wc.ntk-!. 


Tal.  Here  is  the  Talbot ;  who  would  speak 
with  him? 

Mes.  The  virtuous  lady,  countess  of  Au- 
With  modesty  admiring  the  renown,  [vergnc. 
By  me  entreats,  good  loi-d,  thou  wouldst  vouch- 
safe 
To  visit  her  poor  castle  where  she  lies;* 
That  she  may  boast,  she  hath  beheld  the  man 
Whose  glory  fills  the  world  with  loud  report. 

Bur.  Is  it  even  so?  Nay,  then,  I  see,  ourwars 
Will  turn  into  a  peaceful  comic  sport, 
When  ladies  ciave  to  be  cncounter'd  with. — 
You  may  not,  my  lord,  despise  her  gentle  suit. 

Tal,  Ne'er  trust  me  then ;  for,  when  a  world 
of  men 
Could  not  prevail  with  all  their  oratory, 
Yet  hath  a  woman's  kindness  over-ruled  :—f 
And  therefore  tell  her,  I  return  great  thanks ; 
And  in  submission  will  attend  on  her. — 
Will  not  your  honours  bear  me  company  I 

Bed.  No,  truly ;  it  is  more  than  manners  will : 
And  I  have  heard  it  said, — Unbidden  guests 
Are  often  welcomest  when  they  are  gone. 

Tal.  Well  then,  alone,  siiice  there's  no  reme- 
I  mean  to  prove  this  lady's  courtesy.  [dy. 

Come  hither,  captain.   [}Vhispers.^ — You  per- 
ceive my  mind. 

Capt.  Ido,  mylord;  and  mejin  accordingly. 

Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— Auvergne.— Court  of  the  Castle. 
Enter  the  Countess  and  her  Porter. 
Count.  Porter,  remember  what  I  gave  in 
charge ;  [to  me. 

And  when  you  have  done  so,  bnng  the  keys 
Port.  Madam,  I  will.  \_E.tif. 

Count.  The  plot  is  laid :  if  all  things  fall  out 
I  shall  as  famous  be  by  this  exploit,        [right, 
As  Scythian  Thomyris  by  Cyrus'  death. 
Great  is  the  rumour  of  this  dreadful  knight, 
And  his  achievements  of  no  less  account: 
Fain  would  mine  eyes  be  witness  with  mine 

ears. 
To  give  their  censuret  of  these  rare  reports. 

Enter  Messenger  and  Talbot. 

Mess.  Madam, 
According  as  your  ladyship  desir'd, 
My  message  crav'd,  so  is  lord  Talbot  come. 

Count.  And  he  is  welcome.     What!  is  this 
the  man  ? 

Mess.  Madam,  it  is.  « 

Count.  Is  this  the  scourge  of  France  ? 
Is  this  the  Talbot,  so  much  fear'd  abroad, 
That  with  his  name  the  mothers  still  their  babes  ? 
I  see,  report  is  fabulous  and  false : 
I  thought,  I  should  have  seen  some  Hercule?, 
A  second  Hector,  for  his  grim  aspect, 
And  large  proportion  of  his  strong-knit  limbs. 
Alas !  this  is  a  child,  a  silly  dwarf: 
It  cannot  be,  this  weak  and  writhledj  shrimp 
Should  strike  such  terror  to  his  enemies 

Tal.  Madaim,  I  have  been   bold  to  trouble 
you: 
But,  since  your  ladyship  is  not  at  leisure, 
I'll  sort  some  other  time  to  visit  you. 

Count.  What  means  he  now  ? — Go  ask  him, 
whither  he  goes. 

Mess.  Stay,  my  lord  Talbot;  for  nw  lady- 
craves 
To  know  the  cause  of  your  abrupt  departure. 

Tal.  Marry,  for  that  she's  in  a  wrong  belief, 
I  go  to  certify  her,  Talbot's  here. 

*Ac    Where  she  flwcl!«.  ■■■  Fi.:  .^rvini.''!. 

•    V.'iin'ilr.'. 
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Count.  If  thou  be  he,  then  art  thou  prisoner. 

Tal.  Prisoner  !  to  whom  ? 

Count.  To  me,  blood-thirsty  lord: 
And  for  that  cause  I  train'd  thee  to  my  house. 
Long  time  tiiy  shadow  hath  been  thrall  to  me, 
For  in  my  gallery  thy  picture  hangs: 
But  now  the  substance  shall  endure  the  like; 
And  I  will  chain  these  legs  and  arms  of  thine, 
That  hast  by  tyranny,  these  many  years. 
Wasted  our  country,  slain  our  citizens. 
And  sent  our  sons  and  husbands  captivate. 

Tal.  Ha,  ha,  ha  • 

Count.  Laughest  thou,  wretch  ?  thy  mirth 
shall  turn  to  moan. 

Tal.  I  laugh  to  see  your  ladyship  so  fond,* 
To  think  that  you  have  aught  but  Talbot's  sha- 
Whereon  to  practise  your  severity.  [dow, 

Count.  Wh}',  art  not  thou  the  man? 

Tal.  I  am  indeed. 

Count.  Then  have  I  substance  too. 

Tal.  No,  no,  I  am  but  shadow  of  myself: 
You  are  deceived,  my  substance  is  not  here  ; 
For  what  you  see,  is  but  the  smallest  part 
And  least  proportion  of  humanity ; 
I  tell  you  madam,  were  the  whole  frame  here, 
It  is  of  such  a  spacious  lofty  pitch, 
Your  roof  were  not  sufficient  to  contain  it. 

Count.  This  is  a  riddling  merchant  for  the 
nonce  ;t 
He  will  be  here,  and  yet  he  is  not  here ; 
How  can  these  contrarieties  agree  ? 

Tal.  That  will  I  show  you  presently. 

He  winds  a  Horn.     Drums  heard;  then  a  peal 

of  Ordnance.     The  Gates  being  forced,  enter 

Soldiers. 
How  say  you,  madam?  are  you  now  persuaded 
That  Talbot  is  but  shadow  of  himself? 
These  are  his  substance,  sinews,   arms,   and 

strength. 
With  which  he  yoketh  your  rebellious  necks ; 
Razeth  your  cities,  and  subverts  your  towns. 
And  in  a  moment  makes  them  desolate. 

Count.  Victorious  Talbot!  pardon  my  abuse: 
I  find,  thou  art  no  less  than  fame  hath  bruited, t 
And  more  than  may  be  gather'd  by  thy  shape, 
Let  my  presumption  not  provoke  thy  wrath; 
For  1  am  sorry,  that  with  reverence 
I  did  not  entertain  thee  as  thou  art.  [strue 

Tal.  Be  not  dismay'd,  fair  lady ;  normiscon- 
The  mind  of  Talbot,  as  you  did  mistake 
The  outward  composition  of  his  body. 
What  you  have  done,  hath  not  offended  me; 
No  other  satisfaction  do  I  crave. 
But  only  (with  your  patience,)  that  we  may 
Taste  of  your  wine,  and  see  what  cates  you 

have; 
For  soldiers'  stomachs  always  serve  them  well. 

Count.    With   all  my  heart  and  think   me 
honoured 
To  feast  so  great  a  warrior  in  my  house. 

\_Exeunt. 
SCENE  IV.    London.— The  Temple  garden. 

Enter  tite  Earls  of  Somerskt,   Suffolk,  and 
Warwick;   Richard  Plantagenet,  Ver- 
non, and  another  L\w\'Kn. 
-  Plan.  Great  lords,  and    gentlemen,    what 

means  this  silence  ? 
Dare  no  man  answer  in  a  case  of  truth? 

Suff.  Within  the  temple  hall  we  were  too 
The  garden  here  is  more  convenient.      [loud; 


*  Foolish. 
Vot.  II. 


t  For  a  purpose. 
t  Pronounced  loiidly. 


Flan.  Then  say  at  once,  if  I  maintain'd  the 
truth ; 
Or,  else,  was  wrangling  Somerset  in  the  error? 

Sujf.   'Faith,  I  have  been  a  truant  in  the  law; 
And  never  yet  could  frame  my  will  to  it; 
And,  therefore,  frame  the  law  unto  my  will. 

Sum.  .Judge  you,  my  lord  of  Warwick,  then 
between  us. 

War.  Between   two  hawks,  which   flies  the 
higher  pitch,  [mouth, 

Between  two  dogs,    which  hath   the    deeper 
Between    two  blades,  which  bears  the  better 
temper,  [best,'' 

Between    two   horses,  which  doth  bear    him 
Between  two  girls,  which   hath  the  merriest 
eye,  [mcnt: 

I  have,  perhaps,  some  shallow  spirit  of  judge- 
But  in  these  nice  sharp  quillets  of  the  law, 
Good  faith,  1  am  no  wiser  than  a  daw. 

Flan.  Tut,  tut,  here  is  a  mannerly  forbear- 
ance; 
The  truth  appears  so  naked  on  my  side. 
That  any  purblind  eye  may  find  it  out. 

Som.  And  on  my  side  it  is  so  well  apparell'd. 
So  clear,  so  shining,  and  so  evident. 
That  it  will  glimmer  through  a  blind  man's  eye. 

Plan.  Since   you   are  tongue-ty'd,   and  so 
loath  to  speak. 
In  dumb  significants  proclaim  your  thoughts: 
Let  him,  that  is  a  true-born  gentleman. 
And  stands  upon  the  honour  of  his  birth. 
If  he  suppose  that  I  have  pleaded  truth. 
From  olTthis  brier  pluck  a  white  rose  with  me. 

Som.  Let  him  that  is  no  coward,  nor  no  flat- 
terer, 
But  dare  maintain  the  party  of  the  truth. 
Pluck  a  red  rose  from  ofl"  this  thorn  with  me. 

War.  I  love  no  colours;!  and,  without  all 
Of  base  insinuating  flattery,  [colour 

I  pluck  this  white  rose,  with  Plantagenet. 

Suff.  I  pluck   this  red  rose,  with  young  So- 
merset ; 
And  say  withal,  I  think  he  held  the  right. 

Ver.  Stay,  lords,  and  gentlemen:  and  pluclc 
no  more. 
Till  you  conclude — that  he,  upon  whose  side 
The  fewest  roses  are  cropped  from  the  tree, 
Shall  yield  the  other  in  the  riglit  opinion. 

Som.  Good  master  Vernon,  it  is  well  object- 
Iflhave  fewest,  I  subscribe  in  silence.     [ed;j: 

Plan.  And  I. 

Ver.  Then,  for  the  truth  and  plainness  of  the 
case, 

I  pluck  this  pale  and  maiden  blossom  here. 
Giving  my  verdict  on  the  white  rose  side. 

Som.  Prick  not  your  finger  as  you  pluck  it  off; 
Lest,  bleeding,  you  do  paint  the  white  rose  red. 
And  fall  on  my  side  so  against  your  will. 

Ver.  If  I  my  lord,  for  my  opinion  bleed. 
Opinion  shall  be  surgeon  to  my  hurt, 
And  keep  me  on  the  side  where  still  I  am. 

So7n.  Well,  well,  come  on  ;   Who  else? 

Law.  Unless  my  study  and  my  books  be  false^ 
The  argument  you  held,  was  wrong  in  you; 

[  To  Somerset 
In  sign  whereof,  I  pluck  a  white  rose  too. 

Plan.  Now,  Somerset,  where  is  your  argu 
ment  ? 

Som.  Here,  in  my  scabbard ;  meditating  that, 
Shall  die  your  white  rose  in  a  bloody  red. 

Plan.  Meantime,  your  cheeks  do  counterfeit 
our  roses  ; 

*  /  e.  ftegulate  his  motions  mosi  adroitly, 
t  Tints  and  deceits,  a  play  on  the  ivord. 
i  Justly  proposed. 


Ii2 
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For  pale  they  look  with  fear,  as  witnessing 
The  truth  on  our  side. 

Som.  No,  Plantagcnet, 

'Tis  not  for  fear ;  but  anger,— that  thy  checks 

Bhish  for  pure  shame,  to  counterfeit  our  roses; 

And  yet  thy  tongue  will  not  confess  thy  error. 

Plan.  Hath  notthy  rose  a  canker,  Somerset? 

Som.  Hath  not   thy  rose  a  thorn,  Planta- 

gcnet  ? 
Plan.  Ay,  sharp  and  piercing,  to  maintain 
histrutli;  [hood. 

Whiles  thy  consuming  canker  eats  his   false- 
Som.    Well,  I'll   find    friends   to   wear  my 
bleeding  roses. 
That  shall  maintain  what  I  have  said  is  true, 
Where  faise  Plantagenel  dare  not  be  seen. 
Plan.  Now,  by  this  maiden  blossom  in  my 
hand, 
I  scorn  thcc  and  thy  fashion,  peevish  boy. 
Svff.  Turn  not  thy  scorns  this  way,  Planta- 

genct. 
Plan.  Proud  Poole,  1  will;  and  scorn  botli 

him  and  thee. 
SuJ}'.  I'll  turn  my  part  thereof  into  thy  throat. 
Som.    Awav,    away,  good   William  Dc-la- 
Pooie  I  [h'.m- 

We   grace  the  yeoman,  by  conversing  with 
IVar.    Now,  by  God's  will,  thou   wrong'st 
him,  Somerset  ; 
His  grandfather  was  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence, 
Third  son  to  the  third  Edward  king  of  Eng- 
land ; 
Spring  crcstless  yeoman"  from  so  deep  a  root? 
Plan.  Ho  bears  him  on  the  place's  privilege,! 
Or  durst  not,  for  his  craven  heart,  say  thus. 
Som.  By  him  that  made  me,  I'll  maintain 
my  words 
On  any  plot  of  ground  in  Christendom  : 
Was  not  thy  fatlier,   Richard,  earl  of  Cam- 
bridge, 
For  treason  executed  in  our  late  king's  days? 
And,  by  his  treason,  stand'st  not  thou  attainted, 
Corrupted,  and  exemptt  from  ancient  gentry? 
His  trespass  ytt  lives  guilty  in  thy  blood  ; 
And,  till  thou  be  restor'd,  thou  art  a  yeoman. 
Plan.  My  father  was  attached,  notattainted, 
Condemn'd  to  die  for  treason,  but  no  traitor; 
And  that  I'll  prove  on  better  men  than  Somer- 
set, 
Were  growing  time  once  ripen'd  to  my  will. 
For  your  partaker^i  Poole,  and  you  yourself, 
I'll  note  you  in  my  book  of  memory. 
To  scourge  you  for  this  apprehension  :|| 
Look  to  it  well;  and  say  you  are  well  warn'd. 
Som.  Ay,  thou  shaltfind  us  ready  for  thee 
still : 
Vnd  know  us,  by  these  colours,  for  thy  foes  ; 
For  these  my  friends,  in  spite  of  thee,    shall 
wear. 
Plan.  And,  by  my  soul,  this  pale  and  angry 
rose, 
\s  cognizance  of  my  blood-drinking  hate, 
Will  I  for  ever,  and  my  faction  wear; 
Until  it  witlier  with  me  to  the  grave. 
Or  flourish  to  the  height  of  my  degree. 

Stiff.  Go  forward,  and  be  chok'd  with  thy 

ambition ! 

And  so  farewell,  until  I  meet  thee  next.  lExit. 

Som.    Have   \nth   thee,  Poole. — Farewell, 

ambitious  Richard.  [^Exit. 

Plan.  How  1  am  brav'd,  and  must  perforce 

endure  it ! 
War.    This   blot,  that  they  object  against 
your  house. 


[Ad  It 

Shall  be  wip'd  out  in  the  next  parliament, 
Call'd  for  the  truce  of  Winchester  and  Gloster: 
And,  if  thou  be  not  then  created  York, 
I  will  not  live  to  be  accounted  Warwick. 
Meantime,  in  signal  of  my  love  to  thee, 
Against  proud  Somerset,  and  William  Poole, 
\\\\\  I  upon  thy  party  wear  this  rose : 
And  here  I  prophesy.— This  brawl  to-day. 
Grown  to  this  faction,  in  the  Temple  garden, 
Shall    send,    between  the   red    rose  and  the 

white, 
A  thousand  souls  to  death  and  deadly  night. 

Plan.  Good  master  Vernon,  I  am  bound  to 
vou, 
That  you  on  my  behalf  would  pluck  a  flower. 

Ver.    In  your  behalf  still  will  I  wear  the 
same. 

I^aw.  And  so  will  I. 

Plon.  Thanks,  gentle  Sir. 
Come  let  us  four  to  dinner :  I  dare  say, 
This  quarrel  will  drink  blood  another  day. 

[^Exeunt. 


of 


SCENE  V. — The  same. — A  Roominthe  Tower. 

Enter  Mortimer,  brought  in  a  Chair  by  two 
Keepers. 

Mor.  Kind  keepers  of  my  weak  decaying 

Let  dying  Mortimer  here  rest  himself. — 
Even  like  a  man  new  haled  from  the  rack. 
So  fare  my  limbs  with  long  imprisonment 
And   these   grey   locks,    the   pursuivants 

death,* 

Nestor-like  aged,  in  an  age  of  care, 
Argue  the  end  of  Edmund  Mortimer. 
These  eyes — like  lamps  whos€  wasting  oil  is 

spent, — 
Wax  dim,  as  drawing  to  their  exigent  :t 
Weak  shoulders,   overborne  with  burd'ning- 

grief ; 
And  pithless  arms,  like  to  a  wither'd  vine 
That    droops    his    sapless    branches   to  the 
giound :—  [numb. 

Yet  are  these  feet — whose  strengthless  stay  is 
Unable  to  support  this  lump  of  clay, — 
Swift-winged  with  desire  to  get  a  grave, 
As  witting  I  no  other  comfort  have. — 
But  tell  me,  keeper,  will  my  nephew  come  ? 
1  Keep.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  lord,  will 
come : 
We  sent  unto  the  Temple,  to  his  chamber ; 
And  answer  was  return'd  that  he  will  come- 
Mor.  Enough  ;  my  soul  shall  then  be  satis- 
fied.— 
Poor  gentleman!  his  wrong  doth  equal  mine. 
Since  Homy  Monmouth  first  began  to  reign, 
(Before  whose  gloiy  I  was  great  in  arms,) 
This  loathsome  sequestration  have  I  had  ; 
And  even  since  then  hath   Richard   been  ob- 
Deprived of  honour  and  inheritance:    [scur'd. 
But  now,  the  arbitrator  of  despairs. 
Just  death,  kind  umpire}:  of  men's  miseries. 
With    sweet    enlargement   doth    dismiss  me 

hence ; 
I  would,  his  troubles  likewise  were  expir'd, 
That  so  he  might  recover  what  was  lost. 

Enter  Richard  PLA.NTAGE^fET. 
1  Keep.  My  lord,  your  loving  nephew  now 

is  come. 
Mor.  Richard  Plantagenet,  my  friend?  Is  he 

come? 

^  The  heralds  tliat,  fore  runaing  death,  proclaim  its 


*  I   e.  Those  who  have  no  right  to  arms.  ]  i  uc  uv.....^^   w..».,  .-.» —a '♦  w  j 

1  The  temple,  bping  a  religious  house,  was  a  sanciuary  aiu'roach.  J  End. 

'  EscTu'led.       >^  Confederate.  Ii  Opinim,  j  /.  c.  He  wiro  terminates  or  conchides  misery. 


Scene  /.] 

Plan-  Ay,  noble  uncle,  thus  ignobly  us'd, 
Your  nephew,  Inte-despised*  Richard  conies. 
Mor.  Direct  mine  arms,  I  may  embrace  his 

neck, 
And  in  his  bosom  spend  my  latter  gasp : 
O,  tell  me,  when  my  lips  do  touch  his  cheeks, 
That  I  may  kindly  give  one  fainting  kiss. — 
And   now   declare,   sweet  stem   from  York's 

great  stock, 
Why  didst  thou  say — of  late  thou  wert  despis'd  ? 
Plan.  First,  lean  thine  aged  back  against 

mine  arm ; 
And,  in  that  ease,  I'll  tell  thee  my  disease. t 
This  day,  in  argument  upon  a  case,  [me  : 

Some  words  there  grew  'twixt  Somerset  and 
Among  which  terms  he  used  iiis  lavish  tongue, 
And  did  upbraid  me  with  my  father'.s  death  ; 
Which  obliquy  set  bars  before  my  tongue, 
Else  with  the  like  I  had  requited  liim: 
Therefore,  good  uncle, — for  my  father's  sake. 
In  honour  of  a  true  Plantagenct, 
And  for  alliance'  sake, — declare  the  cause 
My  father,  earl  of  Cambridge,  lost  his  head. 
Mor.    That   cause,    fair   ncpliew,   that  im- 

prisou'd  me. 
And  hath  detain 'd  me,  all  my  flow'ring  youth. 
Within  a  loathsome  dungeon,  there  to  pine, 
Was  cursed  instiiiment  of  his  decease. 

Plan.    Discover  more  at  large  what  cause 

that  was ; 
For  I  am  ignorant,  and  cannot  guess. 

Mor.  I  will ;  if  that  my  fading  breath  permit, 
And  death  approach  not  ere  my  tale  be  done. 
Henry  the  fourth,  grandfather  to  this  king, 
Depos'd  his  nephew  Richard  ;  Edward's  son, 
The  first-begotten,  and  the  lawful  heir 
Of  Edward  king,  the  third  of  that  descent : 
During  whose  reign,  the  Percies  of  the  north, 
Finding  his  usurpation  most  unjust, 
Endeavour'd  my  advancement  to  the  throne  : 
The  reason  mov'd  these  warlike  lords  to  this. 
Was — for  that  (young  king  Richard  thus  re- 

mov'd. 
Leaving  no  heir  begotten  of  his  bod)-,) 
I  was  the  next  by  birth  and  parentage  ; 
For  by  my  mother  I  derived  am 
From  Lionel  duke  of  Clarence,  the  third  son 
To  king  Edward  the  third,  whereas  he 
From  John  of  Gaunt  doth  bring  his  pedigree. 
Being  but  fourth  of  that  heroic  line. 
But  mark ;  as,  in  this  haughtA^t  great  attempt. 
They  laboured  to  plant  the  rightful  heir, 
I  lost  my  liberty,  and  they  their  lives. 
Long  after  this,  when  Henry  the  fifth, — 
Succeeding  his  father  Bolingbroke, — did  reign, 
Thy  father,  earl  of  Cambridge, — then  deriv'd 
From    famous    Edmund    Langlcy,    duke   of 

York,— 
Marrying  my  sister,  that  thy  mother  was. 
Again,  in  pity  of  my  hai-d  distress. 
Levied  an  army;  weening^  to  redeem. 
And  have  instaJl'd  me  in  the  diadem : 
But,  as  the  rest,  so  fell  that  noble  earl. 
And  was  beheaded.     Thus  tlie  Mortimers, 
In  whom  the  title  rested,  were  suppress'd. 
Plan.  Of  which,  my  lord,  your  honour  is  the 

last. 
Mor.  True ;  and  thou  seest,  that  I  no  issue 

have ; 
And  that  my  fainting  words  do  warrant  death  : 
Thou  art  my  heir ;  the  rest,  I  wish  thee  gather : 
But  yet  be  wary  in  thy  studious  care. 

Plan.  Thy  grave  admonishments  prevail  with 

me  : 
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*  Lately  despised. 
1  ai?h' 


iUneaainess,  diicontent. 
S  Tbiiikiii'r. 


But  yet,  metliinks,  my  fatlier's  execution 
Was  nothing  less  than  bloody  tyranny. 

Mor.  W  ith  silence,  nephew,  be  thou  politic ; 
Strong-fixed  is  tlie  house  of  I/ancaster, 
And,  like  a  mountain,  not  to  be  rcmov'd. 
But  now  thy  uncle  is  removing  hence ; 
As  princes  do  their  covu'ts,    when   they   are 

cloy'd 
With  long  continuance  in  a  settled  place. 

Plan.  0,  uncle,    'would  some  part  of  my 
young  years 
Might  but  redeem  the  passage  of  your  age  ! 

Mor.    Thou  dost  then  w  rong  me ;  as  the 
slaught'rer  doth. 
Which  givethmany  wounds,  when  one  will  kill. 
Mourn  not,  except  thou  sorrow  for  my  good  ; 
Only,  give  order  for  my  funeral  ; 
And  so  farewell ;  '^  and  fair  be  all  th)'  hopes  ! 
And  prosperous  be  tliy  life,  in  peace,  and  war! 
1  [Dies. 

Plan.  And  peace,  no  war,  befall  tliy  parting 
In  prison  hast  thou  spent  a  pilgrimage,  [soul ! 
And  like  a  liermit  overpass'd  thy  days. — 
Well,  I  will  lock  his  counsel  in  my  breast ; 
And  what  I  do  imagine,  let  that  rest. — 
Keepers,  convey  him  hence  ;  and  I  myself 
WiU  see  his  burial  better  than  his  life. — 

\_E.veunt  Keepers,  bearing  oid  MoRTiMEn. 
Here  dies  the  dusky  torcli  of  Mortimer, 
Chok'd  with  ambition  of  the  meaner  sort : — 
And,  for  those  wrongs,  those  bitter  injuries. 
Which  Somerset  hath  oflcr'd  to  my  house, — 
I  doubt  not,  but  with  honour  to  redress : 
And  therefore  haste  I  to  the  parliament ; 
Either  to  be  restored  to  my  blood. 
Or  make  my  illt  the  advantage  of  my  good. 

lExit. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.-T/ie  same.-The  Purliamcnl-house. 

Flourish.  £?i/er  Xing  Henry,  Exeter,  Glos- 
TER,  Warwick,  Somerset,  and  Suffolk  ; 
the  bishop  of  Winchester,  Richard  Plan- 
TAGENET,  and  Others.  Glostek  offers  to  put 
up  a  Bill  ;t  Winchester  snatches  it,  and 
tears  it. 

Win.  Com'st  thou  with  deep  premeditated 
lines, 
With  written  pamphlets  studiously  devis'd, 
Humphrey  of  Gloster !  if  tiiou  canst  accuse 
Or  ought  intend'st  to  lay  unto  my  charge, 
Do  it  without  invention  suddenly  ; 
As  I  with  sudden  and  extemporal  speech 
Purpose  to  answer  what  thou  canst  object. 
Glo.  Presumptuous  priest !  this  place  com- 
mands my  patience,  [me. 
Or  thou  should'st  find  thou  hast  dishonour'd 
Think  not,  although  in  writing  I  preferr'd 
The  manner  of  thy  vile  outrageous  crimes. 
That  therefore  I  have  forg'd,  or  am  not  able 
Verbatim  to  rehearse  tlie  method  of  my  pen  : 
No,  prelate ;  such  is   thy   audacious    wicked- 
ness, 
Thy  lewd,  pestiferous,  and  dissentious  prank.*, 
As  very  infants  prattle  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  art  a  most  pernicious  usurer  ; 
Froward  by  nature,  enemy  to  peace  ; 
Lascivious,  wanton,  more  than  well  beseems 
A  man  of  thy  profession,  and  degree ; 
And  for  thy  treachery.  What's  more  manifest? 
in  that  thou  laid'st  a  trap  to  take  my  life. 
As  well  at  London  bridge,  as  at  the  Tower  ? 
Beside,  I  fear  me,  if  thy  thouglits  were  sifted,. 

^  Lucky,  prosperous.  f  My  ill,  is  my  ill  iiraje. 

I  /.  e.  Articles  of  »rcus:jtinn. 
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The  king,  thy  sovereign,  is  not  quite  exempt 
From  envious  malice  of  thy  swelling  heart. 

Win.  Glostor,  I  do  defy  thee. — Lord's,  vouch- 
To  give  me  hearing  wliat  1  shall  reply,     [safe 
If  I  were  covetous,  ambitious,  or  perverse, 
As  he  will  have  me.  How  am  I  so  poor  ? 
Or  how  haps  it,  I  seek  not  to  advance 
Or  raise  myself,  but  keep  my  wonted  calling: 
And  for  dissention,  Who  prefcrreih  peace 
More  than  1  do, — except  1  be  prcvok'd  ? 
No,  my  good  lords,  it  'S  not  that  oflends ; 
Is  it  not  that,  that  hath  inccns'd  the  duke  ; 
It  is,  because  no  one  should  sway  but  he ; 
No  one,  hut  he,  should  be  about  the  king ; 
And  that  engenders  thunder  in  his  breast. 
And  makes  him  roar  these  accusations  forth. 
But  he  shall  know,  1  am  as  good 

Glo.  As  good  ? 
Thou  bastard  of  my  grandfather  ! — 

W'm.   Ay,  lordly  Sir ;   For  what  are  you,  I 
But  one  imperious  in  another's  throne  !  [pray, 

Clo.  Am  1  not  the  protector,  saucy  priest .' 

JViii.  And  ami  not  a  prelate  of  the  church? 

Glo.  Yes,  as  an  outlaw  in  a  castle  keeps. 
And  useth  it  to  patronage  his  theft. 

Will.  Unreverent  Gloster! 

Glo.  Thou  art  reverent 
Touching  thy  spiritual  function,  not  thy  life. 

IFin.  This  Rome  shall  remedy. 
War.  Roam  thither  then. 

Som.  My  lord,  it  were  your  duty  to  forbear. 

JVar.  Ay,  see  the  bishop  be  not  overborne. 

So7n.  Methinks,  my  lord  should  be.religious, 
And  know  the  office  that  belongs  to  such. 

War.  Methinks,  his  lordship  should  be  hum- 
It  fitteth  not  a  prelate  so  to  plead.  [bier  ; 

Som.  Yes,  when  his  holy  state  is  touch'd  so 
near. 

War.  State  holy ,  or  unhallow'd,  what  of  that  ? 
Is  not  his  grace  protector  to  the  king  ? 

Plan.   Plantagenet,  I  see,    must    hold  his 
tongue  ; 
Lest  it  be  said,  Speak,  sirrah,  when  you  should; 
I\Iiist  your  bold  verdict  enter  talk  with  lords  ? 
Else  would  1  have  a  fling  at  Winchester. 

[Aside. 

K.  Hen.  Uncles  of  Gloster,   and   of  Win- 
chester, 
The  special  watchmen  of  our  English  weal ; 
I  would  prevail,  if  prayers  might  prevail, 
To  join  your  hearts  in  love  and  amity. 
O,  what  a  scandal  is  it  to  our  crown, 
That  two  such  noble  peers  as  ye,  should  jar ! 
Believe  me,  lords,  my  tender  years  can  tell, 
Civil  dissention  is  a  viperous  worm. 
That  gnaws  the  bowels  of  the  commonwealth. — 

[-4  noiscwithin;  Down  with  the  tawny  coats! 
What  tumult's  this? 

War.  An  uproar,  I  dare  warrant, 
Begun  through  malice  of  the  bishop's  men. 

[A  noise  aij;ain  ;  Stones  !  Stones  ! 
Enter  the  Mayor  of  London,  attended. 

May.  O,  my  good  lords, — and  virtuous  Hen- 
Fity  the  city  of  London,  pity  us!  [ry, — 

The  bishop  and  the  duke  of  Gloster's  men. 
Forbidden  late  to  carry  any  weapon, 
Have  fiH'd  their  pockets  fu:!  of  pebble-stones; 
And,  banding  themselves  in  contrary  parts. 
Do  pelt  so  fast  at  one  another's  pate,       [out : 
That  many  have  their  giddy  brains  knock'd 
Our  windows  are  broke  down  in  every  street, 
And  we,  for  fear,  compell'd  to  shut  our  shops. 
Enter,  skirmishing,  the  Retainers  of  Gloster 
and  Wi\CHf;sTER,  tvitli  bloody  pates. 

K.  Hen.  We  charge  you,  on  allegiance  to 
ours  elf. 


To  hold  your  slaughtering  hands,  and  keep  the 

peace. 
Pray,  uncle  Gloster,  mitigate  this  strife. 

1  .S'err.  Nay,  if  we  be  [teeth- 
Forbidden   stones,   we'll  fall  to   it  with   our 

2  Serv.  Do  what  ye  dare,  we  are  as  resolute. 

ISkirmi^h  again. 

Glo.  You  of  my  household,  leave  this  peevish 

And  set  this  unaccustom'd*  fight  aside,  [broil, 

1  Serv.  My  lord,  we  know  your  grace  to  be  a 

man 
Just  and  upright ;  and,  for  your  royal  birth, 
Inferior  to  none,  but  his  majesty  ; 
And  ere  that  we  will  suffer  such  a  prince, 
So'kind  a  father  of  the  commonweal, 
To  be  disgraced  by  an  inkhorn  mate,t 
We,  and  our  wives,  and  children,  all  will  fight. 
And  have  our  bodies  slaughter'd  by  thy  foes. 

2  Serv.  A\ ,  and  the  very  parings  of  our  nails 
Shall  pitch  a  field,  when  we  are  dead. 

[Skirmish  again. 

Glo.  Stay,  stay,  I  say  ! 
And,  if  you  love  me,  as  you  say  you  do, 
Let  me  persuade  you  to  forbear  a  while. 

A'.  He7i.  O,  how  this  discord  doth  afilict  my 
soul ! — 
Can  you,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  behold 
My  sighs  and  tears,  and  will  not  oiice  relent  ? 
Who  should  be  pitiful,  if  you  be  not? 
Or  who  should  study  to  prefer  a  peace, 
If  holy  churchmen  take  delight  in  broils  ? 

War.  My  lord  protector,  yield  ; — ^yield  Win- 
chester ; — 
Except  you  mean,  with  obstinate  repulse, 
To  slay  your  sovereign,  and  destroy  the  realm- 
You  see  what  mischief,  and  what  murder  too. 
Hath  been  enacted  through  your  enmity  ; 
Then  be  at  peace,  except  ye  thirst  for  blood. 

Win.   He  shall  submit,  or  1  will  never  yield. 

Glo.  Compassion  on  the  king  commands  me 
stoop ; 
Or,  I  would  see  his  heart  out,  ere  the  priest 
Should  ever  get  that  privilege  of  me. 

IVar.   Behold,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  the 
Hath  banish'dmoody  discontented  fury,  [duke 
As  by  his  smoothed  brows  it  doth  appear: 
Why  look  you  still  so  stern,  and  tragical  ? 

Glo.  Here,  Winchester,  I  offer  thee  my  hand. 

K.  Hen.  Fie,  uncle  Beaufort !  I  have  heard 
you  preach. 
That  malice  was  a  great  and  grievous  sin; 
And  will  not  you  maintain  the  thing  you  teach. 
But  prove  a  chief  offender  in  the  same  ? 

War.  Sweetking ! — The  bishop  hath  aliindly 
gird.t 
For  shame,  my  lord  of  Winchester  !  relent ; 
What,  shall  a  child  instruct  you  what  to  do  ? 

Win.  Well,  duke  of  Gloster,  I  will  yield  to 
thee; 
Love  for  thy  love,  and  hand  for  hand  I  give. 

Glo.    Ay ;  but,  I    fear  me,   with   a  hollow 
heart. — 
See  here,  my  friends,  and  loving  countrymen; 
This  token  servcth  for  a  flag  of  truce. 
Betwixt  ourselves,  and  all  our  followers  : 
So  help  me  God,  as  I  dissemble  not ! 

Win.  So  help  me  God,  as  I  intend  it  not ! 

[Aside 

K.  Hen.  01ovinguncle,kinddukeof  Gloster, 
How  joyful  am  I  made  by  this  contract! — 
Away,  my  masters  !  trouble  us  no  more  ; 
But  join  in  friendship,  asyourlords  have  done, 

1  Serv.  Content;  I'll  to  the  surgeon's. 

2  Serv.  And  so  will  I. 
*  LTnseemlj',  indecent. 

t  This  was  a  term  of  reproach  toward  menof  Vearniog: 
t  Feels  m  emotion  of  kind  renior?B: 
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3  Serv.  And  I  will  sec  what  physic  the  ta- 
vern affords.  lExeunt  Servants, 
Mayor,  S/-c. 
Wot.    Accept   this    scroll,    most    gracious 
sovereign ; 
Which  in  the  right  of  Richard  Plantagenet, 
We  do  exhibit  to  your  majesty. 

Glo.  Well  urg'd,  my  lord  of  Warwick;— for, 
sweet  prince. 
An  if  your  grace  mark  every  circumstance, 
You  have  great  reason  to  do  Richard  right : 
Especial!}',  for  those  occasions 
At  Eltham-place  I  told  your  majesty. 

K.  Hen.   And  those  occasions,  uncle,  were 
of  force : 
Tlierefore,  my  loving  lords,  our  pleasure  is, 
That  Richard  be  restored  to  his  blood. 

War.  Let  Richard  be  restored  to  his  bloood  ; 
So  shall  his  father's  wrongs  be  recompeus'd. 
Win.    As    will   the    rest,   so  willeth  Win- 
chester. 
K.  Hen.  If  Richard  will  be  true,  not  that 
But  all  the  whole  inheritance  I  give,      [alone, 
That  doth  belong  unto  the  house  of  York, 
From  whence  you  spring  by  lineal  descent. 

Plan.  Thy  humble  servant  vows  obedience, 
And  humble  senice,  till  the  point  of  death. 
K.  Hen.  Stoop  then,  and  set  your  knee  a- 
gainst  my  foot ; 
And,  in  reguerdon*  of  that  duty  done, 
I  girt  thee  with  the  valiant  sword  of  York: 
Rise,  Richard,  like  a  true  Plantagenet; 
And  rise  created  princely  duke  of  York. 
Plan.  And  so  thrive  Richard,  as  thy  foes 
may  fall ! 
And  as  my  duty  springs  so  perish  they 
That  grudge  one  thought  against  your  majesty ! 
All.  Welcome,  high  prince,  the  mighty  didie 

of  York ! 
8om.  Perish,  base  prince,  ignoble  duke  of 
York !  lAside. 

Glo.  Now  will  it  best  avail  your  majesty, 
To  cross  the  seas,  and  to  be  crown'd  in  France: 
The  presence  of  a  king  engenders  love 
Amongst  his  subjects,  and  his  loyal  friends  ; 
As  it  disanimates  his  enemies. 

K.  Hen.  When  Gloster  says  the  word,  king 
Henry  goes ; 
For  friendly  counsel  cuts  off  many  foes. 
Glo.  Your  ships  already  are  in  readiness. 

\_Extunl  all  but  Exeter. 
Exe.  A}',  we  may  march  in  England,  or  in 
Not  seeing  what  is  likely  to  ensue  :    [France, 
This  late  dissention,  grown  betwixt  the  peers. 
Burns  under  feigned  ashes  of  forg'd  love. 
And  will  at  last  break  out  into  a  flame : 
As  fester'd  members  rot  but  by  degrees, 
Till  bones,  anddesh,  and  sinews,  fall  away, 
So  will  this  base  and  envious  discord  breed. 
And  now  I  fear  that  fatal  prophecy, 
Which,  in  the  time  of  Henry,  nam'd  the  fifth, 
Was  in  the  mouth  of  every  sucking  babe, — 
That  Henry,  born  of  Monmouth,  should  win 

all; 
And  Henry,  born  at  Windsor,  should  lose  all : 
Which  is  so  plain,  that  Exeter  doth  wish 
His  days  may  finish  ere  that  hapless  time. 

[Exit. 
SCENE  H.— France.— Before  Rouen. 
Enter  La  Pucelle  disguised,  and  Soldiers 
dressed  like  Countrymen,  with  Sacks  upon 
their  Backs. 

Puc.  These  are  the  city  gates,  the  gates  of 
Roiien, 
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Tlirough  which  our  policy  must  make  a  breach: 
Take   heed,    be   wary   how  you   place    your 

words ; 
Talk  like  the  vulgar  sort  of  market-men, 
That  come  to  gather  money  for  their  corn. 
If  we  have  entrance,  (as,  1  ho])e,  we  shall,) 
And  that  we  find  the  slothful  watch  but  weak, 
I'll  by  a  sign  give  notice  to  our  friends, 
That  Charles    the   Dauphin    may    encounter 
them. 
1  Sold.  Our  sacks  shall  be  a  mean  to  sack 
the  city, 
And  we  be  lords  and  rulers;  over  Roiien; 
Therefore  we'll  knock.  [_Knocks 

Guard.  [Within.]  Qui  est  Id? 
Puc.  Paisans,  paHvres  gens  de  France: 
Poor  market-folks,   that   come    to  sell  their 
corn. 
Guard.  Enter,    go    in;   the  market-bell  is 
rung.  [^Ope7is  the  Gates. 

Puc.  Now  Roiien,  I'll  shake  thy  bulwarks 
to  the  ground. 

[Pucelle,  &^c.  enter  the  City. 

Enter  Charles,  Bastard  of  Orleans,  Alenson', 
and  Forces. 

Char.  Saint  Dennis  bless  this  happy  strata- 
gem ! 
And  once  again  we'll  sleep  secure  in  Roiien. 
Bast.    Here  enter'd  Pucelle,   and  her  prac- 
tisants  ;* 
Now  she  is  there,  how  will  she  specify 
Where  is  the  best  and  safest  passage  in  ? 
Alen.  By  thrusting  out  a  torch  from  yonder 
tower ; 
Which,  once  discern'd,  shows,  that  her  mean- 
ing is, —  [enter'd. 
No  way.  to  that,t  for  weakness,  which  she 

Enter  La  Pucelle  on  a  Battlement :  holding 
out  a  Torch  burning. 
Puc.  Behold,   this   is  the   happy  wedding 
torch. 
That  joineth  Roiien  unto  her  countrymen: 
But  burning  fatal  to  the  Talbotites. 

Bast.  See,  noble  Charles!  the  beacon  of  ouf 
friend. 
The  burning  torch  in  yonder  turret  stands. 

Char.  Now  shine  it  like  a  comet  of  revenge, 
A  prophet  to  the  fall  of  all  our  foes  ! 

Alen.  Defer  no  time.  Delays  have  dangerous 
ends ; 
Enter,  and  cry — The  Dauphin! — presently, 
And  then  do  execution  on  the  watch. 

IThey  enter. 

Alarums.    Enter  Talbot,  and  certain  English. 
Tal.  France,   thou  shalt  rue   this   treason 
with  tiiy  tears. 
If  Talbot  but  survive  thy  treachery. — 
Pucelle,  that  witch,  that  damned  sorceress, 
Hath  wrought  this  hellish  mischief  unawares, 
That  hardly  we  escap'd  the  pridct  of  France- 
^Exeunt  to  the  Town. 

Alarum  :  Excursions.  Enter  from  the  Town, 
Bedford,  brought  in.nrk,  in  a  Chair,  with 
Talbot,  Burgundy,  and  the  English  forces. 
Then,  enter  on  the  Walts,  La  Pucelle, 
Charles,  Bastard,  Alenjon,  and  others. 
Puc.  Good  morrow,  gallants  !  want  ye  corn 
for  bread  ? 

I  think,  the  duke  of  Burgundy  will  fast, 

*  Confederates  iu  stratagems. 
t  /.  c  No  way  equal  to  that.        t  Haughly  power. 
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Before  he'll  buy  again  at  such  a  rate  : 
'Twas  full  of  darnel ;  Do  you  like  the  taste  ? 
Bur.  Scofl"  on,  vile  fiend,  and  shameless  cour- 
tezan ! 
I  trust,  ere  long,  to  choke  thee  with  thine  own, 
And  make  thee  curse  the  harvest  of  that  corn. 
Char.  Your  grace  may  starve,  perhaps,  be- 
fore that  time. 
Bed.  O  let  no  words,  but  deeds,  revenge  this 

treason  ! 
Puc.  What  will  you  do,  good  grey -beard? 
break  a  lance, 
And  run  a  tilt  at  death  within  a  chair  ? 

Tal.  Foul  fiend  of  France,    and  hag  of  all 
despite, 
Encompass'd  with  thy  lustful  paramours  ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  taunt  his  valiant  age, 
And  twit  witli  cowardice  a  man  half  dead  ? 
Damsel,  I'll  have  a  bout  with  you  again, 
Or  else  let  Talbot  perish  vvitJi  tliis  shame. 
Puc.  Are  you  so  hot.  Sir  ?— Yet,   Pucelle, 
hold  thy  peace  ; 
If  Talbot  do  but  thunder,  rain  will  follow. — 

[Talbot,  and  the  rest,  consult  together. 
God  speed  the  parliament !  who  shall   be  the 
speaker  ? 
Tal.  Dare  ye  come  forth,  and  meet  us  in  the 

field  ? 
Puc.  Belike,  your  lordship  takes  us  then  for 
fools, 
To  try  if  that  our  own  be  ours,  or  no. 

Tal.  I  speak  not  to  that  railing  Hecate, 
But  unto  thee,   Alengon,  and  the  rest ; 
Will  ye,  like  soldiers,  come  and  fight  it  out  ? 
Alen.  Signior,  no. 

Tal.     Signior,    hang!— base    muleteers   of 
France  ! 
Like  peasant  foot-boys  do  they  keep  the  walls, 
And  dare  not  take  up  arms  like  gentlemen. 
Puc.  Captains,  away  :  let's  get  us  from  the 
walls  ; 
For  Talbot  means  no  goodness,  by  his  looks. — 
God  be  wi'you,  my  lord  !  we  came,  Sir,  but  to 

tell  you 
That  we  are  here. 

\_Exeunt  La  Pucelle,  <^c  from  the  Walls. 

Tal.  And  there  will  we  be  too,  ere  it  be  long, 

Or  else  reproach  be  Talbot's  greatest  fame  ! — 

Vow,  Burgundy,  by  honour  of  thy  house, 

(Prick'd  on   by   public   wrongs,  sustain'd  in 

France,) 
Either  to  get  the  town  again,  or  die  : 
And  I, — as  sure  as  English  Henry  lives, 
And  as  his  father  here  was  conqueror ; 
As  sure  as  in  this  late  betrayed  town. 
Great  Coeur-de-lion's  heart  was  buried ; 
So  sure  I  swear,  to  get  the  town,  or  die. 
Bur.  My  vows  are  equal  partners  with  thy 

vows. 
Tal.  But,  ere  we  go,  regard  this  dying  prince, 
The  valiant  duke  of  Bedford; — Come,  my  lord, 
We  will  bestow  you  in  some  better  place. 
Fitter  for  sickness,  and  for  crazy  age. 

Bed.  Lord  Talbot,  do  not  so  dishonour  me  : 
Here  will  1  sit  before  the  wails  of  Roiten, 
And  will  be  partner  of  your  weal,  or  woe. 
Bur.  Courageous  Bedford,  let  us  now  per- 
suade you. 
Bed.  Not  to  be  gone  from  lience  ;  for  once 
I  read. 
That  stout  Pendragon,  in  his  litter,  sick. 
Came  to  the  field,  and  vanquished  his  foes  : 
Methinks,  1  should  revive  the  soldiers'  hearts, 
Because  I  ever  found  them  as  myself. 

Tal.  Undaunted  spirit  in  a  dying  breast ! — 
Then  be  it  so:— Heavens  keep  old  Bedford  safe ! 
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And  now  no  more  ado,  brave  Burgundy, 
But  gather  we  our  forces  out  of  hand, 
And  set  upon  our  boasting  enemy. 
[_Exeunt    Burgundy,    Talbot,  and    Forces, 
learing  Bedford,  and  others. 

Alarums;  Excursions.  Enter  Sir  John  Fas- 
TOLFE,  and  a  Captain. 
Caj).  Whither  away,  Sir  John  Fastolfe,   in 

such  haste  ? 
Fast.  Whither  away  ?    to  save  mvself  by 
flight ; 
We  are  like  to  have  the  overthrow  again. 
Cap.  What  !  will   vou  fly,  and   leave   lord 

Talbot  ? 
Fast.  Ay, 
All  the  Talbots  in  the  world  to  save  my  life. 

lExil. 

Cap.  Cowardly  knight !  ill  fortune  follow 

thee  !  [.Exit. 

Retreat :  Excursions.  Enter  from  the  Town, 
La  Pucelle,  Alencon,  Chalres,  &^c.  and 
E.veunt,  flying. 

Bed.  Now,  quiet  soul,  depart  when  heaven 
please  ; 

For  I  have  seen  our  enemies'  overthrow. 

What  is  the  trust  or  strength  of  foolish  man  ? 

They,  that  of  late  were  daring  with  their  scoffs, 

Are  glad  and  fain  by  flight  to  save  themselves. 
[Dies,  and  is  carried  off  in  his  Chair. 

Alarum :  £w/cr Talbot,  Burgundy,  andolhers. 

Tal.  Lost,  and  re'cover'd  in  a  day  again  ! 
This  is  a  double  honour,  Burgiuidy  : 
Yet,  heavens  have  glory  for  this  victory  ! 

Bur.  Warlike  and  martial  Talbot,  Burgundy 
Enshrines  thee  in  his  heart;  and  there  erects 
Thy  noble  deeds,  as  valour's  monument. 

Tal.  Thanks,  gentle   duke.     But  where  is 
Pucelle  now  ? 
I  think,  her  old  familiar  is  asleep  : 
Now    Where's    the     Bastard's    braves,     and 

Charles  his  gleeks  '/* 
What,  all   a-mort?t    Roiien  hangs  her    head 

for  grief, 
That  such  a  valiant  company  are  fled. 
Now  will  we  take  some  ordert  in  the  town, 
Placing  therein  some  expert  officers  ; 
And  then  depart  to  Paris,  to  the  king  ; 
For  there  young  Harry,  with  his  nobles,  lies. 

Bur.  What  wills  lord  Talbot,  pieascth  Bur- 
gundy. 

Tal.  But  yet,  before  we  go,  let's  not  forget 
The  noble  duke  of  Bedford,  late  deceas'd, 
But  see  his  exequies^^  fulfiU'd  in  Roiien  ; 
A  braver  soldier  never  couched  lance, 
A  gentler  heart  did  never  sway  in  court : 
But  kings  and  mightiest  potentates  must  die ; 
For  that's  t-he  end  of  human  misery.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  same.— The   Plains  near 

the   City. 
Enter  Charles,  the  Bastard,  Alexcon,  La 
Pucelle,  and  Forces. 
Puc.  Dismay  not,  princes,  at  this  accident. 
Nor  grieve  that  Roiien  is  so  recovered : 
Care  is  no  cure,  but  rather  corrosive. 
For  things  that  are  not  to  be  remedied. 
Let  frantic  Talbot  triumph  for  a  while. 
And  like  a  peacock  sweep  along  his  tail  ; 
We'll  pull  his  plumes,  and  take  away  his  train. 
If  Dauphin,  and  the  rest,  will  be  but  rul'd. 
*  Scoff*.  t  Ciuite  dispirited- 

t  Make  some  npcessary  <lisposilion«.    ^  Funeral  rites' 


Scene  IV.] 

Char.  We  have  been  guided  by  thee  hitherto, 
And  of"  thy  cunning  had  no  diftidencc  ; 
One  sudden  foil  shall  never  breed  distrust. 

Bast.  Search  out  thy  wit  for  secret  policies, 
And  we  will  make  thee  famous  through   the 
world. 
Alen.  We'll  setthy  statute  in  some  holy  place, 
And  have  thee  reverenc'd  like  a  blessed  saint ; 
Employ  thee  then,  sweet  virgin,  for  our  good. 
Puc.  Then  thus  it  must  be  ;  this  doth  Joan 
devise  : 
By  fair  persuasions,  mix'd  withsugai'd  words. 
We  will  entice  the  duke  of  Burgxuidy 
To  leave  the  Talbot,  and  to  follow  us. 

Char.  Ay,  marry,  sweeting,  if  we  could  do 
that, 
France  were  no  place  for  Henry's  warriors  ; 
Nor  should  that  nation  boast  it  so  with  us. 
But  be  extirped*  from  our  provinces. 

Alen.  Forevershould  they  beexpuls'dt  from 
France, 
And  not  have  title  to  an  earldom  here. 

Puc.  Your  honours  shall  perceive  how  I  will 
work. 
To  bring  this  matter  to  the  wished  end. 

\^Dru7ns  heard. 
Hark  !  by  the  sound  of  drum,  you  may  perceive 
Their  powers  are  marching  unto  Paris-ward. 

An  English  March.     Enter,  and  pass  over  at  a 

distance,  Talbot  and  his  Forces. 
There  goes  the  Talbot,  with  his  colours  spread; 
And  all  the  troops  of  English  after  him. 

A  French  March.  Enter  the  rfitieo/ Burgundy 

and  Forces. 
Now,  in  the  rearward,  comes  the  duke,  and 

his ; 
Fortune,  in  favour,  make  him  lag  behind. 
Summon  a  parley,  we  will  talk  with  him. 

\_A  Parlei/  sounded. 
Char.  A  parley  with  the  duke  of  Burgundy. 
Bur.  Who  craves  a  parley  with  the  Bur- 
gundy ? 
Puc.  The  princely  Charles  of  France,   thy 

countryman. 
Bur.  What  say'st  thou,  Charles  1  for  1  am 

marching  hence. 
Char.    Speak,  Pucelle ;   and  enchant  him 

with  thy  words. 
Puc.  Brave  Burgundy,  undoubted  hope  of 
France ! 
Stay,  let  thy  humble  handmaid  speak  to  thee. 
Bur.  Speak  on  ;  but  be  not  over-tedious. 
Puc.  Look  on  thy   country,  look  on  fertile 
France, 
And  see  the  cities  and  the  towns  defac'd 
By  wasting  ruin  of  the  cruel  foe  ! 
As  looks  the  mother  on  her  lowly  babe. 
When  death  doth  close  his  tender  dying  eyes. 
See,  see,  the  pining  malady  of  France  ; 
Behold  the  wounds,  the  most  unnatural  wounds, 
Which  thou  thyself  hast  given  her  woful  breast! 
O,  turn  thy  edged  sword  another  way ;    [help  ! 
Strike  those  that  hurt,  and  hu.it  not  those  that 
t)nc  drop  of  blood,  drawn  from  thy  country's 
bosom,  [gore; 

Should  grieve  thee  more  than  streams  of  foreign 
Return  thee,  therefore,  with  a  flood  of  tears, 
And  wash  away  thy  country's  stained  spots  ! 
Bur.    Either  she   hath  bewitch'd  me  with 
her  words, 
Or  nature  makes  me  suddenly  relent. 

Puc.  Besides,  all  Fiench  and  France  ex- 
claims on  thee. 
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Doubting  thy  birth  and  lawful  progeny,  [tion. 
Who  join'st  thou  with,    but  with  a  lordly  na- 
That  will  not  trust  thee,  but  for  profit's  sake  1 
When  Talbot  iiath  set  footing  once  in  France, 
And  fashion'd  thee  that  instrument  of  ill, 
Who  then,  but  English  Henry,  will  be  lord, 
And  thou  be  thrust  out,  like  a  fugitive? 
Call  we  to  mind, — and  mark    but  this,    for 

proof ; — 
Was  not  the  Duke  of  Orleans  thy  foe  ? 
And  was  he  not  in  England  prisoner  ? 
But,  when  they  heard  he  was  thine  enemy. 
They  set  him  free,  without  his  ransom  paid. 
In  spite  of  Burgundy,  and  all  his  friends. 
See  then  !  thoufight'stagainstthy  counti-ymen. 
And  join'st  with  them  will  be  thy  slaughter- 
men, [lord; 
Come,  come,  return  ;  return,  thou  wand'ring 
Charles,  and  the  rest,  will  take  thee  in  their 

arms. 
Bur.  lam  vanquish'd;  these  haughty*  words 

of  hers 
Have  batter'd  me  like  roaring  cannon  shot, 
And  made  me  almost  yield  upon  my  knees. — 
Forgive  me,  country,  and  sweet  countrymen  I 
And,  lords,  accept  this  hearty  kind  embrace : 
My  forces  and  my  power  of  men  are  yours  ; — 
So,  farewell,  Talbot ;  I'll  no  longer  trust  thee. 
Puc.  Done  like  a  Frenchman,  turn,  and  turn 

again  ! 
Char.  Welcome,  brave  duke  !  thy  friendship 

makes  us  fresh. 
Bast.  And  doth  beget  new  courage  in  our 

breasts. 
Aleii.  Pucelle  hath  bravely  played  her  part 

in  this. 
And  doth  deserve  a  coronet  of  gold. 

Char.  Now  let  us  on,  my  lords,  and  join  pur 

powers  ; 
And  seek  liow  we  may  prejudice  the  foe. 

\_Exeunt. 


SCENE  JV.— Paris.— A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  King  11et!>kv  ,  GhosTER,a7id  other  Lords, 
Vernon,  Basset,  S^c.  To  them  Talbot, 
and  some  of  his  Officers. 

Tal.  My  gracious  prince, — and  honovtrablc 
peers, — 
Hearing  of  your  arrival  in  this  realm, 
I  have  a  while  given  truce  unto  my  wars, 
To  do  my  duty  to  my  sovereign  : 
In  sign  whereof,  this  arm — that  hath  reclaim'd 
To  your  obedience  fifty  fortresses,  [strength, 
Twelve   cities,    and   seven    walled    towns  of 
Beside  five  hundred  prisoners  of  esteem, — 
Lets  fall  his  sword  before  your  highness'  feet; 
And,  with  submissive  loyalty  of  heart. 
Ascribes  the  glory  of  his  conquest  got, 
First  to  my  God,  aird  next  unto  your  grace. 

K.  Hen.  Is  this  the  lord  Talbot,  uncle  Glos- 
ter. 
That  hath  so  long  been  resident  in  France  ? 

Glo.  Yes,  if  it  please  your  majesty,  ray  liege. 

K.  Hen.  ^Velcome,  brave  captain,  and  vic- 
torious lord ! 
When  I  was  young,  (as  yet  I  am  not  old,) 
1  do  remember  how  my  father  said, 
A  stouter  champion  never  handled  sword. 
Long  since  we  were  resolvedt  of  yoin-  truth, 
Your  faithful  service,  and  your  toil  in  war ; 
Yet  never  have  3'ou  tasted  our  reward. 
Or  been  reguerdonj:  with  so  much  as  thanks, 
Because  till  now  we  never  saw  your  face : 


Rooted  cut 
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Therefore,  stand  up ;  and,  for  these  good  de- 
serts, 
We  here  create  you  earl  of  Shrewsbury ; 
And  in  our  coronatiou  take  your  place. 

{_Exeu7it  King  Henry,  Gloster,  Talbot, 
and  Nobles. 
Ver.  Now,  Sir,  to  you,  that  were  so  hot  at 
Disgracing  of  these  colours,  that  I  wear  [sea. 
In  honour  of  my  noble  lord  of  York, — 
Dar'st  thou  maintain  the   former  words  thou 
spak'st  ? 
Bai.  Yes,  Sir;  as  well  as  you  dare  patronage 
The  envious  barking  of  your  saucy  tongue 
Against  my  lord  the  duke  of  Somerset. 
Ver.  Sirrah,  thy  lord  I  honour  as  he  is. 
Bas.  Why,  what  is  he  /  as  good  a  man  as 

York. 
Ver.  Hark  ye  ;  not  so  :  in  witness,  take  ye 
that.  \_iitrikes  him. 

Bas.  Villain,  thou  know'st,  the  law  of  arms 
is  such, 
That,  who  so  draws  a  sword,  'tis  present  death; 
Or  else  this  blow  should   broach  thy  dearest 
But  I'll  unto  his  majesty,  and  crave,       [blood. 
I  may  have  liberty  to  'venge  this  wrong  ; 
When  thou  shalt  see,  I'll  meet  thee  to  thj-  cost. 
Ver.  Well,  miscreant,  I'll  be  there  as  soon 
as  you ; 
And,  after,  meet  you  sooner  than  you  would. 

^Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I.—The  same.— A  Room  of  State. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Gi.oster,  Exeter,  York, 
Suffolk,  Somerset,  Winchester,    War- 
wick, Talbot,  the  Govrenor  of  Paris,  and 
others. 
Glo.  Lord  bishop,  set  the  crown   upon  his 

head. 
Win.  God  save  king  Henry,  of  that  name 

the  sixth! 
Glo.  Now,  governor  of  Paris,  takeyour  oath, 
[Governor  kneels. 
That  you  elect  no  other  king  but  him : 
Esteem  none  friends,  but  such  as  are  his  friends; 
And  none  ofyourfoes,but  such  as  shall  pretend* 
Malicious  practices  against  his  state  : 
This  shall  ye  do,  so  help  you  righteous  God  ! 
[_Excunt  Gov.  and  his  Train. 

Enter  Sir  John  Fastolfe. 

Fast.  My  gracious  sovereign,  as  I  rode  from 
To  haste  unto  your  coronation,  [Calais, 

A  letter  was  deliver'd  to  my  hands. 
Writ  to  your  grace  from  the  duke  of  Burgundy . 

Tal.  Shame  to  the  duke  of  Burgundy,   and 
thee !  [next, 

t  vow'd,   base  knight,  when  I  did  meet  thee 
To  tear  the  garter  from  thy  cravcn'stt  leg, 

[^Plucking  it  off. 
(Which  I  have  done)  because  unworthily 
Thou  wast  installed  in  that  high  degree. — 
Pardon  me,  princely  Henrj',  and  the  rest: 
This  dastard,  at  the  battle  of  Patay, 
When  but  in  all  I  was  six  thousand  strong, 
And  that  the  French  were  almost  ten  to  one, — 
Before  we  met,  or  that  a  stroke  was  given. 
Like  to  a  trusty  squire,  did  run  away  ; 
In  which  assault  we  lost  twelve  hundred  men  ; 
Myself,  and  divers  gentlemen  beside. 
Were  tlicre  surpris'd,  and  taken  prisoners. 
Then  judge,  great  lords,  if  1  have  done  amiss  ; 
Or  whether  that  such  cowards  ought  to  wear 
Tliis  ornament  of  knighthood,  yea,  or  no. 

■  Dejijn.  t  Mean,  dastarflv. 


Glo.  To  say  the  truth,  this  fact  was  infamous. 
And  ill  beseeming  any  common  man  ; 
Much  more  a  knight,  a  captain,  and  a  leader. 
Tal.  When  first  this  order  was  ordain'd,  my 
lords. 
Knights  of  the  garter  were  of  noble  birth  ; 
Valiant,  and  virtuous,  full  ofhaughty*  courage, 
Such  as  were  grown  to  credit  by  the  wars ; 
Not  fearing  death,  nor  shrinking  for  distress, 
But  always  resolute  in  most  extremes.! 
He  then,  that  is  not  furnisli'd  in  this  sort, 
Doth  but  usurp  the  sacred  name  of  knight. 
Profaning  this  most  honourable  order ; 
And  should  (if  I  were  worthy  to  be  judge,) 
Be  quite  degraded,  like  a  hedge-born  swain 
That  doth  presume  to  boast  of  gentle  blood. 
K.  Hen.  Stain  to  thy    countrymen !    thou 
hear'st  thy  doom : 
Be  packing  therefore,  thou  that  wast  a  knight ; 
Hencetbrth  we  banish  thee,  on  pain  of  death. — 
[^Exit  Fastolfe. 
And  now,  my  lord  protector,  view  the  letter 
Sent  from  our  uncle  duke  of  Burgundy. 

Glo.  What  means   his  grace,  that  he   hath 
chang'd  his  style  ? 

[  Viewing  the  superscription. 
No  more  but,  plain  and  bluntly, —  To  the  king? 
Hath  he  forgot,  he  is  his  sovereign  ? 
Or  doth  this  churlish  superscription 
Pretend^  some  alteration  in  good  will  ? 
What's  here  .' — I  have,  upon  especial  cause, — 

[Reads. 
Mov^d  with  compassion  of  my  country' swreck. 
Together  with  the  pitiful  complaints 
Of  such  as  your  oppression  feeds  upon, — 
Forsaken  your  pernicious  faction,    {^France. 
And  join' d  with  Charles,  the  rightful  king  of 

0  monstrous  treachery  !  Can  this  be  so  ; 
That  in  aliance,  amity,  and  oaths,         [guile? 
There  should  be  found  such  false  dissembling 

K.  Hen.  What !  doth  my  uncle  Burgundy 

revolt  ? 
Glo.    He  doth,  my  lord ;  and  is   become 

your  foe. 
K.  Hen.  Is  that  the  worst,  this  letter  doth 

contain  ? 
Glo.  It  is  the  worst,  and   all,  my  lord,    he 

writes. 
K.  Hen.  Why  then,  lord  Talbot  there  shall 

talk  with  him. 
And  give  him  chastisement  for  this  abuse : — 
My  lord,  how  say  you?  are  not  you  content? 
Tal.  Content,  my  liege  ?  Yes ;  but  that  I  am 

prevented, §  [ploy'd. 

1  should  have  begg'd  I  might  have  been  em* 
K.  Hen.  Then  gather  strength,  and  march 

unto  him  straight :  [son  ; 

Let  him  perceive,  how  ill  we  brook  his  trea- 
And  what  ofience  it  is,  to  flout  his  friends. 

Tal.  I  go,  my  lord  ;  in  heart  desiring  still, 
You  may  behold  confusion  of  your  foes  [£xTf. 

Enter  Vernon  and  Basset. 

Ver.  Grant  me  the  combat,  gracious  sove- 
reigfn  ! 

Bas.  And  me,  my  lord,  grant  me  the  com- 
bat too ! 

York.  This  i^my  servant ;  Hear  him,  noble 
prince  ! 

Som.  And  this  is  mine;  SweetHenry,  favour 
him! 

K.  Hen.  Be  patient,  lords  ;  anu  give  them 
leave  to  speak- — 
Say ,  gentlemen.  What  makes  you  thus  exclaim . 
•^  High.  t  -'.  f.  In  greatest  exlremitie?. 

t  Design.  '^  Auticipat^rt, 
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And  wherefore  crave  you    combat  ?  or  with 
whom  ? 
Ver.  With  him,  my  lord;  for  he  hath  done 

me  wrong. 
Bas.  And  I  with  him  ;  for  he  hath  done  me 


A'. 


rong. 


Hen.  What  is  that  wrong  whereof  you 
both  complain  ? 
First  let  me  know,  and  then  I'll  answer  you. 
Bas.  Crossing   the  sea  from  England  into 
France, 
This  fellow  here,  with  envious  carping  tongue, 
Upbraided  me  about  the  rose  I  wear  ; 
Saying — the  sanguine  colour  of  the  leaves 
Did  represent  my  master's  blushing  cheeks, 
When  stubbornly  he  did  repugn*  the  truth. 
About  a  certain  question  in  the  law, 
Argu'd  betwixt  the  duke  of  York  and  him  ; 
With  other  vile  and  ignominious  terms  : 
In  confutation  of  which  rude  reproach, 
And  in  defence  of  my  lord's  worthiness, 
I  crave  the  benefit  of  law  of  arms. 

Ver.  And  that  is  my  petition,  noble  lord  : 
For  though  he  seem,  with  forged  quaint  con- 
To  set  a  gloss  upon  his  bold  intent,  [ceit. 
Yet  know,  my  lord,  I  was  provok'd  by  him  ; 
And  he  first  took  exceptions  at  this  badge. 
Pronouncing — that  the  paleness  of  this  flower 
Bewray'dt  the  faintness  of  my  master's  heart. 
York.  Will  not  this  malice,  Somerset,  be  left? 
Som.  Your  private  grudge,  my  lord  of  York, 
will  out, 
Though  ne'er  so  cunningly  you  smother  it. 
K.  Hen.  Good  lord  !  what  madness  rules  lii 
brain-sick  men ; 
When,  for  so  slight  and  frivolous  a  cause. 
Such  factious  emulations  shall  arise  ! — 
Good  cousins  both  of  York  and  Somerset, 
Quiet  yourselves,  I  pray,  and  be  at  peace. 
York.  Let  this  dissention  first  be  tried  by 
fight. 
And  then   your  highness  shall    command   a 
peace. 
Som.    The    quarrel    toucheth    none  but  us 
alone ; 
Betwixt  ourselves  let  us  decide  it  then. 

York.  There  is  my  pledge ;  accept  it,    So- 
merset. 
Ver.  Nay,  let  it  rest  where  it  began  at  first. 
Bas.  Confirm  it  so,  mine  honourable  lord. 
Glo.  Confirm  it  so  ?  Confounded  be  your 
strife .' 
And  perish  ye,  with  your  audacious  prate  ! 
Presumptuous  vassals !  are  you  not  asham'd. 
With  this  immodest  clamorous  outr -ge 
To  trouble  and  disturb  the  king  and  us  ? 
And  you,    my  lords, — methinks,   you   do  not 
To  bear  with  their  perverse  abjections;  [well, 
Much  less,  to  take  occasion  from  their  mouths 
To  raise  a  mutiny  betwixt  yourselves  ; 
Let  me  persuade  you  take  a  better  course. 
Eze.    It  grieves   his  highness  ; — Good  my 

lords:  be  friends. 
K.  Hen.  Come   hither,  you  that  would  be 
combatants :  [favour, 

Henceforth,  I  charge  you,  as  you  love   our 
Quite  to  forget  this  quarrel,  and  the  cause. — 
And  you,  my  lords, — remember  where  we  are; 
In  France,  amongst  a  fickle  wavering  nation : 
If  they  perceive  dissention  in  our  looks. 
And  that  within  ourselves  we  disagree, 
Howwilltheir  grudging  stomachs  be  provok'd 
To  wilful  disobedience,  and  rebel  ? 
Beside,  What  infamy  will  there  arise. 
When  foreign  princes  shall  be  certified, 
*  ReEist.  f  Betrnvcil. 

^  or,.  JJ. 


That,  for  a  toy,  a  thing  of  no  regard, 
King  Henry's  peers,  and  chief  nobility. 
Destroy 'd  themselves,  and  lost  the  reahn  of 
France  ? 

0  think  upon  the  conquest  of  my  father, 
My  tender  years  ;  and  let  us  not  forego 
Tliat  for  a  trifle,  that  was  bought  with  blood  ! 
Let  me  be  umpire  in  this  doubtful  strife. 

1  see  no  reason,  if  1  wear  this  rose, 
[^Putting  on  n  red  Rose. 

That  any  one  should  therefore  be  suspicious 
I  more  incline  to  Somerset,  than  York  : 
Both  are  my  kinsmen,  and  I  love  them  both: 
As  well  they  may  upbraid  me  with  my  crown, 
Because,  forsooth,  the  kingof  Scots  is  crown'd. 
But  your  discretions  better  can  persuade, 
Than  I  am  able  to  instruct  or  teach : 
And  tiierefore,  as  we  hither  came  in  peace. 
So  let  us  still  continue  peace  and  iove.-^— 
Cousin  of  York,  we  instijute  your  grace 
To  be  our  regent  in  these  parts  of  France  : — 
And  good  my  lord  of  Somerset,  unite 
Your  troops  of  horsemen   with  his    bands  of 

foot ;—  [tors, 

And,  like  true  subjects,  sons  of  your  progeni- 
Go  cheerfully  together,  and  digest 
Your  angry  choler  on  your  enemies. 
Ourself,  my  lord  protector,  and  the  rest 
After  some  respite,  will  return  to  Calais  ; 
From  thence  to  England ;  where  I  hope  ere 
To  be  presented,  by  your  victories,         [long 
With  Charles,  Aleiigon,  and   that   traitorous 

rout. 
IFlourish.    Exeunt  King  Henry,  Glo.  Som. 
Win.   Suf.  and  Basskt. 
War.  My  lord  of  York,  I  promise  you,  the 

king 
Prettily,  methought,  did  play  the  orator. 

York.  And  so  he  did ;  but  yet  I  like  it  not, 
In  that  he  wears  the  badge  of  Somerset. 

War.  Tush  !  that  was  but  his  fancy,   blame 

liim  not;  [harm. 

I  dare  presume,  sweet  prince,  he  thoiigiit  no 

York.    And,  if    I  wist,  he  did, — But  let  it 

rest ; 
Other  afl'airs  must  now  be  managed. 

{_Exeunt  York,  Warwick,  fnirf  Vernon. 
Exe.  Well  didst  thou,  Richard,  to  suppress 

thy  voice  ; 
For,  had  the  passions  of  thy  heart  burst  out, 
I  fear  we  should  have  seen  decipher'd  there 
More    rancorous   spite,    more   furious   raging 
Than  yet  can  be  imagiu'd  or  suppos'd.  [broils. 
But  howsoe'er,  no  simple  man  that  sees 
This  jarring  discord  of  nobility, 
This  should'ring  of  each  other  in  the  court, 
This  factious  bandying  of  their  favourites. 
But  that  it  doth  presage  some  ill  event. 
'Tis   much,*  when  sceptres  are  in  children's 

hands  ;  [sion  ; 

But  more,  when  envyt   breeds  unkindj;   divi- 
There  comes  the  ruin,  there  begins  confusion. 

lExit. 

SCENE  II.— France.— Before  Bourdeaux. 

Enter  Talbot,  with  his  Forces. 
Tal.  Go  to  the  gates  of  Bourdeaux,  trum- 
peter, 
Summon  their  general  imto  the  wall. 
Trumpet  sounds  a  Parley.  Enter,  on  the  Walls, 
the  General  of  the  French  Forces,  and  others. 
English  John  Talbot,  captains,  calls  you  forth. 
Servant  in  arms  to  Harry  king  of  England  ; 
And  thus  he  would, — Open  your  city  gates, 

'■  'Tis  strange,   or  wonderful 

t  Enmitv'.  t  Un-natural. 
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Be  humble  to  u» ;  call  my  sovereig^n  yours, 
And  do  him  homage  as  obedient  subjects, 
And  I'll  withdraw  me  and  my  bloody  power  : 
But,  if  you  frown  upon  this  proff^r'd  peace. 
You  tempt  the  fury  of  my  three  attendants. 
Lean  famine,  quartering  steel,  and  climbing 

fire  ; 
Who,  in  a  moment,  even  with  the  earth 
Shall  lay  your  stately  and  air-braving  towers. 
If  you  forsake  the  offer  of  their  love. 

Gen.  Thou  ominous  and  fearful  owl  of  deatlj, 
Our  nation's  terror,  and  their  bloody  scourge  ! 
The  period  of  thy  tyranny  approacheth. 
On  us  thou  canst  not  enter,  but  by  death : 
For,  I  protest,  we  are  well  fortified. 
And  strong  enough  to  issue  out  and  fight : 
If  thou  retire,  the  Dauphin,  well  appointed. 
Stands  with  the  snares  of  war  to  tangle  thee  : 
On   either   hand  thee    there    are    squadrons 

pitcb'd, 
To  wall  thee  from  the  liberty  of  flight ; 
.\nd  no  way  canst  thou  turn  thee  for  redress, 
But  death  doth  front  thee  with  apparent  spoil, 
And  pale  destruction  meets  thee  in  the  face. 
Ten  thousand  French  have  ta'eu  the   sacra- 
To  rive  their  dangerous  artillery  [ment, 

Upon  no  Christian  soul  but  English  Talbot. 
Lo  !  there  thou  stand'sl,  a  breathing  valiant 
Of  an  invincible  unconqucr'd  spirit:        [man. 
This  is  the  latest  glory  of  thy  praise. 
That  1,  thy  enemy,  due*  thee  withal ; 
For  ere  the  glass,  that  now  begins  to  run. 
Finish  the  process  of  his  sandy  hour. 
These  eyes,  that  see  thee  now  well  coloured. 
Shall  see  thee  wither'd,  bloody,  pale,  and  dead. 
[jDrwjft  afar  off. 
Hark  !  hark !  the  Dauphin's  drum,  a  waraing 
Sings  heavy  music  to  thy  timorous  soul ;  [bell, 
And  mine  shall  ring  thy  dire  departure  out. 

l^E.veunt  General,  S^c.from  the  Walls. 
Tal.  He  fables  not,  I  hear  the  enemy ; — 
Out,  some  light  horsemen,  and  peruse  their 

wings. — 
0,  negligent  and  heedless  discipline  ! 
How  are  we  park'd,  and  bounded  in  a  pale ; 
A  little  herd  of  England's  timorous  deer, 
Maz'd  with  a  yelping  kennel  of  French  curs  ! 
If  we  be  English  deer,  be  then  in  blood  :t 
Not  rascal-like,t  to  fall  down  with  a  pinch  ; 
But  rather  moody-mad,  and  desperate  stags, 
Turn  on  the  bloody  hounds  with  heads  of  steel, 
And  make  the  cowards  stand  aloof  at  bay  : 
Sell  every  man  his  life  as  dear  as  mine, 
And   they   shall  find   dear  deer    of   us,    my 

friends. — 
God,   and  Saint  George !    Talbot,   and  Eng- 
land's right ! 
Prosper  onr  colours  in  this  dangerous  fight ! 

[^Exeunt. 


York.  A  plague  upon  that  villain  Somerset, 
That  thus  delays  my  promised  supply 
Of  horsemen,  that  were  levied  for  this  siege 
Renowned  Talbot  doth  expect  my  aid  ; 
And  I  am  lowted*  by  a  traitor  villain, 
And  cannot  help  the  noble  chevalier  : 
God  comfort  him  in  this  necessity  ! 
If  he  miscarry,  farewell  wars  in  France. 
Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 
Lucy.  Thou  princely  leader  of  our  English 
strength, 
Never  so  needful  on  the  earth  of  France, 
Spur  to  the  rescue  of  the  noble  Talbot ; 
Who  now  is  girdled  with  a  waist  of  iron, 
And  hemm'd  about  with  grim  destruction : 
To  Bourdeaux,  warlike  duke !  to  Bourdeaux, 

York ! 
Else,  farewell  Talbot,  France,  and  England's 
honour. 
York.  O  God  I  that  Somerset — who  in  proud 
heart 
Doth  stop  my  cornets — were  in  Talbot's  place  ' 
So  should  we  save  a  valiant  gentleman, 
By  forfeiting  a  traitor  and  a  coward. 
Mad  ire,  and  wrathful  fury,  makes  me  weep. 
That  thus  we  die,  while  remiss  traitors  sleep. 
Lucy.  O,  send  some  succour  to  the  distress'd 

lord! 
York.  He  dies,  we  lose  ;  I  break  my  warlike 
word : 
We  mourn,  France  smiles ;  we  lose,  they  daily 
All  'long  of  this  vile  traitor  Somerset.      [get; 
Lucy.  Then,  God  take  mercy  on  brave  Tal- 
bot's soul !  [since. 
And  on  his  son,  young  John  ;  whom  two  hours 
I  met  in  travel  toward  his  warlike  father  ! 
This  seven  years  did  not  Talbot  see  his  son  ; 
And  now  they  meeet  where  both  their  lives  are 
done.t 
York.  Alas!  what  joy    shall   noble  Tedbot 
have. 
To  bid  his  young  son  welcome  to  his  grave  ? 
Away  !  vexation  almost  stops  my  breath. 
That  sunder'd  friends  greet  in  the   hour  of 

death. — 
Lucy,  farewell :  no  more  mj"^  fortune  can, 
But  curse  the  cause  I  cannot  aid  the  man. — 
Maine,  Blois,  Poictiers,  and  Tours,  are  won 

away, 
'Long  all  of  Somerset,  and  his  delay.      [^Exit. 

Lucy.  Thus,  while  the  vulturet  of  sedition 
Feeds  in  the  bosom  of  such  great  commanders, 
Sleeping  neglection  doth  betray  to  loss 
The  conquest  of  our  scarce-cold  conqueror. 
That  ever-living  man  of  memory, 
Henry  the  fifth: — Whiles  they  each  other  cross, 
Lives,  honours,  lands,  and  all,  huri-y  to  loss. 

iExit. 


SCENE  111. — Plains  in  Gascony. 
EiiierYoRK,  ivithForces;  tohim  a  Messenger 
York.  Are  not  the   speedy  scouts  return'd 
again. 
That  dogg'd  the  mighty  army  of  the  Dauphin  ? 
Mess.  They  are  return'd,  my  lord  ;  and  give 
it  out,  [power. 

That  he  is   march'd   to  Bourdeaux  with  his 
To  fight  with  Talbot :  As  he  march'd  along. 
By  your  espials^  were  discovered 
Two  mightier  troops  than  that  the  Dauphin  led ; 
Which  join'd  with  him,  and  made  their  march 
for  Bourdeaux. 

'  Endue,  honour.  t  In  high  spirit". 

t  A  rs»c»l  fleer  is  the  term  "Ffhu^e  lor  lean  poBrri'Pr 

6  Sri«». 


SCENE  IF.— Other  Plains  of  Gascony. 

Enter  Somerset,  with  his  Forces ;  an  Officer 

o/Talbot's  icithhim. 

Som.  It  is  too  late  ;  1  cannot  send  them  now  : 
This  expedition  was  by  York,  and  Talbot, 
Too  rashly  plotted ;  all  our  general  force 
Might  with  a  sally  of  the  very  town 
Be  buckled  with :  the  over-daring  Talbot 
Hath  sullied  all  his  gloss  of  former  honour, 
By  this  unheedful,  desperate,  wild  adventure  : 
York  set  him  on  to  fight,  and  die  in  shame, 
That,  Talbot  dead,  great  York  might  bear  the 
name. 
Offi.  Heicis  Sir  William  Lucy, who  with  me 
Set  from  our  o'er-match'd  forces  forth  for  aid. 

Vanquished.  baOcrt  f  Eipended,  consumed. 

I  Alluding  to  (he  talc  ot  Pronjethcns. 
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Enter  Sir  William  Lucy. 
Som.  How  now,  Sir  William  ?  whither  were 

you  sent  ? 
Lucy.  Whither  my  lord  ?  from  bought  and 
sold  lord  Talbot  ;* 
Who,  ring'd  aboutt  with  bold  adversity, 
Cries  out  for  noble  York  and  Somerset, 
To  beat  assailing  death  from  his  weak  legions. 
And  whiles  the  honourable  captain  there 
Drops   bloody   sweat   from    his    war-weaiied 

limbs. 
And,  in  advantage  ling'ring,  looks  for  rescue. 
You,  his  false  hopes,  the  trust  of  England's 

honour 
Keep  off  aloof  with  worthless  emidation. 
Let  not  your  private  discord  keep  awaj 
The  levied  succours  that  should  lend  him  aid, 
While  he,  renown'd  noble  gentleman. 
Yields  up  his  life  unto  a  world  of  odds : 
Orleans  the  Bastard,  Charles,  and  Burgundy, 
Alengon,  Reignier,  compass  him  about. 
And  Talbot  perisheth  by  your  default. 

Som.  York  set  him  on,  York  should  have 

sent  him  aid. 
Lucy.  And  York  as  fast  upon  your  grace 
exclaims ; 
Swearing  that  you  withhold  his  levied  host, 
Collected  for  this  expedition. 

Som.  York  lies ;  he  might  have  sent  and  had 
the  horse : 
I  owe  him  little  duty,  and  less  love ;  [ing- 

And  take  foul  scorn,  to  fawn  on  him  by  send- 
Lucy.  The  fraud  of  England,  not  the  force 
of  France, 
Hath  now  entrapp'd  the  noble-minded  Talbot : 
JJever  to  England  shall  he  bear  his  life ; 
But  dies,  betrayed  to  fortune  by  your  strife. 
Som.  Come,  go ;   I  will  despatch  the  horse- 
men straight : 
Within  six  hours  tliey  will  be  at  his  aid. 

Lucy.  Too  late  comes  rescue :  he  is  ta'en,  or 

slain : 

For  fly  he  could  not,  if  he  would  have  fled ; 

And  fly  would  Talbot  never,  though  he  might. 

So7n.  If  he  be  dead,  brave  Talbot  thenjadieu  ! 

Lucy.  His  fame  lives  in  the  world,  his  shame 

in  you.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  v.— The  English   Camp,  near  Bour- 

deaux. 

Enter  Talbot  and  John  his  Son. 

Tal.  O  young  John  Talbot !  I  did  send  for 
To  tutor  thee  in  stratagems  of  war ;  [thee. 

That  Talbot's  name  might  be  in  tliee  reviv'd. 
When  sapless  age,  and  weak  unable  limbs. 
Should  bring  thy  father  to  his  drooping  chair. 
But, — 0  malignant  and  ill-boding  stars  ! — 
Now  thou  art  come  unto  a  feast  of  death,t 
A  terrible  and  unavoided§  danger  :       [horse  ; 
Therefore,  dear  boy,  mount  on  my   swiftest 
And  I'll  direct  thee  how  thou  shalt  escape 
By  sudden  flight :  come,  dally  not,  be  gone. 

John.  Is  my  name  Talbot?   and  am  I  your 
son  ? 
And  shall  I  fly  ?  0,  if  you  love  my  mother, 
Dishonour  not  her  honourable  name. 
To  make  a  bastard  and  a  slave  of  me : 
The  woild  will  say — He  is  not  Teilbot's  blood, 
-That  basely  fled,  when  noble  Talbot  stood. 

Tal.  Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  if  I  be  slain. 

John.   He,  that  flies  so,   will  ne'er   return 
again. 

*  /.  e.  From  one   utterly  ruined  by  the  treacherous 
practices  of  others.  t  Encircled. 

t  To  a  field  where  death  will  be  feasted  wi'Ii  slanghtpr. 
§  For  unaToi'lable. 


Tal.  If  we  both  stay,  we  both  are  sure  to  die. 
John.  Then  let  me  .stay ;  and,  father,  do  you 
fly: 
Your  loss  is  great,  so  your  regard*  should  be  ; 
My  worth  unknown,  no  loss  is  known  in  me. 
Upon  my  death  the  French  can  little  boast; 
In  yours  they  will,  in  you  all  hopes  are  lost. 
Flight  cannot  stain  the  honour  you  have  won ; 
But  mine  it  will,  that  no  exploit  have  done  : 
You  fled  for  vantage  every  one  will  swear ; 
But,  if  I  bow,  they'll  say — it  was  for  fear. 
There  is  no  hope  that  ever  I  will  stay. 
If,  the  first  hour,  I  shrink,  and  run  away. 
Here,  on  my  knee,  I  beg  mortality. 
Rather  than  life  preserv'd  with  infamy. 

Tal.  Shall  all  thy  mother's  hopes  lie  in  one 

tomb  ? 
John.  Ay,iaUierthan  I'll  shame  my  mother's 

womb. 
Tal.  Upon  my  blessing  I  command  thee  go. 
John.  To  fight  I  will,  but  not  to  fly  the  foe. 
Tal.  Part  of  thy  father  may  be  sav'd  in  thee, 
John.  No  part  of  him,  but  will  be  shame  in 

me. 
Tal.  Thou  never  hadst  renown,  nor  canst 

not  lose  it. 
John.  Yes,    your  renowned    name;     Shall 

flight  abuse  it  ? 
Tal.  Thy  father's  charge  shall  clear  thee 

from  that  stain. 
John.  You   cannot  witness    for   me,   being 
slain. 
If  death  be  so  apparent,  then  both  fly. 

Tal.  And  leave  my  followers  here,  to  fight, 
and  die  ? 
My  age  was  never  tainted  with  such  shame. 
John.  And  shall  my  youth  be  guilty  of  such 
blame  ? 
No  more  can  I  be  sever'd  from  yom-  side. 
Than  can  yourself  yourself  in  twain  divide  : 
Stay,  go,  do  what  you  will,  tlie  like  do  I ; 
For  live  I  will  not,  if  my  father  die. 

Tal.  Then  here  I  take  my  leave  of  thee,  fair 

Born  to  eclipse  thy  life  this  afternoon,      [son. 

Come,  side  by  side  together  live  and  die  ; 

And   soul  with   soul  from  France  to  heaven 

fly.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL—A  Field  of  Batik. 

Alarum :  Excursions,  wherein  Talbot's  Son  is 
hemmed  about,  and  Talbot  rescues  him. 

Tal.  Saint  George  and  victory !  fight,  sol- 
diers, fight: 
The  regent  hath  with  Talbot  broke  his  word, 
And  left  us  to  the  rage  of  France  his  sword. 
Where  is  John  Talbot  ? — pause,  and  take  thy 

breath ; 
I  gave  thee  life,  and  rescu'd  thee  from  death. 
John.  O  twice  my  father !  twice  am  I  thy 
son :  [done ; 

The  life,  thou  gav'st   me  first,  was  lost  and 
Till  with  thy  warlike  sword,  despite  of  fate. 
To  my  determin'dt  time  thou  gav'st  new  date. 
Tal.  When  from  the  Dauphin's  crest  thy 
sword  struck  fire, 
It  warm'd  thy  father's  heart  with  proud  desire 
Of  bold  fac'd  victory.  Then  leaden  age, 
Quicken'd  with  youthful  spleen,  and  warlike 

rage, 
Beat  down  Alengon,  Orleans,  Burgundy, 
And  from  the  pride  of  Gallia  rescu'd  thee. 
The  ireful  bastard  Orleans — that  drew  blood 
From  thee,  my  boy  ;  and  had  the  maidenhood 
Of  thy  first  fight — I  soon  encountered ; 
■  Yorir  cai'  of.»oor  own  5»f«^r  -  *■  Ended. 
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And,  interchanginfT  blows,  I  quickly  shed 
Some  of  his  bastard  blood  ;  and,  in  disgrace. 
Bespoke  him  thus  :   Conlaminaled,  base, 
A)id  misbeiiotlon  blood  J  spill  of  thine, 
Mean  and  right  poor ;  for  that  pure  blood  of  mine 
Which  thou  didst  force  from  Talbot,  my  brave 

boy  :— 
Here,  purposing  the  Bastard  to  destroy. 
Came  in  strong  rescue.     Speak  thy  father's 

care ; 
Art  not  thou  weary,  John  ?  How  dostthou  fare  ? 
Wilt  thou  yet  leave  the  battle,  boy,  and  fly. 
Now  thou  art  seal'd  the  son  of  chivalry  .' 
Fly,  to  revenge  my  death,  when  1  am  dead  ; 
The  help  of  one  stands  me  in  little  stead. 
O,  too  much  folly  is  it,  well  I  wot, 
To  hazard  all  our  lives  in  one  small  boat. 
If  I  to-day  die  not  with  Frenchmen's  rage, 
To-moriow  1  shall  die  with  mickle  age  : 
By  me  they  nothing  gain,  an  if  I  stay, 
'Tis  but  the  short'ning  of  my   life  one  day : 
In  thee  thy  mother  dies,  our  household's  name. 
My  death's  revenge,  thy  youih,  and  England's 

fame  : 
All  these,  and  more,  we  hazard  by  thy  stay  ; 
All  these  are  sav'd,  if  thou  wilt  fly  away. 
John.  The  sword  of  Orleans  hath  not  made 

me  smart,  [heart : 

These  words  of  yours  draw  life-blood  from  my 
On  that  advantage,  bought  with  such  a  shame, 
(To  save  a  paltry  life,  and  slay  bright  fame,) 
Before  young  Talbot  from  old  Talbot  fly, 
The  coward  horse,  that  bears  me,  fall  and  die: 
And  like*  me  to  the  peasant  boys  of  France  ; 
To  be  shame's  scorn,  and  subjectof mischance  I 
Surely,  by  all  the  glory  you  have  won, 
And  if  I  fly ,  I  am  not  Talbot's  son : 
Then  talk  no  more  of  flight,  it  is  no  boot ; 
If  son  to  Talbot,  die  at  Talbot's  foot. 

Tal.  Then  follow  thou  thy  desperate  sire  of 

Crete, 
Thou  Icarus  ;  thy  life  to  me  is  sweet : 
If  thou  wilt  fight,  fight  by  thy  father's  side ; 
And,  commendable  prov'd,  let's  die  in  pride. 

{Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.— Another  part  of  the  same. 

Alarum :  Excursions.  Enter  Talbot,  wounded, 
supported  by  a  Servant. 
Tal.  Where  is  my  other  life  ? — mine  own  is 
gone  ; —  [John  ? — 

O,  Where's  young  Talbot  ?  where  is  valiant 
Triumphant  death,  smear'd  with  captivity  !t 
Young  Talbot's  valour  makes  me  smile  at  thee: 
When  he  perceiv'd  me  shrink,  and  on  my  knee. 
His  bloody  sword  he  brandish'd  over  me. 
And,  like  a  hungry  lion,  did  commence 
Rough  deeds  of  rage,  and  stern  impatience  ; 
But  when  my  angry  guarilant  stood  alone, 
Tend'ring  my  ruin,|  and  assail'd  of  none, 
Dizzy-ey'd  fury,  and  great  rage  of  heart. 
Suddenly  made  him  from  my  side  to  start 
Into  the  clust'ring  battle  of  the  French  : 
And  in  that  sea  of  blood  my  boy  did  drench 
His  overmounting  spirit;  and  there  died 
My  Icarus,  my  blossom,  in  his  pride. 

Enter  Soldiers,  bearing  the  body  of  John 

Talbot. 
Serv.  O  my  dear  lord  !  lo,  where  your  son 

is  borne  ! 
Tal.  Thou   antic  death,  which  laugh'st  us 

here  to  scorn, 

*  Like  mc,  reiluce  nie  to  a  level  nith. 

♦  Death  stained  and  (Jishonoiiie;)  with  captivity. 
i  "  Watcliinj  me  with  tenderness  in  m^  fat!."' 


Anon,  from  thy  insulting  tyranny. 
Coupled  in  bonds  of  perpetuity, 
Two  Talbots,  winged  through  the  lither*  sky, 
In  thy  despite,  shall  'scape  mortality. — 

0  thou  whose  wounds  become  hard-favour'd 

death. 
Speak  to  thy  father,  ere  thou  yield  thy  breath: 
Brave  death  by  speaking,  whether  he  will,  or 

no; 
Imagine  him  a  Frenchman,  and  thy  foe. — 
Poor  boy  !  he  smiles,  methinks ;  as  wlio  should 

say — ,  [to-day. 

Had  death  been  French,  then  death  had  died 
Come,  come,  and  lay  him  in  his  father's  arms. 
My  spirit  can  no  longer  bear  these  harms. 
Soldiers,  adieu  1  1  have  what  I  would  have, 
Now  my  old  arms  are  young  John  Talbot's 

grave.  \^Dies. 

Alarums.  Exeunt  Soldiers  and  Servant,  leaving 
the  two  Bodies.  Enter  Charles,  Alencon, 
Burgundy,  Bastard,  La  Fucelle,  and 
Forces. 

Char.  Had  York  and  Somerset  brought  res- 
cue in. 
We  should  have  found  a  bloody  day  of  this. 
Bast.  How   the  young   Whelp  of  Talbot's, 
raging-wood, t  [blood  '. 

Did  flesh    his   puny   sword    in   Frenchmen's 
Puc.  Once  I  encounter'd   him,  and   thus  I 
said, 
Thoti  maiden  youth,  be  vanquished  by  a  maid  : 
But — with  a  proud,  majestical  high  scorn, — 
He  answer'd  thus  ;    Young  Talbot  was  not  born 
To  be  the  pillage  of  a  giglol\  ivench  : 
So,  rushing  in  the  bowels  of  the  French, 
He  left  me  proudly  as  unworthy  fight. 

Bur.  Doubtless,  he  would  have  made  a  noble 
knight : 
See,  where  he  lies  inhersed  in  the  arms. 
Of  the  most  bloody  nurser  of  his  harms. 

Bast.  Hew  them  to  pieces,  hack  their  bones 

asunder ;  [der. 

Whose  life  was  England's  glory,  Gallia's  won- 

Char.  O,  no  ;  forbear :  for  that  which  we 

have  fled 

During  the  life,  let  us  not  wrong  it  dead. 

Enter  Sir  Willlam  hvcY,  attended;  a  French 
Herald  preceding. 

Lucy.  Herald, 
Conduct  me  to  the  Dauphin's  tent ;  to  know 
Who  hath  obtain'd  the  glory  of  the  day. 
Char.  On  what  submissive  message  art  thou 

sent? 
Lucy.    Submission,  Dauphin  ?  'tis  a  mere 
French  word  ; 
We  English  warriors  wot  not  what  it  means. 

1  come  to  knnw  what  prisoners  thou  hast  ta'en. 
And  to  survey  the  bodies  of  the  dead. 

Char.  Tor  prisoners  ask'st  thou  7  hell  our 

prison  is. 
But  tell  me  whom  thou  seek'st. 

Lucy.  Where  is  the  great  Alcides  of  the  field. 
Valiant  lord  Talbot,  earl  of  Shrewsbury  ? 
Created,  for  his  rare  success  in  arms,  [lence ; 
Great  earl  of  Washford,  Waterford,  and  Va- 
Lord  Talbot  of  Goodrig  and  Urchingfield, 
Lord  Strange  of  Blackmere,  lord  Verdun  of 

Alton,  [Shcflield, 

Lord  Cromwell  of  Wingfield,  lord  Furnival  of 
The  thrice  victorious  lord  of  Falconbridge  ; 
Knight  of  the  noble  order  of  St.  George, 
Worthy  saint  Michael,  and  the  golden  fleece ; 

"  Flexible  yieWing.        f  RaTirrg  mad,       1  Wanton. 


Scene  /.] 

Great  mareschal  to  Henry  the  sixth, 

Of  all  his  wars  within  the  realm  of  France  ? 

Puc.  Here  is  a  silly  stately  style  indeed  ! 
The  Turk,  that  two  and  fifty  kingdoms  hath. 
Writes  not  so  tedious  a  style  as  this. — 
Him,  that  thou  magnifiest  with  all  these  titles, 
Stinking,  and  fly-blown,    lies  here  at  our  feet. 
Lucy.     Is   Talbot   slain;  the  Frenchman's 

only  scourge, 
Your  kingdom's  terror  and  black  Nemesis  ? 
O,  were  mine  eye-balls  into  bullets  turn'd. 
That  1,  in  rage,  might  shoot  them  at  your 

faces ! 
0,  that  I  could  but  call  these  dead  to  life ! 
It  were  enough  to  fright  the  realm  of  France  : 
Were  but  his  picture  left  among  you  here, 
It  would  amaze*  the  proudest  of  you  all. 
Give  me  their  bodies ;  that  I  may  bear  them 

hence. 
And  give  them  burial  as  beseems  their  worth. 
Puc.    I  think,  this  upstart  is  old   Talbot's 

ghost. 
He  speaks  with   such  a  proud  commanding 

spirit. 
For  God's  sake,  let  him   have  'em ;  to  keep 

them  here. 
They  would  but  stink,  and  putrify  the  air. 
Char.  Go,  take  their  bodies  hence. 
Lucy.  I'll  bear  them  hence : 
But  from  their  ashes  shall  be  rear'd 
A  phoenix  that  shall  make  all  France  afeard. 
Char.  So  we  be    rid  of  them,  do  with  'em 

what  thou  wilt. 
And  now  to  Paris,  in  this  conquering  vein  ; 
All  will  be  ours,  now  bloody  Talbot's  slain. 

\^Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 
SCENE  I. — London. — A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  HE^fRY,  Gloster,  and  Exeter. 
K.  Hen.  Have  you  perus'd  the  letters  from 
the  pope. 
The  emperor,  and  the  earl  of  Armagnac  ? 
Glo.    I  have,  my  lord;  and  their  intent  is 
this, — 
They  humbly  sue  unto  your  excellence, 
To  have  a  godly  peace  concluded  of, 
Between  the  realms  of  England  and  of  France. 
K.  Hen.  How  doth  your  grace  affect  their 

motion  ? 
Glo.  Well,  my  good  lord ;  and  as  the  only 
means 
To  stop  effusion  of  our  Christian  blood, 
And  'stablish  quietness  on  every  side. 

K.  Hen  Ay,  marry,  uncle ;    for   I   always 
thought. 
It  was  both  impious  and  unnatural. 
That  such  imraanityt  and  bloody  strife 
Should  reign  among  professors  of  one  faith. 

Glo.  Beside,  my  lord, — the  sooner  to  effect, 
And  surer  bind,  this  knot  of  amity, — 
The  earl  of  Armagnac — near  knit  to  Charles, 
A  man  of  great  authority  in  France, — 
Proffers  his  only  daughter  to  your  grace 
In   marriage,    with  a   large    and  sumptuous 
dowry, 
K.  Hen.  Marriage,  uncle!  alas!  my  years 
are  young ; 
And  fitter  is  my  study  and  ray  books. 
Than  wanton  dalliance  with  a  paramour. 
Yet,    call    the    ambassadors ;    and,    as    you 

please. 
So  let  them  have  their  answers  every  one : 
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■  Confound. 


f  Barbarity,  sava^enes 


I  shall  be  well  content  with  any  choice, 
Tends  to  God's  glory,  and  my  country's  weal. 

Enter  a  Legate,  and  two  Ambassadors,  with 
Winchester,  in  a  Cardinal's  Habit. 

Exe.  What !  is  my  lord  of  Winchester  in- 
stall'd. 
And  call'd  unto  a  cardinal's  degree  ! 
Then,  I  perceive,  that  will  be  verified, 
Henry  the  fifth  did  sometniie  prophesy, — 
If  once  he  come  to  be  a  cardinal, 
He'll  make  his  cap  co-equal  with  the  crown. 
K.  Hen.  My  lords  ambassadors,  your  seve- 
ral suits 
Have  been  consider'd  and  debated  on. 
Your  purpose  is  both  good  and  reasonable : 
And,  therefore,  are  we  certainly  resolv'd 
To  draw  conditions  of  a  friendly  peace ; 
Which,  by  my  lord  of  Winchester,  we  mean 
Shall  be  transported  presently  to  France. 
Glo.  And  for  the   proffer  of  my  lord   your 
master, — 
I  have  inform'd  hrs  highness  so  at  lai^ge, 
As — liking  of  the  lady's  virtuous  gifts. 
Her  beauty,  and  the  value  of  her  dower,— 
He  doth  intend  she  shall  be  England's  queen. 
K.  Hen.  In  argument  and  proof  of  which 
contr  ct. 
Boar  her  this  jewel,  ITo  the  Amb.]  pledge  of 

my  affection. 
And  so,  my  lord  protector,  see  them  guarded, 
And  safely   brought  to    Dover;    where,    in- 

shipp'd, 
Commit  them  to  the  fortune  of  the  sea. 
lExeunt  King  Henry  and  Train ;  Gloster, 
Exeter,  and  Ambassadors. 
Win.  Stay,  my  lord  legate ;  you  shall  first 
receive 
The  sum  of  money,  which  I  promised 
Should  be  deliver'd  to  his  holiness 
For  clothing  me  in  these  grave  ornaments. 
Leg.  I  will  attend  upon  your  lordship's  lei- 
sure. 
Win.  Now,  Winchester  will  not  submit,  I 
Or  be  inferior  to  the  proudest  peer.         [trow, 
Humphrey  of  Gloster,  thou    shalt  well   per- 
ceive, 
That,  neither  in  birth,  or  for  authority, 
The  bishop  will  be  overborne  by  thee  : 
I'll  either  make  thee  stoop,  and  bend  thy  knee, 
Or  sack  this  country  with  a  mutiny.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  //. — France. — Plains  in  Anjou. 

Enter  Charlrs,  Burgundy,  Alencon,  La 
PucELi.E,  and  Forces  marching. 

Char.  These  news,  my  lords,  may  cheer  our 
drooping  spirits : 
'Tis  said,  the  stout  Parisians  do  revolt, 
And  turn  again  unto  the  warlike  French. 
Alen.  Then  march  to  Paris,  royal  Charles 
of  France, 
And  keep  not  back  your  powers  in  dalliance. 
Puc.  Peace  be  amongst  them,  if  they  turn 
to  us ; 
Else,  ruin  combat  with  their  palaces  ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Success  unto  our  valiant  general. 
And  happiness  to  his  accomplices  ! 

Char.  What  tidings  send  our  scouts  ?  I  pr'y- 
thee,  speak. 

Mess.  The  English   army,  that  divided  was 
Into  two  parts,  is  now  conjoin'd  in  one ; 
And  means  to  give  you  battle  presently. 
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Char.  Somewhat  too  sudden,  Sirs,  the  warn- 
ing is ; 
But  we  will  presently  provide  for  them. 

Bur.  I  trust,  the  ghost  of  Talbot  is  not  there; 

Now  he  is  gone,  my  lord,  you  need  not  fear. 

Puc.  Of  all  base  passions,  fear  is  most  ac- 

curs'd  : —  [thine  ; 

Command  the  conquest,  Charles,   it  shall  be 

Let  Henry  fret,  and  all  the  world  repine. 

Char.  Then  on,  my  lords  ;  And  France  be 

fortunate !  lExcunt. 

SCENE  III— The  same—Before  Anglers. 
Alarums;  Excursions.    £n/cr  La  Pucelle. 
Puc.  The  regent  conquers,  and  the  French- 
men fly, — 
Now  help,  ye  charming  spells,  and  periapts  ;* 
And  ye  choice  spirits  that  admonish  me. 
And  give  me  signs  of  future  accidents  ! 

[  Thunder. 
You  speedy  helpers,  that  are  substitutes 
Under  the  lordly  monarch  of  the  north, t 
Appear,  and  aid  me  in  this  enterprize  ! 

Enter  Fiends. 
This  speedy  quick  appearance  argues  proof 
Of  your  accustom'd  diligence  to  me. 
Now,  ye  familiar  spirits,  that  are  cull'd 
Out  of  the  powerful  regions  under  earth, 
Help  me  this  once,  that   France  may  get  the 
field.    [  They  walk  about,  and  speak  not. 
O,  hold  me  not  with  silence  over-long  ! 
Where  I  was  wont  to  feed  you  with  my  blood, 
I'll  lop  a  member  off,  and  give  it  you. 
In  earnest  of  a  further  benefit ; 
So  you  do  condescend  to  help  me  now. — 

[  They  hang  their  heads. 
No  hope  to  have  redress  1 — My  body  shall 
Pay  recompense,  if  you  will  grant  my  suit. 

[  They  shake  their  heads. 
Cannot  my  body,  nor  blood-sacrifice, 
Entreat  you  to  your  wonted  furtherance  ? 
Then  take  my  soul ;  my  body,  soul,  and  all, 
Before  that  England  give  the  French  the  foil. 
[They  depart. 
See  !  they  forsake  me.  Now  the  time  is  come, 
That  France  must  vailj:  her  lofty-plumed  crest. 
And  let  her  head  fall  into  England's  lap. 
My  ancient  incantations  are  too  weak. 
And  hell  too  strong  for  me  to  buckle  with : 
Now,  France,  thy  glory  droopeth  to  the  dust. 

[Exit. 

Alarums.  Enter  French  and  English,  fighting. 
La  Pucelle,  and  York,  fight  hand  to  hand. 
La  Pucelle  is  taken.     The  French  fly. 

York.    Damsel  of  France,  I  think,  I  have 
you  fast : 
Unchain  your  spirits  now  with  spelling  charms. 
And  try  if  they  can  gain  your  liberty. — 
A  goodly  prize,  fit  for  the  devil's  grace  ! 
See,  how  the  ugly  witch  doth  bend  her  brows. 
As  if,  with  Circe,  she  would  change  my  shape. 
Puc.  Chang'd  to  a  worser  shape  thou  canst 

not  be. 
York.  O,  Charles  the  Dauphin  is  a  proper 
man  ; 
No  shape  but  his  can  please  your  dainty  eye. 
Puc.  A  plaguiiig  mischief  light  on  Charles, 
and  thee ! 
And  may  you  both  be  suddenly  surprised 
By  bloody  hands,  in  sleeping  on  your  beds  ! 

"  Charms  sowed  isp. 
t  The  north  wis  «ii|>posefl  to  he  tb;  particular  h«!)ita- 
floti  of  had  spirits.  *  Lo^vei. 


I  Ad  V. 

York.  Fell  banning*  hag !  enchantress, 
hold  thy  tongue. 

Puc.  I  pr'ythee,  give  me  leave  to  curse  a 
while. 

York.  Curse,  miscreant,  when  thou  comest 
to  the  stake.  [Exeunt. 

Alarums.  Enter  Suffolk,  leading  in  Lady 
Margaret. 

Suff.  Be  what  thou  wilt,  thou  art  my  pri- 
soner. [  Gases  on  her. 

0  fairest  beauty,  do  not  fear,  nor  fly  ; 

For  I  will  touch  thee  but  with  reverent  hands, 
And  lay  them  gently  on  thy  tender  side. 

1  kiss   these  fingers  [Kissing  her  hand. J  for 

eternal  peace : 
Who  art  thou  ?  say,  that  I  may  honour  thee. 
Mar.  Margaret  my  name  ;  and  daughter  to 
a  king. 
The  king  of  Naples,  whosoe'er  thou  art. 

Suff.  An  earl  I  am,  and  Suffolk  am  Icall'd. 
Be  not  offended,  nature's  miracle. 
Thou  art  allotted  to  be  ta'en  by  me  : 
So  doth  the  swan  her  downy  cygnets  save. 
Keeping  them  prisoners  underneath  her  wings. 
Yet,  if  this  servile  usage  once  offend. 
Go,  and  be  free  again  as  Suffolk's  friend. 

[She  turns  away  as  going. 
O  stay  ! — I  have  no  power  to  let  her  pass  ; 
My  hand  would  free  her,  but  my  heart  says — 

no. 
As  plays  the  sun  upon  the  glassy  streams. 
Twinkling  another  counterfeited  beam. 
So  seems  this  gorgeous  beauty  to  mine  eves. 
Fain  would  I  woo  her,  yet  I  dare  not  speak : 
I'll  call  for  pen  and  ink,  and  write  my  mind : 
Fie,  De  la  Poole !  disable  not  thyself  ;t 
Hast  not  a  tongue  1  is  she  not  here  thy  pris- 
oner? 
Wilt  thou  be  daunted  at  a  woman's  sight  ? 
Ay  ;  beauty's  princely  majesty  is  such, 
Confounds  the  tongue,  and  makes  the  senses 
rough. 
Mar.  Say  earl  of  Suffolk, — if  thy  name  be 
so, — 
What  ransom  must  I  pay  before  I  pass  ? 
For,  I  perceive,  I  am  thy  prisoner. 

Suff.  How  canst  thou  tell,  she  will  deny  thy 
suit, 
Before  thou  make  a  trial  of  her  love  ?  [Aside. 
Mar.  Why  speak'st  thou  not  ?  what  ransom 

must  I  pay  ? 
Suff.  She's  beautiful ;  and  therefore  to  be 
woo'd  ; 
She  is  a  woman ;  therefore  to  be  won.  [Aside. 
Mar.  Wilt  thou  accept  of  ransom,  vea,  or 

no? 
Suff.  Fond  man  !  remember,  that  thou  hast 
,  a  wife ; 
Then  how  can  Margaret  be  thy  paramour  ? 

[Aside. 
Mar.  I  were  best  leave  him,  for  he  will  not 

hear. 
Suff.  There  all  is  marr'd  ;  there  lies  a  cool- 
ing card. 
Mar.  He  talks  at  random  ;  sure,  the  man  is 

mad. 
Suff.  And  yet  a  dispensation  may  be  had. 
Mar.  And  yet  I  would  that  you  would  an- 
swer me. 
Suff.  I'll  win  this  lady  Margaret.  For  whom? 
Why,    for  my  king :  Tush !  that's  a  wooden 
thing.t 

*  To  ban  \i  to  cnrse. 
t  "Do  nil  represent  ihyel^  so  vcak." 
X  An  ankn-ard  buiinesi,  an  undertaking  not  likely  to 
succeed. 
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Mar.  He  talks  of  wood :  It  is  some  car- 
penter. 
Suff.  Yet  so  my  fancy*  may  be  satisfied, 
And  peace  established  between  these  realms. 
But  there  remains  a  scruple  in  that  too  : 
For  though  her  father  be  the  king  of  Naples, 
Duke  of  Anjou  and  Maine,  yet  is  he  poor. 
And  our  nobility  will  scorn  the  match.  [^Aside. 
Mar.  Hear  ye,  captain  ?    Ai'e  you   not  at 

leisure  ? 
Suff.  It  shall  be  so,   disdain  they  ne'er  so 
much  : 
Henry  is  youthful,  and  will  quickly  yield. — 
Madam,  I  have  a  secret  to  reveal. 

Mar.  What  though  1  be  enthrall'd  ?  he  seems 
a  knight, 
And  will  not  any  way  dishonour  me.    \_Aside. 
&uff.  Lady,  vouchsafe  to  listen  what  I  say. 
Mar.    Perhaps,  I  shall   be   rescu'd  by  the 
French ; 
And  then  I  need  not  crave  his  courtesy. 

\^  Aside. 
Suff.  Sweet  madam,  give  me  hearing  in  a 

cause — 
Mar.  Tush  !  women  have  been  captive  ere 
now.  \_Aside. 

Suff.  Lady,  wherefore  talk  you  so  ? 
Mar.  I  cry  you  mercy,  'tis  but  quid  for  quo. 
Suff.  Say,  gentle  princess,  would   you  not 
suppose 
Your  bondage  happy,  to  be  made  a  queen  ? 

Mar.  To  be  a  queen  in  bondage,  is  more  vile 
Than  is  a  slave  in  base  servility  ; 
For  princes  should  be  free. 
Suff.  And  so  shall  you. 
If  happy  England's  royal  king  be  free. 

Mar.  Why,  what  concerns  his  freedom  unto 

me  ? 
Suff.  I'll  undertake  to  make  thee   Henry's 
queen ; 
To  put  a  golden  sceptre  in  thy  hand. 
And  set  a  precious  crown  upon  thy  head, 
If  thou  wilt  condescend  to  be  my — 
Mar.  What? 
Suff.  His  love. 

Blar.  I  am  unworthy  to  be  Henry's  wife. 
Suff.  No,  gentle  madam;  I  unworthy  am 
To  woo  so  fair  a  dame  to  be  his  wife, 
And  have  no  portion  in  the  choice  myself. 
How  say  you,  madam  ;  are  you  so  content  ? 
Mar.  An  if  my  father  please,  I  am  content. 
5'!*^.  Then  call   our  captains,   and  our  co- 
lours forth : 
And,  madam,  at  your  father's  castle  walls 
We'll  crave  a  parley,  to  confer  with  him. 

[  Troops  come  forward. 

A  Parley  sounded.     Enter  Reignier,  on  the 
Walls. 

Suff.  See,  Reignier,  see,  thy  daughter  pri- 
soner. 

7ie/o-.  To  whom  ? 

Suff  To  me. 

Rei^.  Suffolk,  what  remedy  ? 
I  am  a  soldier  ;  and  unapt  to  weep. 
Or  to  exclaim  on  fortune's  fickleness. 

Suff.  Yes,  there  is  remedy  enough,  my  lord: 
Consent,  (and  for  thy  honour  give  consent,) 
Thy  daughter  shall  be  wedded  to  my  king  ; 
Whom  I  with  pain  have  woo'd  and  won  thereto; 
And  this  her  easy-held  imprisonment 
Hath  gain'd  thy  daughter  princely  liberty. 

Reig.  Speaks  Suffolk  as  he  thinks  ? 

Suff.  Fair  Margaret  knows, 
That  Suffolk  doth  not  flatter,  face,t  or  feign. 
'  iDVe.  t  Play  the  hypocrite. 


Reig.  Upon  thy  princely  warrant,  I  descend. 
To  give  thee  answer  of  thy  just  demand. 

\^Exit,  from  the  IValls, 
Suff.  And  here  I  will  expect  thy  coming. 

Trumpets  sounded.  Enter  Reignier,  below. 

Reig.  Welcome,  brave  earl,  into  our  terri- 
tories ; 
Command  in  Anjou  what  your  honour  pleases. 

Suff.  Thanks,  Reignier,  happy  for  so  sweet  a 
child. 
Fit  to  be  made  companion  with  a  king: 
What  answer  makes  your  grace  unto  my  suit? 

Reig.  Since  thou  dost  deign  to  woo  her  little 
worth, 
To  be  the  princel_y  bride  of  such  a  lord  ; 
Upon  condition  I  may  quietly 
Enjoy  mine  own,  the  county  Maine,  and  Anjou, 
Free  from  oppression,  or  the  stroke  of  war, 
My  daughter  shall  be  Henry's,  if  he  please. 

Suff.  That  is  her  ransom,  I  deliver  her ; 
And  those  two  counties,  I  will  undertake. 
Your  grace  shall  well  and  quietly  enjoy. 

Reig.  And  I  again, — in  Henry's  royal  name. 
As  deputy  unto  that  gracious  king, 
Give  thee  her  hand,  for  sign  of  plighted  faith. 

Suff.  Reignier  of  France,  I  give  thee  kingly 
Because  this  is  in  traffic  of  a  king  :     [thanks, 
And  yet,  methinks,  I  could  be  well  content 
To  be  mine  own  attorney  in  this  case.  \^Aside~ 
I'll  over  then  to  England  with  this  news. 
And  make  this  marriage  to  be  solemniz'd  ; 
So,  farewell,  Reignier !  Set  this  diamond  safe 
In  golden  palaces,  as  it  becomes. 

Reig.  I  do  embrace  thee,  as  I  would  embrace 
The  Christian  prince,  king  Henry,  where  he 
here. 

Mar.    Farewell,    my  lord?     Good  wishes, 
praise,  and  prayers. 
Shall  Suffolk  ever  have  of  Margaret.  [  Going. 

Suff.  Farewell,  sweetmadam  !  Butharkyou, 
Margaret ; 
No  princely  commendations  to  my  king  ? 

Mar.  Such  commendations  as  become  a  maid, 
A  virgin,  and  his  servant  say  to  him. 

Suff.  Words  sweetly    plac'd  and  modestly 
directed. 
But,  madam,  I  must  trouble  you  again, — 
No  loving  token  to  his  majesty  ? 

Mar.  Yes,  my  good  lord  ;  a  pure  unspotted 
heart, 
Never  yet  taint  with  love,  I  send  the  king. 

Suff.  And  this  withal.  [^Kisses  her. 

Mar.  That  for  thyself  ;~I  will  not  so  presume, 
To  send  such  peevish*  tokens  to  a  king. 

\_Exeunt  Reignier  and  Margaret. 

Suff.  O,  wert  thou  for  myself  .'—-But,  Suffolk, 
stay  ; 
Thou  may'st  not  wander  in  that  labyrinth; 
There  Minotaurs,  and  ugly  treasons,  lurk. 
Solicit  Henry  with  her  wond'rous  praise  : 
Bethink  thee  on  her  virtues  that  surmount : 
Mad,t  natural  graces  that  extinguish  art ; 
Repeat  their  semblance  often  on  the  seas, 
That,  when  thou  com'st  to  kneel  at  Henry's 

feet. 
Thou  may'st  bereave  him  of  his  wits  with  won- 
der. {^Exit. 

SCENE  IV. — Camp  of  the  Duke  o/'York,  in 
Anjou. 

Enter  York,  Warwick,  and  others. 

York.  Bring  forth  that  sorceress,  condemn'd 
to  burn. 


Childish. 


f  vriw. 
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iAct  V. 


Enter  La  Pucelle,  guarded,  and  a  Shepherd. 
Shep.  Ah,  Joan  !  this  kills  thy  father's  heart 
outright ! 
Have  I  sought  every  countiy  far  and  near, 
And,  now  it  is  my  chance  to  find  thee  out, 
Must  I  behold  thy  timeless*  cruel  death  ? 
Ah,  Joan,   sweet  daughter  Joan,  I'll  die  with 
thee  ! 
Puc.  Decrepit  miser  !t  base  ignoble  wretch  ! 
I  am  descended  of  a  gentler  blood  ; 
Thou  art  no  father,  nor  no  friend,  of  mine. 
Shej).  Out,   out ! — My  lords,  an  please  you, 
'tis  not  so  ; 
I  did  beget  her,  all  the  parish  knows  : 
Her  mother  livcth  yet,  can  testify. 
She  was  the  first  fi'uit  of  my  bachlorship. 
n^ar.  Graceless  !  wilt  thou  deny  thy  paren- 
tage ? 
York.  This  argues  what  her  kind  of  life  hath 
been ; 
Wicked  and  vile ;  and  so  her  death  concludes. 
Shep.  Fie,  Joan !  that  thou  wilt  be  so  ob- 
stacle !t 
God  knows,  thou  art  a  coUop  of  my  flesh  ; 
And  for  thy  sake  have  1  shed  many  a  tear ; 
Deny  me  not,  I  pr'ythee,  gentle  Joan. 

Puc.  Feasant,  avaunt ! — You  have  suborn'd 
this  man. 
Of  purpose  to  obscure  my  noble  birth. 

Shep.  'Tis  true,  I  gave  a  noble  to  the  priest, 
The  morn  that  I  was  wedded  to  her  mother. — 
Kneel  down  and  take  my  blessing,  good  my 

girl. 
Wilt  thou  not  stoop  ?    Now  cursed  be  the  time 
Of  thy  Nativity  !  1  would,  the  milk        [breast. 
Thy  mother  gave  thee,  when  thou  suck'dst  her 
Had  been  a  little  ratsbane  for  thy  sake  ! 
Or  else,  when  thou  didst  keep  my  lambs  a-field, 
I  wish  some  iavonous  wolf  had  eaten  thee  ! 
Dost  thou  deny  thy  father,  cursed  drab  ? 
O.  burn  her,  burn  her;  hanging  is  too  good. 

lExit. 
York.  Take  her  away  ;  for  she  hath  liv'd  too 
To  fill  the  world  w  ith  vicious  qualities,    [long, 
Puc.  l-'iist,  let  me  tell  you  whom  you  have 
condemn'd : 
Not  me  begotten  of  a  shepherd  swain, 
But  issu'd  from  the  progeny  of  kings  ; 
Virtuous  and  holy  ;  chosen  from  above, 
By  inspiration  of  celestial  grace, 
To  work  exceeding  miracles  on  earth. 
I  never  had  to  do  with  wicked  spirits  : 
But  you, — that  are  polluted  with  your  lusts, 
Stain'd  with  the  guiltless  blood  of  innocents. 
Corrupt  and  tainted  with  a  thousand  vices, — 
Because  you  want  the  grace  that  others  have. 
You  judge  it  straight  a  thing  impossible 
To  compass  wonders,  but  by  help  of  devils. 
No,  misconceived  !§  Joan  of  Arc  hath  been 
A  virgin  from  her  tender  infancy. 
Chaste  and  immaculate  in  very  thought : 
Whose  maiden  blood,  thus  rigorously  effus'd. 
Will  cry  for  vengeance  at  the  gates  of  heaven. 
York.  Ay,  ay  ; — away  with  her  to  execution. 
IVar.  And  hark  ye,  Sii's  ;  because  she  is  a 
maid, 
."tipare  for  no  fagots,  let  there  be  enough  : 
Place  barrels  of  pitch  upon  the  fatal  stake, 
That  so  her  torture  may  be  shortened. 

Puc.   Will   notiiing  turn  your   unrelenting 
iiearls  ? — 

Untimely 
t  Miser  here  simply  means  a  mlocrable  cicaliire. 
t  A  corruption  of  oUsli.nate. 

^  ■'  No,  ye  misconceivers,  ye  who  mistake  me  and  niv 
liialilies  " 


Then,  Joan,  discover  thine  infirmity ; 
That  warranteth  by  law  to  be  thy  privilege. — 
I  am  with  child,  ye  bloody  homicides  : 
Murder  not  then  the  fruit  within  my  womb, 
Although  ye  hale  me  to  a  violent  death. 

York.  Now  heaven  forfend  ?  the  holy  maid 

with  child  ? 
JVar.  The   greatest  miracle   that    e'er    ye 
wrought : 
Is  all  your  strict  preciseness  come  to  this  ? 
York.   She  and  the  Dauphin  have  been  jug- 
gling : 
I  did  imagine' what  would  be  her  refuge. 

War.  Well,  go  to  ;  we  will  have  no  bastards 

Especially,  since  Charles  must  father  it.  [live^; 

Puc.  You  are  deceiv'd  ;  my  child  is  none  of 

It  was  Alengou,  that  enjoy'd  my  love.       [his ; 

York.  Alengon  !  that  notorious  Machiavel ! 
It  dies,  an  if  it  had  a  thousand  lives. 

Puc.  O,  give  me  leave,  I  have  deluded  you  ; 
'Twas  neither  Charles,  nor  yet   the  duke   I 

nam'd. 
But  Reignier,  king  of  Naples,  that  prevail'd. 
IVar.  A marriedman !  that's mostintolerable. 
York.  Why,  here's  a  girl!  I  think,  she  knows 
not  well. 
There  were  so  many,  whom  she  may  accuse. 
JVar.   It's  sign,  she  hath  been   liberal  and 

free. 
York.   And,   yet,    forsooth,  she  is  a  virgin 
pure. —  [thee  : 

Strumpet,  thy  words  condemn  thy  brat,  and 
Use  no  entreaty,  for  it  is  in  vain. 

Puc.  Then  lead  me  hence ; — with  whom  I 
leave  my  curse : 
May  never  glorious  sun  reflex  his  beams 
Upon  the  country  where  you  make  abode  ! 
But  darkness  and  the  gloomy  shade  of  death 
Environ  you ;  till  mischief,  and  despair, 
Drive  you  to  break  your  necks,  or  hang  your- 
selves !  i^Exit,  guarded. 
York.  Break  thou  in  pieces,  and  consume  to 
Thou  foul  accursed  minister  of  hell  ?     [ashes, 

Enter  Cardinal  Beaufort,  attended. 

Car.  Lord  regent,  I  do  greet  your  excellence 
With  letters  of  commission  from  the  king. 
For  know,  my  lords,  the  states  of  Christendom, 
Mov'd  with  j-emorse*ofthese  outrageous  broils. 
Have  earnestly  implor'd  a  general  peace 
Betwixt  our  nation  and  the  aspiring  French ; 
And  here  at  hand  the  Dauphin,  and  his  train, 
Approacheth,  to  confer  about  some  matter. 

York.  Is  all  our  travail  turn'd  to  this  eftect  ? 
After  the  slaughter  of  so  many  peers, 
So  many  captains,  gentlemen,  and  soldiers, 
That  in  this  quarrel  have  been  overthrown. 
And  sold  their  bodies  fortheircountr3''s  benefit. 
Shall  we  at  last  conclude  effeminate  peace  ? 
Have  we  not  lost  most  part  of  all  the  town.s. 
By  tfeason,  falsehood,  and  by  treachery, 
Our  great  progenitors  had  conquered  ? — 
O,  Warwick,  Warwick  I  I  forsee  with  grief 
The  utter  loss  of  all  the  realm  of  France. 

JVar.  Be   patient,  York:  if  we  conclude  a 
peace. 
It  sl;all  be  with  such  strict  and  severe  covenants. 
As  little  shall  the  Frenchmen  gain  thereby. 

Enter  Charles, attended ;  Alencon,  Bastard. 
Reignier,  and  others. 

Char.   Since,   lords  of  England,  it  is  thus 

agreed,  [France, 

That   peaceful  truce   shall  be   proclaim'd  in 

'  Compay'^lois 


Seem  r.] 

We  come  to  be  informed  by  yourselves 
What  the  conditions  of  that  league  must  be. 
York.  Speak,  Winchester;  for  boiling  cholcr 
chokes 
The  hollow  passage  of  my  poison'd  voice, 
By  sight  of  these  our  baleful*  enemies. 

Win.  Charles,  and  the  rest,  it  is  enacted  thus: 
That — in  legard  king  Henry  gives  consent, 
Of  mere  compassion,  and  of  lenity. 
To  ease  your  country  of  distressful  war, 
And  suHer  you  to  breathe  in  fruitful  peace, — 
You  shall  become  true  liegemen  to  his  crown  : 
And,  Charles,  upon  condition  thou  wilt  swear 
To  pay  him  tribute,  and  submit  thyself, 
Thou  shalt  be  plac'd  as  viceroy  under  him, 
And  still  enjoy  thy  regal  dignity. 

Alen.  Must  he  be  then  as  shadow  of  himself  ? 
Adorn  his  temples  with  a  coronet  :t 
And  yet,  in  substance  and  authority, 
Retain  but  privilege  of  a  private  man  ? 
This  proffer  is  absurd  and  reasonless. 

Char.  'Tisknown, already  thati  ampossess'd 
With  more  than  half  the  Gallian  territories. 
And  therein  reverenc'd  for  their  lawful  king : 
Shall  I,  for  lucre  of  the  rest  unvanquish'd, 
Detract  so  much  from  that  prerogative, 
As  to  be  call'd  but  viceroy  of  the  whole  .' 
No,  lord  ambassador  ;  I'll  rather  keep 
That  which  I  have,  than,  coveting  for  more, 
Be  cast  from  possibility  of  all. 

York.  Insulting  Charles  !  hast  thou  by  secret 
Used  intercession  to  obtain  a  league  ;    [means 
And,  now  the  matter  grows  to  compromise, 
Stand'st  thou  aloof  upon  comparison  ? 
Either  accept  the  title  thou  usurp'st, 
Of  benefitt  proceeding  from  our  king, 
And  not  of  any  challenge  of  desert, 
Or  we  Will  plague  thee  with  incessant  wars. 

Reig.  My  lord,  you  do  not  well  in  obstinacy 
To  cavil  in  the  course  of  this  contract : 
If  once  it  be  neglected,  ten  to  one, 
We  shall  not  find  like  opportunity. 

Alen.  To  say  the  truth,  it  is  your  policy, 
To  save  your  subjects  from  such  massacre. 
And  ruthless  slaughters,  as  are  daily  seen 
.By  our  proceeding  in  hostility  : 
And  therefore  take  this  compact  of  a  truce. 
Although  you  break  it  when  your   pleasure 

serves.  lAsidt,  to  Charles. 

JVar.  How,  say'st  thou,  Charles  ?  shall  our 
condition  stand  ? 

Char.  It  shall : 
Only  reserv'd,  you  claim  no  interest 
In  any  of  our  towns  of  garrison. 

York.  Then  swear  allegiance  to  his  majesty  ; 
As  thou  art  knight,  never  to  disobey, 
Nor  be  rebellious  to  the  crown  of  England, 
Thou,nor  thy  nobles,to  the  crown  of  England. — 
[Charles,  and  the  rest,  give  Tokens  offeally. 
So,  now  dismiss  your  army  when  ye  please  ; 
Hang  up  your  ensigns,  let  your  drums  be  still. 
For  here  we  entertain  a  solemn  peace.  \^Excant. 
SCENE  V. — London. — A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Henry,  in  conference  with  Suf- 
folk; Gloster  and  ¥.\v.ter following. 

Ji.  Hen.   Your  wondrous  rare  description, 
noble  earl. 
Of  beauteous  Margaret  hath  astonish'd  me : 
Her  virtues,  graced  with  external  gifts. 
Do  breed  love's  settled  passions  in  my  heart : 
And  like  as  rigour  in  tempestuous  gusts 
Provokes  the  mightiest  hulk  against  the  tide  ; 
So  am  1  driven,  by  breath  of  her  renown, 

'  Banel'ul.  f  Coronet  is  here  used  for  cronii. 

J''  Be  content  to  live  a?  the  bcneiiriaiv  of  oiTkin"  " 

Vm..  n. 
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Either  to  sutler  shipwreck,  or  arrive 
Where  I  may  have  fruition  of  her  love. 

Suff.  Tush  !   my  good  lord  !   this  superficial 
is  but  a  preface  of  her  worthy  praise  :        [tale 
The  chief  perfections  of  tliat  lovely  dame, 
(Had  I  sufficient  skill  to  utter  them,) 
Would  make  a  volume  of  enticing  lines, 
Able  to  ravish  any  dull  conceit. 
And,  which  is  more,  she  is  not  so  divine, 
So  full  replete  with  choice  of  all  delights, 
But  with  as  humble  lowliness  of  mind. 
She  is  content  to  be  at  your  command  ; 
Command,  1  mean,  of  virtuous  chaste  intents, 
To  love  and  hououi-  Henry  as  her  lord. 

K.  Hen.   And  otherwise  will   Henry  ne'er 
presume. 
Therefore,  my  lord  protector,  give  consent, 
That  Margaret  may  be  England's  royal (|iieen. 

Glo.  So  should  1  give  consent  to  Hatter  sin. 
You  know  my  lord,  your  highness  is  bctroth'd 
Unto  another  lady  of  esteem  ; 
How  shall  we  then  dispense  with  that  contract., 
And  not  deface  your  honour  with  reproach  ? 
^uff.  As  doth  a  ruler  with  unlawful  oaths-; 
Or  one,  that,  at  a  triumph*  having  vow'd 
To  try  his  strength,  forsaketh  yet  the  lists 
By  reason  of  his  adversary's  odds  : 
A  poor  earl's  daughter  is  unequal  odds, 
And  therefore  may  "be  broke  without  offence. 
Glo.  Why,  what,  I  prAy,  is  Margaret  more 
than  that  /  ' 

Her  father  is  no  better  than  an,  earl. 
Although  in  glorious  titles  ho  excel. 

Stiff.  Yes,  my  good  lord,  her  father  is  a  king, 
The  king  of  Naples,  and  Jerusalem  ; 
And  of  such  great  authority  in  France, 
As  hi:i  alliance  will  confirm  our  peace. 
And  keep  the  Frenchmen  in  allegiance. 

Glo.  And  so  the  ear!  of  Armagnac  may  do, 
Because  he  is  near  kinsman  unto  Charles. 
Exe.  Beside,  his  wealth  d6th  warrant  liberal 
dower; 
While  Rcignier  sooner  will  receive,  than  give. 
Suff'.  A  dower,  my  lords .'  disgrace  not  so 
your  king,  ^ 

That  he  should  be  so  abject,  base,  and  poor. 
To  choose  for  wealth,  and  not  for  perfect  love. 
Henry  is  able  to  enrich  his  queen. 
And  not  to  seek  a  queen  to  make  him  rich  : 
So  worthless  peasants  bargain  for  their  wives. 
As  market-men  for  oxen,  sheep,  or  horse. 
Marriage  is  a  matter  of  more  worth. 
Than  to  be  dealt  in  by  attorneyship  ;t 
Not  whom  we  will,  but  whom  his  grace  affects. 
Must  be  companion  of  his  nuptial  bed  : 
And  therefore,  lords,  since  he  affects  her  most. 
It  most  of  all  these  reasons  bindeth  us, 
In  our  opinions  she  should  be  preferr'd. 
For  what  is  wedlock  forced,  but  a  hell, 
An  age  of  discord  and  continual  strife  '.' 
Whereas  the  contrary  briiigcth  forth  bliss, 
And  is  a  p.rttern  of  celestial  peace.  [king. 

Whom  shoidd  we  match,  with  Henry,  being  a 
But  Margaret,  that  is  daughter  to  a  king  ? 
Her  peerless  feature,  joined  with  her  birth, 
Approves  her  fit  for  none,  but  for  a  king : 
Her  valiant  courage,  and  undaunted  spirit, 
(More  than  in  women  commonly  is  seen,) 
Will  answer  our  hope  in  issue  of  a  king ; 
For  Henry,  son  unto  a  conqueror. 
Is  likely  to  beget  more  conquerors, 
If  with  a  lady  of  so  high  resolve. 
As  is  fair  Margaret,  he  be  link'd  in  love. 

'  A  Iriuinpii  itieii  bigiiiiied  a  public  cxhihitioii;  suc.'i 
a?  a  mask,  or  revel. 

t  Pv  the  discretional  aj-e-jcr  oraMithcr- 
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Then  yield,  n>j  lords  ;  and  here  conclude  with 
me,  [she. 

That  Margaret  shall  be  queen,   and  none  but 
K.  Htn.  Whether  it    be  through  force  of 
your  report, 
My  noble  lord  of  Suffolk  ;  or  for  what 
My  fender  youth  was  never  yet  attaint 
With  anypHSsion  of  inflaming  love, 
I  cannot  tell  ;  but  this  I  am  assur'd, 
I  feel  such  sharp  dissention  in  my  breast, 
Such  fierce  alarums  both  of  hope  and  fear. 
As  I  am  sick  with  working  of  my  thoughts. 
Take,  therefore,  shipping;  post,  my   lord  to 

France; 
Agree  to  any  covenants :  and  procure 
That  lady  Margaret  do  vouchsafe  to  come 
To  cross  the  seas  to  England,  and  be  crown'd 
King  Henry's  faithful  and  anointed  queen  : 
For  your  expenses  and  sufficient  charge. 
Among  the  people  gather  up  a  tenth. 


Be  gone,  I  say  ;  for,  till  you  do  return, 
I  rest  perplexed  with  a  thousand  cares. — 
And  you,  good  uncle,  banish  all  offence : 
If  you  do  censure*  me  by  what  you  were, 
Not  what  you  are,  I  know  it  will  excuse 
This  sudden  execution  of  my  will. 
And  so  conduct  me,  where  from  company, 
1  may  revolve  and  ruminate  my  grief.    \^Exit. 
Glo.  Ay,  grief,  I  fear  me,  both  at  first  and 

last.      [Exeunt  Gloster  and  Exeter. 
Suff.  Thus  Suffolk  hath  prevail'd  :  and  thus 

he  goes. 
As  did  the  yoiUhful  Paris  once  to  Greece ; 
With  hope  to  find  the  like  event  in  love, 
But  prosper  better  than  the  Trojan  did. 
Margaret  shall    now  be  queen,  and  rule  the 

king; 
But  I  will  rule  both  her,  the  king,  and  realm. 

lExit. 
*  Judge. 
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I    Of  the  Kiug's 

f  Partv. 


Party. 


King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Humphrey,  Duke  of  Gloster,  his  Uncle. 

Cardinal  Beaufort,  Bishop  of  Winchester, 

Great  Uncle  to  tlie  King. 
Richard  Plantagenet,  Duke  of  York. 
Edward  and  Richard,  his  Sons. 
Duke  of  Somerset,  ^ 

Duke  of  Suffolk, 
Duke  of  Buckingham, 
Lord  Clifford, 
Young  Clifford,  his  Son,      J 
Earl  of  Salisbury,    }^^^,     -,,     ,   ^     ,. 
Earl  OF   Warwick,    JOf  the  York  Faction. 

Lord  Scales,  Governor  ol  the  Tower. 

Lord  Say. 

Sir  Humphrey  Stafford,  and  his  Brother. 

Sir  John  Stanley. 

A  Sea-Captain,  Master,  Master's  Mate, 

and  Walter  Whitmore. 
Two  Gentlemen,  Prisoners  with  Suffolk. 
A  Herald. — Vaux. 
Hume  and  Southwell,  two  Priests. 
SoLiNGBROKE,  a  Conjurer. 


A  Spirit  raised  by  Bolingbroke. 

Thomas  Hokner,  an  Armourer. 

Peter,  his  Man. 

Clerk  of  Chatham. 

Mavor  of  Saint  Alban's. 

SiMPCox,  an  Impostor. 

Two  Murderers. 

Jack  Cade,  a  Rebel. 

Grorge,  John,  Dick,  Smith,  the  Weaver, 

Michael,  &c.  his  Followers. 
Alexander  Iden,  a  Kentish  Gentleman. 

Margaret,  Queen  to  King  Henry 
Eleanor,  Duchess  of  Gloster. 
Margery  Jourdain,  a  Witch. 
Wife  to  Simpcox. 

Lords,  Ladies,  and  Attendants  ;  Petitioners, 
Aldermen,  a  Beadle,  Slieriff,  and  Officers  : 
Citizens,  Prentices,  Falconers,  Guards, 
Soldiers,  Messengers,  Sic. 

Scene,  dispersedly  in  various  parts  of  England. 


ACT  L 

SCENE  I. — London. — A  Room  of  State  in  the 
Palace. 

Flourisk  of  Trumpets  :  then  Hautboys.   Enter, 
on  one  side,  King  Henry,  DwA'C  o/Gloster, 
Salisbury,  Warwick,  and  Cardinal  Beau- 
fort ;  071  the  other,  Queen  Margaret,  led  in 
Ay  Suffolk;    York,    Somerset,  Bucking- 
ham, and  others,  following. 
Snf.  As  by  your  high  imperial  majesty, 
I  had  in  charge  at  my  depart  for  France, 
As  procurator  to  your  excellence. 
To  marry  princess  Margaret  for  your  grace  ; 
So,  in  the  famous  ancient  city.  Tours, — 
In  presence  of  the  kings  of  France  and  Sicil, 
The  dukes  of  Orleans,  Calabar,  Bretaigne,  and 
Alen^on,  [bishops, — 

Seven  earls,  twelve  barons,  twenty  reverend 
1  have  perform'd  my  task,  and  was  espous'd  : 
And  humbly  now  upon  my  bended  knee. 
In  sight  of  England  and  her  lordly  peers. 
Deliver  up  my  title  in  the  queen  [stance 

To  your  most  gracious  hands,  that  are  thesub- 
Of  that  great  shadow  1  did  represent ; 
The  happiest  gift  that  ever  marquis  gave, 
The  fairest  queen  that  ever  king  receiv'd. 
K.  Hen.  Suffolk,  arise. — Welcome,   queen 
Margaret : 


I  can  express  no  kinder  sign  of  love,  L^'^'') 

Than  this  kind  kiss. — O  Lord,  that  lends  me 
Lend  me  a  heart  replete  with  thankfulness  ! 
For  thou  hast  given  me,  in  this  beauteous  face, 
A  world  of  earthly  blessings  to  my  soul. 
If  sympathy  of  love  unite  our  thoughts. 
Q.  Mar.  Great  king  of  England,  and  my 

gracious  lord  ;  [had* — 

The  mutual  conference  that  my  mind    hath 
By  day,  bynight;  waking,  andinmy  dreams; 
In  courtly  company,  or  at  my  beads, — 
With  you  mine  alder-liefcstt  sovereign. 
Makes  me  the  bolder  to  salute  my  king 
With  ruder  terms  ;  such  as  my  wit  affords 
And  over-joy  of  heart  doth  minister. 

K.  Hen.  Her  sightdid  ravish:  buthergrace 

in  speech. 
Her  words  y-clad  with  wisdom's  majesty, 
Makes   me,  from  wondering  fall  to   weeping 

joys, 

Such  is  the  fulness  of  my  heart's  content. — 
Lords,  with  one  cheerful  voice,  welcome  my 
love. 
All.  Long  live  queen  Margaret,  England's 

happiness  ! 
Q.  Mar.  We  thank  you  all.  [Flourish. 

*  lam   the   liolder  to   address  you,   liavinj   alreaiK' 
faimliarized  j'oii  to  ray  imagination, 
t  Beloved  above  all  things. 
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Suf.  My  lord  protector  so  it  please  your  grace, 
Here  are  the  articles  of  contracted  peace, 
Between  our  sovereign  and  the  French  king 

Charles, 
For  cijrhtcen  months  concluded  by  consent. 

Glo.  linearis.']  Impiimis.,  It  is rijjireed belicee?! 
iht  Frtnch  King,  Cliarks,  {mil  IVilliam  dt  la 
Poole,  viarquisof  Suffolk-, ambassador  for  Henri/ 
king  of  England, — that  the  said  Henry  shall  es- 
pouse the  lady  Margaret,  daughter  unto  Reign- 
icr  king  of  Naples,  Sicilia,  and  Jerusalem;  and 
crou-n  her  queen  of  England,  ere  the  thirtieth  of 

May  next  ensuing. Item, —  That  the  duichy 

of  An  jo  a  and  the  county  of  Maine,  shall  be  re- 
leased and  deiivcred  to  the  king  her  father 

K.  Hen.  Uncle,  how  now? 
Glo.  Pardon  me  gracious  lord; 
Some    sudden  qualm    hath   struck  me  at  the 

heart, 
And  dimm'd  mine  eyes,  that  1  can  read  no  fur- 
ther. 
K.Hen.  Uncle  of  Winchester,!  pray,  read  on. 
IVin.    Item, — It   is  further  agreed  between 
them, — that  the  dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
shall  be  released  and  delivered  over  to  the  king 
her  father ;  and  she  sent  over  of  the  king  of 
England'' s  own  proper  cost  and  charges,  without 
having  dowry. 

K.  Hen.  They  please  us  well. — Lord  mar- 
quis, kneel  down  ; 
We  here  create  thee  the  first  duke  of  Suffolk, 
And  girt  thee  with  the  sv,oi-d. — 
Cousin  of  York,  we  here  discharge  your  grace 
From  being  regent  in  the  parts  of  France, 
Till  term  of  eighteen  months  be  full  expir'd. — 
Thanks,   uncle     Winchester,  Gloster,    York, 

and  Buckingliam, 
Somerset,  Salisbury,  and  Warwick; 
We  thank  you  all  foi-  this  great  favour  done, 
In  entertainment  to  my  princely  queen. 
Come,  let  us  in;  and  with  all  speed  provide 
To  see  her  coronation  be  perform'd. 

\_Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Suffolk. 
Glo.  Brave  peers  of  England,  pillars  of  the 
state, 
To  you  duke  Kumjjhrey  must  unload  his  grief. 
Your  grief,  the  connnon  grief  of  all  the  land. 
What!  did  my  brother  Henry  spend  his  youth, 
His  valour,  coin,  and  people,  in  the  wars  ? 
Did  he  so  often  lodge  in  open  field. 
In  winter's  cold,  and  summer's  parching  heat, 
To  conquer  France,  his  true  inheritance? 
And  did  my  brother  Bedford  toil  his  wits, 
To  keep  by  policy  «  hat  Henry  got  ? 
Have  you  yourselves,  Somerset,  Buckingham, 
Brave  York,   Salisbury,  and  victorious  War- 
wick, 
Receiv'ddeep  scars  in  France  and  Normandy? 
Or  hath  my  uncle  Beaufort  and  mj'self, 
W^ith  all  the  learned  council  of  the  realm. 
Studied  so  long,  sat  in  the  council-house^ 
Early  and  late  debating  to  and  fro 
How  France  and  Frenchmen  might  be  kept  in 

awe  ? 
And  hath  his  highness  in  his  infancy 
Been  crown'd  in  Paris,  in  despite  of  foes? 
And  shall  these  labours,    and   these  honour?, 

die? 
Shall  Henry's  conquest,  Bedford's  vigilance. 
Your  deeds  of  war,  and  all  our  counsel,  die  ? 
O  peers  of  England,  sliameful  is  this  league  ! 
Fatal  tiiis  marriage,  cancelling  your  fame: 
Blotting  your  names  from  books  of  memory  : 
Razing  the  characters  of  your  renown; 
Defacing  monuments  of  conquer'd  France; 
Undoing  all,  as  all  had  never  been  I 


Car.  Nephew,  what  means  this  passionate 
discourse? 
This  peroration  with  such  circumstance  ?'^ 
For  France,  'tis  ours;  and  we  will  keep  itstill. 

Glo.  Ay,  uncle,  we  will  keep  it  if  we  can: 
But  now  it  is  impossible  we  should: 
Suffolk,  the    new-made  duke  that    rules  tlie 

roast, 
Hath  given  the  dutchies  of  Anjou  and  Maine 
Unto  the  poor  king  Reignier,  whose  large  style 
Agrees  not  with  the  leanness  of  his  purse. 
Sal.  Now,  by  the  death  of  him  that  died  for 
all,       ' 
These  counties  were  the  keys  of  Normandy  :— 
But  wherefore   weeps  Warwick,   my  valiant 
son? 
JVar.  For  grief,  that  they  are  past  recovery; 
For,  were  there  hope  to  conquer  them  again, 
My  sword  should  shed  hot  blood,  mine  eyes  no 

tears. 
Anjou  and  Maine !  myself  did  win  them  both; 
Those  provinces  these  arms  of  mine  did  con- 
quer : 
And  are  the  cities,  that  I  got  with  wounds, 
Deliver'd  up  again  with  peaceful  words? 
Mort  Dieu  ! 

York.  For  Suffolk's  duke — may  he  be  suffo- 
cate, 
That  dims  the  honour  of  this  warlike  isle! 
France  should  have   torn  and  rent   my  very 

heart. 
Before  I  would  have  jiclded  to  this  league. 
I  never  read  but  England's  kings  have  had 
Large  suras  of  gold,  and   dowries,  with  their 

wives : 
And  our  king  Henry  gives  away  his  own. 
To  match  with  her  that  brings  no  vantages. 

Glo.  A  proper  jest,  and  never  heard  before, 
That  Suffolk  should  demand  a  whole  fifteenth. 
For  costs  and  charges  in  transporting  her! 
She  should  have  staid  in  France,  and  starv'd 
in  France, 

Before 

Car.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  now  you  grow  too 
hot; 
It  was  the  pleasure  of  my  lord  the  king. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  I  know  yom 
mind ; 
'Tis  not  my  speeches  that  you  do  mislike, 
But  'tis  my  presence  that  doth  trouble  you. 
Rancour  will  out :  Proud  prelate,  in  thy  face 
I  see  thy  fury:  if  I  longer  stay. 
We  shall  begin  our  ancient  bickerings. t — 
Lordings,  farewell;  and  say  when  I  am  gone. 
I  prophesied — France  will  be  lost  ere  long. 

Exit- 
Car.  So  there  goes  our  protector  in  a  rage. 
'Tis  known  to  you  he  is  mine  enemy : 
Nay,  more,  an  enemy  unto  you  all; 
And  no  great  friend,  I  fear  me,  to  the  king. 
Consider,  lords,  he  is  the  next  of  blood. 
And  heir  apparent  to  the  English  crown  ; 
Had  Henry  got  an  empire  by  his  marriage. 
And  all  the  wealthy  kingdoms  of  the  west, 
There's  reason  he  should  be  displeas'd  at  it- 
Look  to  it,  lords;  let  not  his  smoothing  words 
Bewitch  your  hearts;  be   wise,    and  circum- 
spect. 
What  though  the  common  people  favour  him, 
Callinghim — Humphrey,  thegood  duke  of  Glos- 
ter ; 
Clapping  their  hands,    and  crying  with  loud 
Jesu  maintain  your  royal  excellence !      [voice — 
With — Godpreserve  the  good  duke  Humphrey  — 
*    I  hi?  speech  crowded  with  so  many  circuffistances 
of  a»cravation.  +  Skirmishi.nes. 


Hceut  //.] 

I  fear  me,  lords,  for  all  this  flattering  gloss, 
He  will  be  found  a  dangerous  protector. 

Buck.  Why  should  he  then  protect  our  sove- 
reign, 
He  being  of  age  to  govern  of  himself?— 
Cousin  of  Somerset,  join  you  with  me, 
A.nd  ail  together — with  the  duke  of  Suffolk, — 
We'll  quickly  hoise  duke  Humphrey  from  his 
seat. 
Car.  This  weighty  business  will  not  brook 
delay  ; 
I'll  to  the  diike  of  Suffolk  presently.         lExif. 
iiom.  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  though  Hum- 
phrey's pride, 
And  greatness  of  his  place  be  grief  to  us, 
Yet  let  us  watch  the  haughty  cardinal; 
His  insolence  is  more  intolerable 
Than  all  the  princes  in  the  land  beside; 
If  Gloster  be  displac'd,  he'll  be  protector. 
Buck.  Or  thou,  or  1,  Somerset,  will  be  pro- 
tector, 
Despight  duke  Humphrey,  or  the  cardinal. 

{^Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Somerset. 
Sal.  Pride  went   before,    ambition   follows 
him.  [meat. 

While  these  do  labour  for  their  own  prefer- 
Behoves  it  us  to  labour  for  the  realm. 
I  never  saw  but  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster 
Did  bear  him  like  a  noble  gentleman. 
Oft  have  I  seen  the  haughty  cardinal — 
Moie  like  a  soldier,  than  a  man  o'er  the  church, 
As  stout,  and  proud,  as  he  were  lord  of  all, — 
Swear  like  a  ruffian,  and  demean  himself 
Unlike  the  ruler  of  a  common-weal. — 
Warwick,  my  son,  the  comfort  of  my  age  ! 
Thy  deeds,  thy  plainness,  and  thy  house-keep- 
ing, 
Hath  won  the  greatest  favour  of  the  commons. 
Excepting  none  but  good  duke  Humphrey. — 
And,  brother  York,  thy  acts  in  Ireland, 
In  bringing  them  to  civil  discipline; 
Thy  late  exploits,  done  in  the  heart  of  France, 
When  thou  wert  regent  for  our  sovereign. 
Have  made  thee  fear'd,  and  honour'd,  of  the 

■  people: — 
Join  we  together  for  the  public  good; 
In  what  we  can  to  bridle  and  suppress 
The  pride  of  Suffolk,  and  the  cardinal, 
With  Somerset's  and  Buckingham's  ambition; 
And,  as  we  may,   cherish  duke  Humphrey's 

deeds, 
While  they  do  tend  the  profit  of  the  land. 
War.  So  God  help  Wai'wick,  as  he  loves  the 
land. 
And  common  profit  of  his  country ! 

York.  And  so  says  York,  for  he  hath  great- 
est cause. 
Sal.  Then  let's  make  haste  away,  and  look 

unto  the  main. 

War.  Unto  the  main !  0  father,  Maine  is  lost ; 

That  Maine,  which  by  main  force  Warwick  did 

win,  [last : 

And  would  have  kept,  so  long  as  breath  did 

Main  chance,  father,  you  meant;  but  I  meant 

Maine ; 
Which  I  will  win  from  France,  or  else  be  slain. 
\^Exeunt  Warwick  anrf  Salisbury. 
York.  Anjou  and  Maine  are  given  to  the 
French; 
Paris  is  lost;  the  state  of  Normandy 
Stands  on  a  tickle*  point,  now  they  are  gone: 
Suffolk  concluded  on  the  articles ; 
The  peers  agreed ;  and  Henry  was  well  pleas'd. 
To  change  two  dukedoms  for  a  duke's  fair 
daughter. 

For  ticklish. 
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I  cannot  blame  them  all;  what  is't  to  them? 
'Tis  thine  they  give  away,  and  not  their  own. 
Pirates  may  make  cheap  pennyworths  of  their 

pillage. 
And  purchase  friends,  and  give  to  courtezans, 
Still  revelling,  like  lords,  till  all  begone: 
While  as  the  silly  owner  of  the  goods 
Weeps    over   them   and    wrings  his  hapless 

hands,  [aloof. 

And  shakes  his   head,  and  trembling  stands 
While  all  is  shar'd,  and  all  is  borne  ;iway ; 
Ready  to  starve,  and  dare  not  touch  his  own. 
So  York  must  sit,  and  fret,  and  bite  his  tongue. 
While  his  own  lands  are  bargain'd  for,  and  sold. 
Methinks,  the  realms  of  England,  France,  and 

Ireland, 
Bear  that  proportion  to  my  flesh  and  blood, 
As  did  the  fatal  brand  Althea  burn'd. 
Unto  the  prince's  heart  of  Calydon.*' 
Anjou  and  Maine,  both  given  unto  the  French! 
Cold  news  for  me;  for  I  had  hope  of  France, 
Even  as  I  have  of  fertile  England's  soil. 
A  day  will  come,  when  York  sliall  claim  his 

own; 
And  therefore  I  will  take  the  Nevil's  parts. 
And  make    a    show    of  love  to  proud  duke 

Humphrey, 
And,  when  I  spy  advantage,  claim  the  crown. 
For  that's  the  golden  mark  I  seek  to  hit : 
Nor  shall  proud  Lancaster  usurp  my  right. 
Nor  hold  the  sceptre  in  his  childish  fist. 
Nor  wear  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 
Whose  church-like  humours  fit  not  fora  crown. 
Then,  York,  be  still  awhile,  till  time  do  serve: 
Watch  thou,  and  wake,  when  others  be  asleep. 
To  pry  into  the  secrets  of  the  state; 
'Till  Henry,  surfeiting  in  the  joys  of  love. 
With  his  new  bride,  and  England's  dear-bought 

queen,  [jars; 

And   Humphrey  with  the  peers  be   fall'n   at 
Then  will  I  raise  aloft  the  milk  white  rose. 
With  whose  sweet  smell   the  air  shall  be  per- 

fum'd; 
And  in  my  standard  bear  the  arms  of  York, 
To  grapple  with  the  house  of  Lancaster; 
And,  force  perforce,  I'll  make  him   yield  the 

crown. 
Whose  bookish  rule  hath  pull'd  fair  England 

down.  [Exit. 

SCENE  II. —  The  same. — a  room  in  the  Duke 
of  Gloster's  House. 

Enter  Gloster  and  the  Duchess. 
Duch.  Why  droops  my  lord,  like  over-ri- 

pen'd  corn. 
Hanging  the  head  at  Ceres' plenteous  load? 
Why  doth  the  great  duke  Humphrey  knit   his 

brows. 
As  frowning  at  the  favours  of  the  world? 
Why  are  thine  eyes  fix'd  to  the  sullen  earth, 
Gazing  on  that  which  seems  to  dim  the  sight? 
What  see'st  thou  there?  king  Henry's  diadem, 
Enchas'd  with  all  the  honours  of  tiie  word  ? 
If  so,  gaze  on,  and  grovel  on  thy  face. 
Until  thy  head  be  circled  with  the  same. 
Putforth  tiiy  hand,  reach  at  the  glorious  gold: — 
What,    is't  too    short?  I'll   lengthen    it  with 

mine : 
And,  having  both  together  heav'd  it  up. 
We'll  both  together  lift  our  heads  to  heaven; 
And  never  more  abase  our  sight  so  low. 
As  to  vouchsafe  one  glance  unto  the  ground. 

*  .Meleager;  whose  life  was  lo  continue  only  so  long 
as  a  certain  firebrHnd  sliould  last.  His  motlier  Althea 
having  thiown  it  into  the  fire,  he  expired  iu  torment. 
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Glo.  O  Nell,  sweet  Nell,  if  thou  dost  love 

thy  lord, 
Banish  the  canker  of  ambitious  thoughts: 
And  may  that  thought,  when  1  imagine  ill 
Against  my  king  and  nephew,  virtuous  Henry, 
Be  my  last  breathing  in  this  moi  tal  world? 
My  troublous  dream  this  night  doth  make  me 

sad. 
Duck.  What  dream'd  my  lord 

I'll  requite  it 
With  sweet  rehearsal  of  my  morning's  dream. 
Glo.  Methought,  this  stafl',  mine  office-badge 

in  court, 
"Was  broken  in  twain,  by  whom,  I  have  forgot, 
But,  as  I  think,  it  was  by  the  cardinal; 
And  on  the  pieces  of  the  broken  wand 
Were  plac'd  the   heads   of  Edmond   duke  of 

Somerset, 
And  William  de  la  Poole  first  duke  of  Suffolk. 
This  was  my  dream  ;  what  it  doth  bode,  God 

knows. 
Duch.  Tut,  this  was  nothing  but  an  argu- 
ment. 
That  he  that  breaks  a  stick  of  Gloster's  grove. 
Shall  lose  his  head  for  his  presumption. 
But  list  to  me,  my  Humphrey,  my  sweet  duke: 
Methought,  I  sat  in  seat  of  majesty, 
In  the  cathedral  church  of  Westminster, 
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Duch.  What  say'st  thou,  majesty !  I  am  but 

grace. 
Hume.  But  by  the  grace  of  God,  and  Hume's 

advice, 
Your  grace's  title  shall  be  multiplied. 
Duch.  What  say'st  thou,  man  ?  hast  thou  as 
yet  conferr'd    ^ 
With  Margery  Jourdain,the  cunning  witch; 
tell  me,  and  |  And  Roger  Bolingbroke,  the  conjurer? 
And  will  they  undertake  to  do  me  good? 
Hume.  This  they  have  promised, — to  show 
your  highness 
A  spirit  rais'd  from  depth  of  under  ground. 
That  shall  make  answer  to  such  questions, 
As  by  your  grace  shall  be  propounded  him. 
Duel).  It   is    enough  ;    I'll  think   upon  the 
questions : 
When  from  Saint  Albans  we  do  make   return, 
We'll  see  these  things  effected  to  the  full. 
Here,  Hume,  take  this  reward;  make  merry. 

man. 
With  thy  confederates  in  this  weighty  cause. 

[£.1('<  DUCHES.S. 

Hume.  Hume   must   make  merry  with  the 

duchess'  gold;  [Hume? 

Marry,  and   shall.     But    how  now,  Sir  John 

i  Seal  up  your  lips,   and  give  no  words  but — 

I  The  business  asketh  silent  secrecy.         [mum! 


And  in  that  chair  where  kings  and  queens  are   Dame  Eleanor  gives  gold,  to  bring. the  witch; 


crown'd; 


[me.   Gold  cannot  come  amiss,  were  she  a  devil. 


Where  Henry,  and  dame  Margaret,  kneel'd  to  Yet  have  I  gold,  flies  from  another  coast 


And  on  my  head  did  set  the  diadem 

Glo.  Nay,  Eleanor,  then  must  I  chide  out 
right: 
Presumptuous  dame,  ill-nurtur'd*  Eleanor ! 
Art  thou  not  second  woman  in  the  realm; 
And  the  protector's  wife,  belov'd  of  him  ? 
Hast  thou  not  worldly  pleasure  at  command, 
Above  the  reach  or  compass  of  thy  thought  ? 
And  wilt  thou  still  be  hammering  treachery. 
To  tumble  down  thy  husband  and  thyself. 
From  top  of  honoui  to  disgrace's  feet  ? 
Away  from  me,  and  let  me  hear  no  more. 


I  dare  not  say  from  the  rich  cardinal. 

And  from  the   great  and   new-made  duke  of 

Suffolk ; 
Yet  I  do  find  it  so:  for  to  be  plain,         [mour, 
They,  knowing  dame  Eleanor's  aspiring  hu- 
Have  hired  me  to  undermine  the  duchess, 
And  buz  these  conjurations  in  her  brain, 
They  say,  a  crafty  knave  does  need  no  broker; 
Yet  am  I  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal's  broker. 
Hume,  if  youtake  not  heed,  you  shall  go  near 
To  call  them  both — a  pair  of  crafty  knaves. 
Well,  so  it  stands:  and  tlius,  I  fear,  at  last, 


Duch.  What,  what, my  lord!  areyousocho-  Hume's  knavery  will  be  the  duchess' wreck; 

And  her  attainture  will  be  Humphrey's  fall : 
Sort  how  it  will,*  I  shall  have  gold  for  all. 

\_Exit. 


leric 
With  Eleanor,  for  telling  but  her  dream  ? 
Next  time,  I'll  keep  my  dreams  unto  myself, 
And  not  be  check'd. 

Glo.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  I  am  pleas'd  again. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord  protector,  'tis   his  highness' 
pleasure. 
You  do  prepare  to  ride  unto  Saint  Albans, 
Whereast    the  king  and    queen   do  mean  to 
hawk. 
Glo.  I  go. — Come,  Nell,  thou  wilt  ride  with 

us? 
Duch.  Yes,  good  my  lord,  I'll  follow  pres- 
ently. 

[^Exeunt  Gloster  and  Messenger. 
Follow  I  must,  I  cannot  go  before. 
While  Gloster  bears  this  base  and  humble  mind. 
Were  I  a  man,  a  duke,  and  next  of  blood, 
I  would  remove  these  tedious  stumbling-blocks. 
And   smooth   my   way   upon   their    headless 

necks: 
And,  being  a  woman,  I  will  not  be  slack 
To  play  my  part  in  fortune's  pageant. 
Where  are  you  there  ?  Sir  John  !i  nay,   fear 

not,  man, 
We  are  alone ;  here  none  but  thee,  and  I. 
Enter  Hume. 
Hume.  Jesu  preserve  your  royal  majesty  ! 

*  Ill-educated.  t  Vkt^^   en,  I 

i  AtitI*  frequently  bestowed  on  the  clergy. 


SCENE  III.— The  same.— A  Room  in  the  Pa- 
lace. 
Enter  Peter,  and  others,  with  Petitions. 

1  Pet.  My  masters,  let's  stand  close;  my 
lord  protector  will  come  this  way  bj'  and  by, 
and  then  we  may  deliver  our  supplications  in 
the  quill. t 

2  Pet.  Marry,  the  Lord  protect  him,  for  he's 
a  good  man!  Jesu  bless  him! 

Enter  Suffolk,  and  Queen  Margaret. 

1  Pet.  Here  'a  comes,  methiuks,  and  the 
queen  with  him:  I'll  be  the  first,  sure. 

2  Pet.  Come  back,  fool;  this  is  the  duke  of 
Suffolk,  and  not  my  lord  protector. 

Suff.  How  now,  fellow?  would'stany  thing 
with  me  ? 

1  Pet.  I  pray,  my  lord,  pardon  me!  I  took 
ye  for  my  lord  protector. 

Q,.  Mar.  [Reading  the  superscription.]  To 
my  lord  protector  !  are  yovu"  supi)lications  to 
his  lordship?  Let  me  see  them:  What  is  thine? 

1  Pet.  Mine  is,  an't  please  your  grace, 
against  Jolni  Goodman,  mj'  lord  cardinal's 
man,  for  keeping  my  house,  and  lands,  and 
wife,  and  all,  from  me. 

'  *  Let  luC  isjue  IjB  what  it  Will. 
t  With  great  exarfness  jnd  observance  of  form. 


Scene  III.] 
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Snf.  Thy  wife  too?  that  is  some  wrong-,  in- 
deed.— Wliat's  yours? — VV' hat's  here!  [^Keads.'] 
Aii;ain)it  (he  duke  of  Suffolk,  for  enclosing,  Ike 
commons  of  Melford. — How  now,  sir  knave? 

2  Pel.  Alas,  Sir,  I  am  but  a  poor  petitioner 
of  our  wiiole  township. 

Peter.  IPreseiiting  his  petition.]  Against  my 
master,  Thomas  Horner,  for  saying.  That  tlie 
duke  of  York  was  rightful  heir  to  the  crown. 

Q,.  Mar.  What  say 'st  thou?  Did  the  duke  of 
York  say,  he  was  rightful  heir  to  tlie  crown? 

Peter.  That  my  master  was  ?  No,  forsooth : 
my  master  said.  That  he  was;  and  that  the 
king  was  an  usurper. 

Suf.  Whoisthere?  [^Enter servants.'] — Take 
this  fellow  in,  and  send  for  his  master  with  a 
pursuivant  presently : — we'll  hear  more  of  your 
matter  before  the  king. 

[^E.xeunt  servants,  with  Peter. 

Q.  Mar. — And  as   for  you,  that  love  to  be 
protected 
Under  the  wings  of  our  protector's  grace, 
Begin  your  suits  anew,  and  sue  to  him. 

[  Tears  the  petition. 
Away,  base  cullions  !* — Suffolk,  let  them  go. 

All.  Come,  let's  be  gone. 

\_Exeunt.  Petitioners. 

Q.  Mar.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,  say,  is  this  the 
guise, 
Is  this  the  fashion  in  the  court  of  England  ? 
Is  this  the  government  of  Britain's  isle. 
And  this  the  royalty  of  Albion's  king  ? 
What,  shall  king  Henry  be  a  pupil  still, 
Under  the  surly  Gloster's  governance? 
Am  I  a  queen  in  title  and  in  style, 
And  must  be  made  a  subject  to  a  duke? 
I  tell  thee,  Poole,  when  in  the  city  Tours 
Thou  ran'sta  tilt  in  honour  of  my  love. 
And  stol'st  away  the  lady's  hearts  of  France; 
I  thought  king  Henry  had  resembled  thee, 
In  courage,  courtship,  and  proportion: 
But  all  his  mind  is  bent  to  holiness, 
To  number  Ave-Maries  on  his  beads : 
His  champions  are — the  prophets  and  apostles; 
His  weapons,  holy  sawst  of  sacred  writ; 
His  study  is  his  tilt-yard,  and  his  loves 
Are  brazen  images  of  canoniz'd  saints. 
I  would,  the  college  of  cardinals  [Rome, 

Would  choose  him  pope,  and  carry  him  to 
And  set  the  triple  crown  upon  his  head ; 
That  were  a  state  fit  for  his  holiness. 

Suf.  Madam,  be  patient :  as  I  was  cause 
Your  highness  came  to  England,  so  will  I 
In  England  work  your  grace's  full  content. 

Q.  Mar.  Beside  the  haught  protector,  have 
we  Beaufort, 
The  imperious  churchman ;  Somerset,  Buck- 
ingham, [these, 
And  grumbling  York:  and   not  the  least  of 
But  can  do  more  in  England  than  the  king. 

Suf.  And  he  of  these,  that  can  do  most  of 
all, 
Cannot  do  more  in  England  than  the  Nevils: 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  are  no  simple  peers. 

Q.  Mar.  Not  all  these  lords  do  vex  me  half 
so  much. 
As  that  proud  dame,  the  lord  protector's  wife. 
She  sweeps  it  through  the  court  with  troops  of 
ladies,  [wife; 

More  like  an  empress  than  duke  Humphrey's 
Strangers  in  court  do  take  her  for  the  queen; 
She  bears  a  duke's  revenues  on  her  back. 
And  in  her  heart  she  scorns  her  poverty : 
Shall  I  not  live  to  be  aveng'd  on  her  ? 
Contemptuous  base-born  callat+  as  she  is, 
*  Scoundrels  t  Saying?.        J  Drab,  trull. 


She  vaunted  'mongst  her  minions  t'other  day. 
The  very  train  of  her  worst  wearing-gown 
Was  better  worth  than  all  my  father's  lands, 
Till  Suilblk  gave  two  dukedoms  for  his  daugh- 
ter, 
Suf.  Madam,  myself  have  lim'd  a  bush  for 
her ; 
And  plac'd  a  quire  of  such  enticing  birds, 
That  she  will  light  to  listen  to  the  lays, 
And  never  mount  to  trouble  you  again. 
So,  let  her  rest:  And,  madam,  list  to  me ; 
For  1  am  bold  to  counsel  you  in  this. 
Although  we  fancy  not  the  cardinal. 
Yet  must  we  join  with  him,  and  with  the  lords, 
Till  we  have  brought  duke  Humphrey  in  dis 

grace. 
As  for  the  duke  of  York, — this  late  complfMnt*' 
Will  make  but  little  for  his  benefit: 
So,  one  by  one,  we'll  weed  them  all  at  last, 
And  you  yourself  shall  steer  the  happy  helm. 

Enter  Xmg  Henrv,  York,  anrf  Somerset,  con 
versing   with  him;  Duke    and  Duchess  of 
Gloster,  Cart/JHa/BEAUFORT,  Buchingham, 
Salisbury,  and  Warwick. 

K.  Hen.  For  my  part,  noble  lords,  I  care 
not  which ; 
Or  Somerset,  or  York,  all's  one  to  me. 

ForA:.  If  York  have  ill  demean'd  himself  in 
France, 
Then  let  him  be  denay'dt  the  regentship. 

Som.  If  Somerset  be  unworthy  of  the  place. 
Let  York  be  regent,  I  will  yield  to  him. 

War.  Whether  your  grace  be  worthy,  yea, 
or  no. 
Dispute  not  that :  York  is  the  worthier. 

Car.  Ambitious    Warwick,  let   thy  betters 

speak. 
War.  The  cardinal's  not  my  better  in  the 

field. 
Buck.  All  in  this  presence  are  thy  betters, 

Warwick. 
War.  Warwick  may  live  to  be  the  best  of 
all. 

Sal.  Peace,  son; and  show  some  reason, 

Buckingham, 
Why  Somerset  should  be  prcferr'd  in  this. 
Q.  Mar.  Because  the  king,    forsooth,  will 

have  it  so. 
Glo.  Madam,  the  king  is  old  enough  himself 
To  give  his  censure  :t  these  are  no  women's 
matters. 
Q.  Mar.  If  he  be  old  enough,  what  needs 
your  grace 
To  be  protector  of  his  excellence  ? 

Glo.  Madam,  I  am  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And,  at  his  pleasure,  will  resign  my  place. 
Suf.  Resign  it  then,  and  leave  thine  inso- 
lence, [thou?) 
Since   thou  wert  king,   (as   who  is  king  but 
The  commonwealth  hath  daily   run  to  wreck: 
The  Dauphin  hath  prevail'd  beyond  the  seas; 
And  all  the  peers  and  nobles  of  the  realm 
Have  been  as  bondmen  to  thy  sovereignty. 
Car.  The   commons  hast  thou   rack'd;  the 
clergy's  bags 
Are  lank  and  lean  with  thy  extortions. 

Som.  Thy  sumptuous   buildings,  and    thy 
wife's  attire, 
Have  cost  a  mass  of  public  treasury. 
Buck.  Thy  cruelty  in  execution, 

*  [.  e  The  •ompiaini  of  Peter  the  armourer's  man 
a:ainst  his  master. 

f  Denay  is  Irequeiitly  used  instead  of  deny  among  the 
old  writers. 

t  Cen«urc  here  mean;  simply  jodgmeijt  or  opinioo. 
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Upon  offendei's,  hath  exceeded  law, 

And  left  thee  to  the  mercy  of  the  law. 

Q.  Mar.  Thy  sale  of  offices,  and  towns  in 
France, — 
If  they  were  known,  as  the  suspect  is  great, — 
Would  make  thee  quickly  hop  without  thy  head 
\^Exil  Gloster.     Tke  Queen  drops  her  Fan. 
Give  me  my  fan  :  What,  minion  !  can  you  not? 
[  Crives  the  Duchess  a  box  on  the  Ear. 
I  cry,  you  mercy,  madam  ;  Was  it  you  ? 
Duch.  Was't  1  ?  yea,  I  it  was,  proud  French- 
woman : 
Could  I  come  near  your  beauty  with  my  nails, 
I'd  set  my  ten  commandments  in  your  face.* 
K.  Hen.  Sweet  aunt,  be  quiet ;  'twas  against 

lier  will. 
Duch.  Against  her  will !  Good  king,  look 
to't  in  time  ; 
She'll  hamper  thee,  and  dandle  thee  like  a  baby: 
Though  in  this  place  most  master  wear  no 

breeches. 

She  shall  not  strike  dame  Eleanor  unreveng'd. 

lExit  Duchess. 

Buck.  Lord  cardinal,  I  will  follow  Eleanor, 

And  listen  after  Humphrey,  how  he  proceeds  : 

She's  tickled  now;  her  fume  can  need  no  spurs, 

She'll  gallop  fast  enough  to  her  destruction. 

\_Exit  Buckingham 

Re-enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  Now,  lords,  my  choler  being  over-blown? 
With  walking  once  about  the  quadrangle, 
I  come  to  talk  of  commonwealth  affairs. 
As  for  your  spiteful  false  objections, 
Prove  them,  and  I  lie  open  to  the  law  : 
But  God  in  mercy  so  deal  witli  my  soul, 
As  I  in  duty  love  my  king  and  country  ! 
But,  to  the  matter  that  we  have  in  hand  : 
I  say,  my  sovereign,  York  is  meetest  man 
To  be  your  regent  in  the  realm  of  France. 

Suf.  Before  we  make  election,  give  me  leave 
To  show  some  reason,  of  no  little  force, 
That  York  is  most  unmeet  of  any  man. 

York.  r\\  tell  thee,  Suffolk,  why  I  am  un- 
meet. 
First,  for  I  cannot  flatter  thee  in  pride : 
jVe'it,  if  1  be  appointed  for  the  place, 
My  lord  of  Somerset  will  keep  me  here, 
Without  discharge,  money,  or  furniture, 
Till  France  be  won  into  the  Dauphin's  hands. 
Last  time,  I  danc'd  attendance  on  his  will, 
Till  Paris  was  besieg'd,  famish'd,  and  lost. 

JVar.  That  I  can  witness  ;  and  a  fouler  fact 
Did  never  traitor  in  the  land  commit. 

Suf.  Peace,  head-strong  Warwick  I 

JVar.  Image  of  pride,  why  should  I  hold  my 
peace  ? 

Enter  se7Tantsof  SvFFOhK,  bringing  in  Horner 
and  Peter. 
Suf.  Because  here  is  a  man  accus'd  of  trea- 
son: 
Pray  God,  the  duke  of  York  excuse  himself! 
York.  Doth  any  one  accuse  York  for  a  trai- 
tor? 
K.  Hen.  What  mean'st  thou,   Suffolk?  tell 

me  :  What  are  these  ? 
Suf  Please  it  your  majesty,  this  is  the  man 
That  doth  accuse  his  master  of  high  treason  : 
His  words  were  these  ; — that  Richard,  duke  of 

York. 
Was  rightful  heir  unto  the  English  crown  ; 
And  that  your  majesty  was  an  usurper. 

K.  Hen.  Say,  man,  were  these  thy  words  ? 
Hor.  An't  shall  please  your  majesty, Inever 

*  The  marks  of  hrr  fincprsaml  ihiirrfi'. 
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said  nor  thought  any  such  matter :  God  is  my 
witness,  I  am  falsely  accused  by  the  villain. 

Fet.  By  these  ten  bones,  my  lords,  [^Holding 
up  his  Hands.']  he  did  speak  them  to  me  in  the 
garret  one  night,  as  we  were  scouring  my  lord 
of  York's  armour. 

York.  Base  dunghill  villain,  and  mechanical, 
I'll  have  thy  head  forthisthy  traitor's  speech  :- 
I  do  beseech  your  royal  majesty, 
Let  him  have  all  the  rigour  of  the  law. 

Hor.  Alas,  my  lord,  hang  me,  if  ever  I  spake 
the  words.  My  accuser  is  my  prentice ;  and 
when  i  did  correct  him  for  his  fault  the  other 
day,  he  did  vow  upon  his  knees  he  would  be 
even  with  me  :  I  have  good  witness  of  this ; 
therefore,  I  beseech  your  majesty,  do  not  cast 
away  an  honest  man  for  a  villain's  accusation. 

K  Hen.  Uncle,  what  shall  we  say  to  this  io 
law? 

Glo.  This  doom,  my  lord,  if  I  may  judge- 
Let  Somerset  be  regent  o'er  the  French, 
Because  in  York  this  breeds  suspicion : 
And  let  these  have  a  day  appointed  them 
For  single  combat  in  convenient  place  ; 
For  he  hath  witness  of  his  servant's  malice  : 
This  is  the  law,  and  this  duke  Humphrey's 
doom. 

K.  Hen.  Then  be  it  so.  My  lord  of  Somerset, 
We  make  your  grace    lord    regent  o'er  the 
French. 

Som.  I  humbly  thank  your  royal  majesty. 

Hor.  And  I  accept  the  combat  willingly. 

Pet.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  cannot  light ;  for  God's 
sake,  pity  my  case  !  the  spite  of  man  prevaileth 
against  me.  O,  Lord,  have  mercy  upon  me !  I 
shall  never  be  able  to  fight  ablow:  0  Lord, my 
heart ! 

Glo.  Sirrah,  or  you  must  fight,  or  else  be 
hang'd. 

K.  Hen.    Away  with  them  to  prison :  and 
the  day 
Of  combat  shall  be  the  last  of  the  next  month. 
Come,  Somerset,  we'll  see  thee  sent  away. 

[^Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.— The  same.— The  duke  of  Glos- 
ter's  Garden. 

Enter    Margery  Jocrdain,   Hume,   Socth- 

WELL,    and  BoLINGBROKE. 

Hume.  Come,  my  masters  ;  the  duchess,  I 
tell  you,  expects  performance  ofyour  promises. 

Baling.  Master  Hume,  we  are  therefore 
provided :  Will  her  ladyship  behold  and  hear 
our  exorcisms  ?* 

Hume.  Ay;  What   else?  fear  you  not  her 
courage. 

Baling.  I  have  heard  her  reported  to  be  a 
woman  of  an  invincible  spirit :  But  it  shall  be 
convenient,  master  Hume,  that  you  be  by  her 
aloft,  while  we  be  busy  below  ;  and  so,  1  pray 
you,  go  in  God's  name,  and  leave  us.  [Exit. 
Hume.]  Mother  Jourdain,  be  you  prostrate, 
and  grovel  on  the  earth  :— John  Southwell, 
read  you ;  and  let  us  to  our  work. 
Enter  Duchess,  above. 

Duch.  Well  said,  ray  masters  ;  and  welcome 

all.  To  this  geer;t  the  sooner  the  better. 

Baling.   Patience,  good  lady  ;  wizards  know 

their  times  : 

Deep  night,  darknight,  the  silent  of  the  night. 

The  time  of  night  when  Troy  was  set  on  fire  ; 

-  By  exorcise  Shakspearc   invarially  means  In  raise 
ipirils,  anJ  not  to  lay  them, 
f  Ma'ter  or  biisines'. 


Scene  /.] 

The  time  when  screech-owls  cry,  and  ban- 
dogs* howl, 

And  spirits  walk,  and  ghosts  break  up  their 
graves, 

That  time  best  fits  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 

Madam,  sit  you,  and  fear  not ;  whom  we  raise, 

Wc  will  make  last  within  a  hallow'd  verge. 

[  Here  Ihey perform  the  Ceremonies  appertaining, 
and  make  the  Circle ;  Bolingbroke,  or 
Southwell,  reads,  Conjuro,  te,  &.c.  It  thun- 
ders and  lightens  terribly;  then  the  Spirit 
riseth. 

Spir.  Adsum. 
M.  Jourd.  Asmath, 
By  the  eternal  God,  whose  name  and  power 
Thou  tremblest  at,  answer  that  1  shall  ask ; 
For,  till  thou  speak,  thou  shalt  not  pass  from 
hence, 
Spir.  Ask  what  thou  wilt : — That  I  had  said 

and  done ! 
Boling.  First  of  the  king.   JVlial  shall  of  him 
become  ?  [Reading  out  of  a  Paper. 

Spir.  The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall 
depose ; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 
\_As  the  Spirit  speaks,  Southwell  writes  the 

answer. 
Boling.  What  fate  aivaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk  ? 
Spir.  By  water  shall    he  die,  and  take  his 

end. 
Boling.   JUiat  shall  befall  the  duke  of  Somer- 
set ? 
Spir.  Let  him  shun  castles  ; 
Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plains 
Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 
Have  done,  for  more  I  hardly  can  endure. 
Boling.  Descend  to  darkness,  and  the  burn- 
ing lake : 
False  fiend,  avoid ! 
[  Thunder  and  Lightning.    Spirit  descends. 
Enter  York  and  Buckingham,  hastily,  with 

their  Guards,  and  others. 

York.  Lay  hands  upon  these  traitors,  and 

their  trash.  [inch. — 

Beldame,    I   think,    we    watch'd   you    at  an 

What,  madam,  are  you  there?  the  king  and 

commonweal 
Are  deeply  indebted  for  this  piece  of  pains  ; 
My  lord  protector  will,  I  doubt  it  not. 
See  you  well  guerdon'dt  for  these  good  deserts. 
Duch.  Not  half  so  bad  as  thine  to  England's 
king, 
Injurious  duke ;    that  threat'st   where  is  no 
cause. 
Buck.  Ti-ue  madam,  none  at  all.  What  call 
you  this  ?  \_Showing  her  the  papers. 

Away  with  them  ;  let  them  be  clapp'd  up  close, 
And  kept  asunder : — You,  madam,  shall  with 

us : 
Stafibrd,  take  her  to  thee. — 

[£,rt<  Duchess /rom  above. 
We'll  see  your  trinkets  here  all  forth-coming  ; 
All. — Away ! 

\_Exeunl  Guards,  with  South.  Boling.  8^c. 
York.    Lord   Buckingham,    methinks,    you 
watch'd  her  well : 
A  pretty  plot,  well  chosen  to  build  upon  ! 
A'ow,  pray,  my  lord,  let's  see  the  devil's  writ. 
What  have  we  here  ?  [_Reads. 

The  duke  yet  lives,  that  Henry  shall  depose ; 
But  him  outlive,  and  die  a  violent  death. 
Why,  tliis  is  just, 
Aio  te,JEacida,  Romanos  vincere posse . 

*  Village-dngs.  i  Rewarded. 

Vol.  ir 
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AVell,  to  tlie  rest: 

Tell  me  vjliol  fate  awaits  the  duke  of  Suffolk  f 

By  water  .sliail  he  die.  and  take  his  end. — 

JVhat  shall  betide  the  duke  of  So7nerset  ? 

Let  /mnshun  ra.'ilics; 

Safer  shall  he  be  upon  the  sandy  plain.-!. 

Than  where  castles  mounted  stand. 

Come,  come,  my  lords  ; 

These  oracles  are  hardily  attain'd. 

And  hardly  understood.  [Albans. 

The   king  is  now  in  progress  toward   Saint 
With  him,  the  husband  of  this  lovely  lady  : 
Thither  go  these   news,   as   fast  as  horse  can 

carry  them  ; 
A  sorry  breakfast  for  my  lord  protector. 
Buck.  Your  grace  shall  give  me  leave,  inv 
lord  of  York, 
To  be  the  post,  in  hope  of  his  reward. 

York.  At  your  pleasure,  my  good  lord.-^ 
Who's  within  there,  ho ! 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Invite  my  lords  of  Salisbury,  and  Warwick, 
To  sup  with  me  to-morrow  night. — Away  ! 

^Exeunt. 
ACT  II. 
SCENE  L— Saint  Albans. 
Enter  King  Henry,  Queen  Margaret,  Glos- 
ter,  Cardinal,  and  Suffolk,  with  Falcon- 
ers hollaing. 

Q.  Mar.  Believe  me,  lords,   for   flying  at 
the  brook,'* 
I  saw  not  better  sport  these  seven  years'  day : 
Yet,  by  your  leave,  the  wind  was  very  high  ; 
And,  ten  to  one,  old  Joan  had  not  gone  out. 
K.  Hen.  But  what  a  point,  my  lord,  your 
falcon  made. 
And  what  a  pitch  she  flew  above  the  rest ! — 
To  see  how  God  in  all  his  creatures  works  ! 
Yea,  man  and  birds,  are  faint  of  climbing  high. 

Suf.  No  marvel,  an  it  like  your  majesty, 
My  lord  protector's  hawks  do  tower  so  well ; 
They  know  their  master  loves  to  be  aloft. 
And    bears   his  thoughts    above    his  falcon's 
pitch. 
Glo.  My  lord,  'tis  but  a  base  ignoble  mind 
That  mounts  no  higher  than  a  bird  can  soar. 
Car.  I  thought  as  much  ;  he'd  be  above  the 

clouds. 
Glo.  Ay,  my  lord  cardinal ;  How  think  you 
by  that? 
Were  it  not  good,   your  grace  could   fly  to 
heaven  ? 
K.  Hen.  The  treasury  of  everlasting  joy  ! 
Car.  Thy  heaven  is  on  earth :  thine  eyes 
and  thoughts 
Beat  on  a  crown, t  the  treasure  of  thy  heart; 
Pernicious  protector,  dangerous  peer,    [weal  1 
That  smooth'st  it  so  with  king  and  common- 
Glo.    What    cardinal,    is   your   priesthood 
grown  peremptory  ? 
TantcEne  animis  coelestibus  ircc  1  [malice  ; 

Churchmen   so   hot  ?  good  uncle,  hide    such 
With  such  holiness  can  you  do  it  ? 

Suf.  No  malice.  Sir ;  no  more  than  well  be- 
comes 
So  good  a  quarrel,  and  so  bad  a  peer. 
Glo.  As  who,  my  lord? 
Suf.  Why,  as  you,  my  lord  ; 
An't  like  your  lordly  lord-protectorship. 

Glo.   Why    Suffolk,   England   knows  thine. 

insolence. 
Q.  Mar.  And  thy  ambition,  Gloster. 

•  The  falconer's  term  for  hawkin?  at  water  fowl. 
f  Fond,    tt  t-  Thv  mind  is  workin?  on  a  crowii. 
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K.  Hen.  I  pi'ythec,  peace,  [peers. 

Good  queen ;  and  whet  not  on  these  furious 
For  blessed  are  the  peacemakers  on  earth. 

Car-  Let  me  be  blessed  for  the  peace  I  make 
Against  this  proud  protector,  with  my  sword  ! 
Glo.  'Faith,  holy  uncle,  'would  'twere  come 
to  that !  [Aside  to  the  Cardinal. 

Car.  Marry,  when  thou  dar'st.  [  Aside. 

Glo.  Make  up  no  factious  numbers  for  the 
matter, 
In  thine  own  person  answer  thy  abuse.  \^  Aside. 
Car.  A}',  where  thou  dar'st  not  peep  :  an  if 
thou  dar'st 
This  evening  on  the  east  side  of  the  grove. 

\^  Aside. 
K.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 
Car.  Believe  nie,  cousin  Gloster,  [ly, 

Had  not  your  man  put  up  the  fowl  so  sudden- 
We  had  had  more  sport. — Come  with  thy  two- 
hand  sword.  [Aside  to  Glo. 
Glo.  True  uncle. 
Car.  Are  you  advis'd  ? — the  east  side  of  the 

grove  ?  ^ 

Glo.  Cardinal,  I  am  with  you.  [Aside. 

K.  Hen.  Why,  how  now,  uncle  Gloster? 
Glo.  Talking  of  hawking ;  nothing  else,  my 
lord.— 
j\ow,  by  God's  mother,  priest,  I'll  shave  your 

crown  for  this. 
Or  all  my  fence*  shall  fail.  [Aside. 

Gar.  Medice  teipsum : 
Protector,  see  to't  well,  protect  yourself. 

[Aside. 
K.  Hen.  The  winds  grow  high  ;  so  do  your 
stomachs,  lords. 
How  Irksome  is  this  music  to  my  heart ! 
When  such  strings  jar,  what  hope  of  harmony  ? 
1  pray,  my  lords,  let  me  compound  this  strife. 
Enter  an  Inhabitant  of  Saint  Albans,  crying, 
A  Miracle ! 
Glo.  What  means  this  noise  ? 
Fellow,  what  miracle  dost  thou  proclaim  ? 
Inhab.  A  miracle  !  a  miracle ! 
Sitf.   Come  to  the  king,  and  tell  him  what 

miracle. 
Inhab.  Forsooth,  a  blind  man  at  Saint  Al- 
ban's  shrine, 
AVithin  this  half  hour,  hath  receiv'd  his  sight ; 
A  man,  that  ne'er  saw  in  his  life  before. 

K.  Hen.  Now,  God  be  prais'd  I   that  to  be- 
lieving souls 
Gives  light  in  darkness,  comfort  in  despair  .' 

Enter  the  Mayor  o/Sa/n^  Albans,  aiidhis Breth- 
ren; and  SiMPCox,  borne  between  two  per- 
sons in  a  Chair:  his  Wife,  and  a  great  multi- 
tude following. 

Car.  Here  come  the  townsmen  on  procession, 
To  present  your  highness  with  the  man. 
-K.  Hen.  Great  is  his  comfort  in  this  earthly 
vale, 
Although  by  his  sight  his  sin  be  multiplied. 
Glo.  Stand  b}',  my  masters,  bring  him  near 
the  king, 
His  highness'  pleasure  is  to  talk  with  him 
K.  Hen.  Good  fellow,  tell  us  here  the  cir- 
cumstance, 
That  we  for  thee  may  glorify  the  Lord. 
AVhat,  hast  thou  been  long  blind,  and  now  re- 
stor'd  ? 
Sim/).  Born  blind,  an't  please  your  grace. 
JVife.  Ay,  indeed,  was  he. 
Suf  What  woman  is  this  ? 
IVife.  His  wife,  an't  like  your  worship. 
"  Fenop  fj  (he  art  of  defeDtc. 


[Aiil  U. 

Glo.   Had'st  thou  been  his  mother,  thow 

could'st  have  better  told. 
K.  Hen.  Where wert  thou  born? 
Simp.   At  Berwick  in  the  north,  an't  like 

your  grace. 
K.  Hen.   Poor   soul!  God's  goodness   hath 
been  great  to  thee : 
Let  never  day  nor  night  unhallow'd  pass, 
But  still  remember  what  the  Lord  hath  done. 
Q.  Mar.  Tell  me,  good  fellow,  cam'st  thou 
here  by  chance. 
Or  of  devotion,  to  tliis  holy  shrine  ? 

Simp.  God  knows,  of  pure  devotion  ;  being 
call'd 
A  hundred  times,  and  oftener,  in  my  sleep 
By  good  Saint  Alban ;   who   said, — Sirnpcox^ 

come ; 
Coyne,  offer  at  my  slwine,  and  Iivill  help  thee. 
Wife.  Most  true,  forsooth  ;  and  many  time 
and  oft 
Myself  have  heard  a  voice  to  call  him  so. 
Car.  What,  art  thou  lame  ? 
Simp.  Ay,  God  Almighty  help  me  ! 
Suf.  How  cam'st  thou  so  ? 
Simp.  A  fall  offof  atree. 
Wife.  A  plum-tree,  master. 
Glo.  How  long  hast  thou  been  blind  ? 
Simp.  O,  boin  so,  master. 
Glo.  What,  and  would'st  climb  a  tree  ? 
Simp.  But  that  in  all  my  life,  when  I  was  u 

youth. 
Wife.    Too  true ;  and   bought  his  climbing: 

very  dear. 
Glo.  'Mass,  thou  lov'dst   plums  well,  that 

would'st  venture  so. 
Simp.   Alas,   good  master,  my  wife  desir'd 
some  damsons, 
And  made  me  climb,  with  danger  of  my  life. 
Glo.   A   subtle  knave !  but  yet  it  shall  not 
serve. — 
Let  me  see  thine  eyes : — wink  now  ; — now  open 

them  : — 
In  my  opinion  yet  thou  see'st  not  well. 

Si7np.  Yes,  master,  clear  as  day  ;  I  thank 
God,  and  Saint  Alban. 

Glo.  Say'st  thou  me  so  ?  What  colour  is  this 

cloak  of? 
Simp.  Red,  master;  red  as  blood, 
Glo.  Why,  that's  well  said  :  What  colour  in 

my  gown  of? 
Simp.  Black,  forsooth;  coal-black,  as  jet. 
K.  Hen.  Why  then,  thou  know'st  what  col- 
our jet  is  of? 
Suf.  And  yet,  [  think,  jet  did  he  never  see. 
Glo.  But  cloaks,  and  gowns,  before  this  day, 

a  many. 
Wife.  Never,  before  this  day,  in  all  his  life. 
Glo.  Tell  me,  sirrah,  %vhat'«  my  name  ? 
Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  know  not. 
Glo.  What's  his  name  '. 
Simp.  I  know  not. 
Glo.  Nor  his  ? 
Simp.  No,  indeed,  master. 
Glo.  What's  thine  own  name  ? 
Simp.  Saunder  Sirapcox,  an  if  it  please  you 
master. 

Glo.  Then,  Saunder,  sit  thou  there,  the  Ij  - 
ingest  knave 
In  Christendom.  If  thou  hadst  been  born  blind, 
Thou  might'st  as  well  have  known  our  names 

as  thus 
To  name  the  several  colours  we  do  wear. 
Sight  may  distinguish  of  colours ;  but  suddenly 

To  nominate  them  all's  impossible. 

My  lords,  Saint  Alban  here  hath  done  a  mi- 
r;(c!c  : 


Scent  //.] 

And  would  ye  not  think  that  cunning  to  be 

great, 
That  could  restore  this  cripple  to  his  legs  ? 
Simp.  O,  master,  that  you  could  ! 
Glo.   My  masters  of  St.  Albans,  have  you 
HOt  beadles  in  your  town,   and  things  called 
whips  ? 

May.  Yes,  my  lord,  if  it  please  your  grace 

Glo.  Then  send  for  one  presently. 

May.    Sii-rah,    go   fetch   the   beadle  liither 

straight.  lExil  an  Attendant. 

Glo.  JVow  fetch  me  a  stool  hither  by  and  by 

{^A  Slool  brought  oi</.]    Now,  sirrah,  if  you 

mean  to  save  yourself  from  whipping,  leap  me 

over  this  stool,  and  run  awaj 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  I  am  not  ablr  to  stand 
alone  :  You  go  about  to  torture  me  in  vain. 
Re-enter  Attendant,  with  the  Beadle. 
Glo.  Well,  Sir,  we  must  have  you  find  your 
legs.     Sirrah,  beadle,  whip  him  till  he  leap 
over  that  same  stool. 

Bead.  I  will,   my  lord. — Come  on,  sirrah ; 
off  with  your  doublet  quickly 

Simp.  Alas,  master,  what  shall  I  do  ?  lam 
not  able  to  stand. 

[After  the  Beadle  halh  hit  him  once,  he  leaps 
over  the  Stool,  (end  rtms  nway;  and  the 
People  follow,  and  cry,  A  miracle! 
K.  Hen.  0  God,  see'st  thou  this,  and  bear'st 

so  long ! 
Q.  Mar.  It  made  me  laugh,  to  see  the  villain 

run. 
Glo.  Follow  the  knave  ;  and  take  this  drab 

away. 
Wife.  Alas,  Sir,  we  did  it  for  pure  need. 
Glo.  Let  them  be  whipped  through  every 
market  town,    till   they   come    to    JBerwick, 
v/hence  they  came. 

[Exeunt  Mayor,  Beadle,  Wife,  &fc. 
Car.  Dulce  Humphrey  has  done  a  miracle 

to-daj'. 
Suf.  True;  made  the  lame  to  leap,  and  fly 

away. 
Glo.  Butyou  have  done  more  miracles  than  I ; 
You  made,  in  a  day,  mv  lord,  whole  towns  to 
%■ 

Enter  Buckingham. 
K.  Hen.  What  tidings  with  our  cousin  Buck- 
ingham? 
Buck.  Such  as  mv  heart  doth  tremble  to  un- 
fold.    . 
A  sort*  of  naughty  persons,  Icwdlyt  bent, — 
Under  the  countenance  and  confederacy 
Of  lady  Eleanor,  the  protector's  wife. 
The  ringleader  and  head  of  all  this  rout, — 
Have  practis'd  dangerously  against  your  state, 
Dealing  with  witches,  and  with  conjurers: 
Whom  we  have  apprehended  in  the  fact; 
Raising  up  wicked  spirits  from  under  ground, 
Demanding  of  king  Henry's  life  and  death, 
And  other  of  your  highness'  privy  council, 
As  more  at  large  your  grace  shall  understand. 
Car.  And  so,  my  lord  protector,  by  this  means 
Your  lady  is  forthcomingt  yet  at  London. 
This  news,  I  think,  hath  turn'd  your  weapon's 

edge; 
'Tis  like,  my  lord,  you  will  not  keep  your  hour. 
[Adde  to  Gloster. 
Glo.  Ambitious  churchman,  leave  to  afflict 
my  heart!  [powers; 

Sorrow   and    grief  have   vanquish'd    all    my 
And,  vanquish'd  as  I  am,  I  yield  to  thee, 
Or  to  the  meanest  groom. 
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■  A  company. 

1 1.  < 


t  VVickedh'. 
I  Your  lariy  is  in  ctnlodv: 


K.Hen.  O  God,  what  mischiefs  work  the 
wicked  ones;  [hy  ! 

Heaping  confusion  on  their  own  heads  there- 
Q.  Mar.  Gloster,  see  here  the  tainture  of  thy 
nest ; 
And  look  thyself  be  faultless,  thou  wert  best. 
Glo.  Madam,  for  myself,  to  heaven  I  do  ap- 
peal. 
How  I  have  lov'd  my  king,  and  commonweal : 
And,  for  my  wife,  I  know  not  how  it  stands  ; 
Sorry  I  am  to  hear  what  I  have  heard  : 
Noble  she  is  ;  but  if  she  have  forgot 
Honour,  and  virtue,  and  convers'd  with  such 
As,  like  to  pitch,  defile  nobility, 
I  banish  her,  my  bed,  and  company  ; 
And  give  her,  as  a  prey,  to  law,  and  shame, 
That  hath  dishonour'd  Gloster's  honest  name. 
K.  Hen.  Well,  for  this  night,  we  will  repose 
us  here : 
To-morrow,  toward  London,  back  again, 
To  look  into  this  business  thoroughly, 
And  call  these  foul  offenders  to  their  answers  ; 
And  poise*  the  cause  in  justice'  equal  scales, 
Whose  beam  stands  sure,  whose  rightful  cause 
prevails.  [Flourish.     Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.— London.— the  Duke  o/Yokk's 
Garden. 
Enter  York,  Salisbury,  and  Warvvicic. 
York.  Now,  my  good  lords  of  Salisbury  and 
Warwick, 
Our  simple  supper  ended,  give  me  leave. 
In  this  close  walk,  to  satisfy  myself. 
In  craving  your  opinion  of  my  title. 
Which  is  infallible,  to  England's  crown. 
Sal.  My  lord,  I  long  to  hear  it  at  full. 
War.  Sweet  York,   begin  :  and  if  t.hy  claim 
be  good, 
The  Nevils  are  thy  subjects  to  command. 

York.  Then  thus : 
Edward  the  Thii'd,  my  lords,  had  seven  sons  : 
The  first,  Edward  the  Black  Prince,  prince  of 

Wales ; 
The  second,  William  of  Hatfield ;  and  the  tliird, 
Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence ;  next  to  whom. 
Was  John  of  Gaunt,  the  duke  of  Lancaster  : 
The  fifth,  was  Edmund  Langley,  duke  of  York; 
The  sixth,  was  Thomas  of  VVoodstock,  duke  of 

Gloster ; 
William  of  VV'indsor  was  the  seventh,  and  last. 
Edward,   the  Black  Prince,  died   before  his 

father ; 
And  left  behind  him  Richard,  his  only  son. 
Who,  after  Edward  the  Third's  death,  reign'd 

as  king ; 
Till  Henry  Bolingbroke,  duke  of  Lancaster, 
The  eldest  son  and  heir  of  John  of  Gaunt. 
Crown'd  by  the  name  of  Henry  the  Fourth, 
Seiz'd  on  the  realm  ;  depos'd  the  rightfulking; 
Sent  his  poor  queen  to  France,  from  whence 

she  came. 
And  him  to  Pomfret ;  where,  as  all  you  know. 
Harmless  Richard  was  murder'd  traitoroush  . 
Mar.  Father,  the  duke  hath  told  the  truth  ; 
Thus  got  the  house  of  Lancaster  the  crown. 
York.  Which  now  they  hold  by  force,  and 
not  by  right ; 
For  Richard,  the  first  son's  heir  being  dead, 
The  issue  of  the  next  son  should  have  reign'd. 
Sal.  But  William  of  Hatfield  died  without 

an  heir. 
York.  The    third    son,    duke   of    Clarence, 
(from  whose  line 
I  claim  the  crown.)  had  issue — PhilHppe,  a 
datighter. 
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earl    of 


Who    married    Edmund    Mortimer, 

March, 
Edmund  had  issue— Roger,  earl  of  March: 
Roi^cr  had  issue — Edmund,   Anne,  and  Elea- 
nor. 
Sal.  This  Edmund,  in  the  reign  of  Boling- 
broke, 
As  I  have  read,  laid  claim  unto  the  crown; 
And,  but  for  Owen  Glendower,  had  been  king, 
Who  kept  him  in  captivity,  till  he  died. 
But,  to  the  rest. 

York.  His  eldest  sister,  Anne, 
My  niother  bcini;  heir  unto  the  crown, 
Married  Richard,  earl  of  Cambridge ;  who  was 
son  [son. 

Tp  Edmund  Langlcy,  Edward  the  Third's  fifth 
By  her  I  claim  tlie  kingdom :  she  w  as  heir 
To  Roger,  earl  of  March ;  who  was  the  son 
Of  Edmund  Mortimer;  who  married  Philippe, 
Sole  daughter  unto  Lionel,  duke  of  Clarence : 
So,  if  tlie  issue  of  the  elder  son 
Succeed  before  the  younger,  1  am  king. 

War.  What  plain  proceedings  are  more  plain 
than  this? 
Henry  doth  claim  tlie    crown   from   John  of 

Gaunt, 
The  fourth  son;  York  claims  it  from  the  third. 
Till  Lionel's  issue  fails,  his  should  not  reign: 
It  fails  not  yet;  but  flourishes  in  thee, 
And  in  thy  sons,  fair  slips  of  such  a  stock. — 
Then,  father  Salisbury,  kneel  we  both  togeth- 
er ; 
And,  in  tliis  private  plot,*  be  we  the  first. 
That  sJiall  salute  our  rightful  sovereign 
With  iionour  of  his  birthright  to  the  crown. 
Both.  Long    live    our    sovereign    Richard, 

England's  king  ! 
York.  VVe  thank  you  lords.     But  I   am  not 
your  king  [stain'd 

Till   I   be  crown'd  ;  and   that   my    sword  be 
With  heart-blood  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 
And  that's  not  suddenly  to  be  perform'd  ; 
But  with  advice,  and  silent  secrecy. 
Do  you,  as  I  do,  in  these  dangerous  days, 
Wink  at  the  duke  of  Suffolk's  insolence, 
At  Beaufort's  pride,  at  Somerset's  ambition. 
At  Buckingham,  and  all  the  crew  of  them. 
Till  they  have  snar'd  the  shepherd  of  the  flock, 
That  virtuous  prince,  the  good  duke  Humph- 
rey: 
'Tis  that  they  seek ;  and  they  in  seeking  that. 
Shall  find  their  deaths,  if  York  can  prophesy. 
Sal.  My  lord,  break  we  off;   we  know  your 

mind  at  full. 
War.  My  heart  assures  me,  that  the  earl  of 
Warwick 
Shall  one  day  make  the  duke  of  York  a  king. 
York.  And,  Nevil,  this  I  do  assure  myself, — 
Richard  shall  live  to  make  the  earl  of  War- 
wick 
The  greatest  man  in  England,  but  the  king. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  same.— A  Hall  of  Justice. 

Trnmpetssoimded.  En/er  King  Henry,  Queen 
Margaret,  Gloster,  York,  Suffolk,  anrf 
Salisbury  ;  the  Dutchess  o/Glosteu,  Mar- 
gery JouRDAiN.  Southwell,  Hume,  and 
Bolingbroke,  under  guard. 
K.  Hen.  Stand  forth,  dame  Eleanor  Cob- 
ham,  Gloster's  wife: 

In  sight  of  God,  and  us,  your  guilt  is  great ; 

Receive  the  sentence  of  the  law,  for  sins 

Such  as  by  God's  book  are  adjudg'dto  death.— 

■  Seques(ered  ppot. 


lAet  If. 

You  four,  from  hence  to  prison  back  again; 

[  To  .louRD,  Src. 
From  thence,  unto  the  place  of  execution  : 
The   witch  in    Smithfield  shall   be  burn'd  to 

ashes. 
And  you  thi-ce  shall  be  strangled  on  the  gaJ- 

lows. 

You,  madam,  for  you  are  more  nobly  bom, 
Despoiled  of  your  honour  in  your  life. 
Shall,  after  tliree  days'  open  penance  done, 
Live  in  your  country  here,  in  banishment, 
Witli  Sir  John  Stanley,  in  the  isle  of  Man. 
Duch.  Welcome   is    banishment,    welcome 

were  my  death. 
Glo.  Eleanor,    the    law,    thou   seest,   hath 
judg'd  thee; 
I  cannot  justify  whom  the  law  condemns. — 
[^Exeunt  the  Duchess,  and  the  other  prisoners, 

guarded. 
Mine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  my  heart  of  grief. 
Ah,  Humphrey,  this  dishonour  in  thine  age 
Will    bring   thy    head    with    sorrow    to    the 

ground ! — 
I  beseech  your  majesty,  give  me  leave  to  go; 
Sorrow  would   solace,    and  mine   age  would 
ease.* 
K.  Hen.  Stay,  Humphrey  duke  of  Gloster: 
ere  they  go, 
Give  up  thy  staff;  Henry  will  to  himself 
Protector  be;  and  God  shall  be  my  hope. 
My  stay,  my  guide,  and  lantern  to  my  feet; 
And  go  in  peace,  Humphrey;  no  less  belov'd, 
Than  when  thou  wcrt  protector  to  thy  king. 
Q.  Mar.  I  see  no    reason,   why   a   king  of 
years 
Should  be  to  be  protected  like  a  child. — 
God  and  king  Henry  govern  England's  helm: 
Give    up   your  staff.    Sir,  and   the    king  his 
realm. 
Glo.  My  staff? — here,  noble  Henry,  is  my 
staff: 
As  willingly  do  I  the  same  resign. 
As  e'er  thy  father  Henry  made  it  mine ; 
And  even  as  willingly  at  thy  feet  I  leave  if. 
As  others  would  ambitiously  receive  it. 
Farewell,  good  king :  When  I  am  dead  and 

gone, 
Mav  honourable  peace  attend  thy  throne ! 

lExit. 
Q.   Mar.  Why,   now  is    Henry  king,    and 
Margaret  queen  ; 
And  Humphrey,  duke  of  Gloster,  scarce  him- 
self, 
Tliat  beai  s   so  shrewd  a  maim ;  two  pulls  at 

once, — 
His  lady  banish'd,  and  a  limb  lopp'd  off; 
This  staff  of  honour   raught  :t— There  let   it 

stand. 
Where  it  best  fits  to  be,  in  Henry's  hand. 
Suf.  Thus  droops  this  lofty  pine,  and  hangs 
his  sprays ; 
Thus  Eleanor's  pride  dies    in  her  youngest 
days. 
York.  Lords,  let  him   go.— Please   it  your 
majesty. 
This  is  the  day  appointed  for  the  combat; 
And  ready  are  the  appellant  and  defendant, 
The  armourer  and  his  man,  to  enter  the  lists. 
So  please  your  highness  to  behold  the  fight. 
Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good  my  lord:  for  purposely 
therefore 
Left  I  the  court,  to  see  this  quarrel  tried. 
K.  Hen.  O'  God's   name,  see   the  lists  and 

all  things  fit; 
*  r.  c  Sorrow  requirfs  solace,  and  age  requires  ease. 
+  Reached. 


b'cene  Il^-'\ 

Here  let  them  end  it,  and  God  defend  the 
right ! 
York.  I  never  saw  a  fellow  worse  bested,* 

O.more  afraid  to  fight,  than  is  the  appellant, 

The  servant  of  this  armourer,  my  lords. 

Enter  onone  side,  Houskr,  and  his  neighbours, 
drinking  to  him  so  much  tliat  he  is  drunk  ; 
and  he  enters  bearing  his  slajff'  with  his  sand- 
bag fastened  to  it;  a  drum  before  him  ;  at  the 
other  side,  Peter,  with  a  drum  and  a  similar 
staff;  accompanied  by  'Prentices  drinking  to 
him. 

1  Neigh.  Here,  neighbour  Horner,  I  drink 
to  you  in  a  cup  of  sack ;  and  fear  not,  neigh- 
bour, you  shall  do  well  enough. 

2  Neigh.  And  here,  neighbour,  here's  a  cup 
of  charneco.t 

3  Neigh.  And  here's  a  pot  of  good  double 
beer,  neighbour;  drink,  and  fear  not  your 
man. 

Hor.  Let  it  come,  i'faith,  and  I'll  pledge  you 
all;  And  a  fig  for  Peter  ! 

1  Pren.  Here,  Peter,  I  drink  to  thee;  and 
be  not  afraid. 

2  Pren.  Be  merry,  Peter,  and  fear  not  thy 
master;  fight  for  credit  of  the  'prentices. 

Peter.  I  thank  you  all :  drink,  and  pray  for 
me,  I  pray  you;  for,  I  think,  1  have  taken  my 
last  draught  in  this  world. — Here,  Robin,  an 
if  I  die,  I  give  thee  my  apron  ;  and.  Will,  thou 
shall  have  my  hammer;  and  here,  Tom,  take 
all  the  money  that  1  have.— 0  Lord,  bless  me, 
I  pray  God !  for  I  am  never  able  to  deal  with 
my  master,  he  hath  learnt  so  much  fence  al- 
ready. 

Sal.  Come,  leave  your  drinking,  and  fall  to 
blows. — Sirrah,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Peter.  Peter,  forsooth. 
Sal.  Peter  !  what  more  ? 
Peter.  Thump. 

Sal.  Thump  !  then  see  thou  thump  thy  mas- 
ter well. 

Hor.  Masters,  I  am  come  hither,  as  it  were, 
upon  my  man's  instigation,  to  prove  him  a 
knave,  and  myself  an  honest  man  ;  and  touch- 
ing the  duke  of  York, — will  take  my  death,  I 
never  meant  him  any  ill,  nor  the  king,  nor  the 
queen :  And  therefore,  Peter,  have  at  thee 
with  a  downright  blow,  as  Bevis  of  Southamp- 
ton fell  upon  Ascapart. 

York.  Despatch: — this   knave's  tongue  be- 
gins to  double. 
Sound  trumpets,  alarum  to  the  combatants. 
T  Alarum.     The  fight  and  Peter  strikes  down 
his  Master. 
Hor.  Hold,  Peter,  hold!  I  confess,  I  confess 
treason.  [  Dies. 

York.  Take  away  his  weapon : — Fellow, 
Thank  God,  and  the  good  wine  in  thy  master's 
way 
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SCENE  IV.— The  same.— A  Street. 


Enter  Gloster  a7id  Servants,  in  mourning 
Cloaks. 


Glo.  Thus,  sometimes,  hath  the  brightest  day 
a  cloud  ; 
And,  after  summer,  evermore  succeeds 
Barren  winter,  with  his  W'  atliful  nipping  coldt 
So  cares  and  joys  abound,  as'soasons  fleet.* 
Sirs,  what's  o'clock  > 

Serv.  Ten,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Ten  is  the  hour  that  was  appointed  me 
To  watch  the  coming  of  my  punish'd  duchess: 
Uneatht  may  she  endure  the  liinty  streets, 
To  tread  them  with  her  tender-feeling  feet. 
Sweet  Nell,  ill  can  thy  noble  mind  abrook 
The  abject  people,  gazing  on  thy  face, 
With   envicust    looks,    still  laughing    at   thy 

shame ; 
That  erst  did  follow  thy  proud  chariot  wheels, 
When  thou  didst  ride  in  triumph  through  the 

streets. 
But  soft !  I  think,  she  comes ;  and  I'll  prepare 
My  tear-stain'd  eyes  to  see  her  miseries. 

Enter  the  Duchess  o/ Gloster,  in  a  white  sheet, 
with  papers  pinned  upon  her  back,  her  feet 
bare,  and  a  taper  burning  in  her  hand;   Sir  ■ 
John  Stanley,  a  Sheriff,  and  Officers. 
Serv.  So  please  your  grace,  we'll  take  her 

from  the  Sheriflf. 
Glo.  No,  stir  not,  for  your  lives ;  let  her  pass 

by- 

Duch.  Come  you,  my  lord,  to  see  my  open 

shame  ?  [gaze  .' 

Now  thou  dost  penance  too.     Look,  how  they 
See   how  the  giddy  multitude  do  point. 
And  nod  their  heads,  and  throw  their  eyes  on 

thee! 
Ah,  Gloster,  hide  thee  from  their  hateful  looks; 
And,  in  thy  closet  pent  up,  rue  my  shame. 
And  ban§  thine  enemies,  both  mine  and  thine. 
Glo.  Be    patient,  gentle    Nell;  forget   this 

grief- 
Duch.  Ah,  Gloster,  teach  me  to  forget  my 

self: 
For,  whilst  I  think  I  am  thy  married  wife. 
And  thou  a  prince,  protector  of  this  land, 
Methinks,  I  should  not  thus  be  led  along, 
Mail'd  up  in  shame,||  with  papers  on  my  back 
And  foUow'd  with  a  rabble,  that  rejoice 
To    see    my  tears,  and    heai'  my    dcep-fetll 

groans. 
The  ruthless  flint  doth  cut  my  tender  feet ; 
And,  when  I  start,  the  envious  people  laugh, 
And  bid  me  be  advised  how  1  tre^d. 
Ah,  Humphrey,  can  I  bear  this  shameful  yoke, 
Trow'st  thou,    that   e'er  I'll  look  upon     the 

world ; 
Or  count  them  happy,  that  enjoy  the  sun  ? 
No  ;  dark  shall  be  my  light,  and  night  my  day ; 


Peter.  O  God  !  have  I  overcome  mine   ene- '  Xo  think  upon  my  pomp,  shall  be  my  hell. 


mies  in  this  presence  ?  0  Peter,  thou  hast  pre- 
vailed in  right  ! 

K.  Hen.  Go,  take  hence  that  traitor  from 
our  sight; 
For,  by  his  death,  we  do  perceive  his  guilt:t 
And  God,  in  justice,  hath  reveal'd  to  us 
The  truth  and  innocence  of  this  poor  fellow. 
Which   he    had    thought    to   have  murdered 

wrongfully. — 
Come,  fellow,  follow  us  for  thy  reward. 

[^Exeunt. 


Sometime  I'll  say,  I  am   duke   Humphrey's 

wife  ; 
And  he  a  prince,  and  ruler  of  the  land: 
Yet  so  he  rul'd,  and  such  a  prince  he  was, 
As  he  stood  by,  whilst  I,  his  forlorn  duchess. 
Was  made  a  wonder,  and  a  pointing-stock. 
To  eveiy  idle  rascal  follower. 
But  be  thou  mild,  and  blush  not  at  my  shame 
Nor  stir  at  nothing,  till  the  axe  of  death 
Hang  over  thee,  as,  sure,  it  shortly  will. 
For  Suffolk, — he  that  can  do  all  in  all 


*  In  a  worse  plight.  t  A  sort  of  sweet  wine.  *  Ciiani;e.        t  Not  easily.        J:  Malicious.      J  Curse. 

J  The  dt^aih  of  the  vanquished  |iersoa  was  always  re-        y  v\  rapped  up  in  disgrace;  alluding  to  the  sheet  of 
'^rded  ascertain  evidence  of  his  jruilt.  penance.  T  Decpfetcheil. 
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With  her,  that  hatelh  thee,  and  hates  us  all, — 
And  York,  and  impious  Beaufort,  that   false 

priest, 
Have  all  lim'd  bushes  to  betray  thy  wings. 
And,  fly  thou  how   thou  canst    they'll  tangle 

thee : 
But  fear  not  thou,  until  tliy  foot  be  snar'd, 
Nor  never  seek  prevention  of  thy  foes. 

Glo.  Ah,  Nell,  forbear ;  thou  aimest  all  awi"y; 
I  must  offend,  before  1  be  attainted  : 
And  had  I  twenty  times  so  many  foes. 
And  each  of  them  had  twenty  times  their  power 
All  these  could  not  procure  me  any  scathe,* 
So  long  as  I  am  loyal,  true,  and  crimeless. 
Would'st  have  me  rescue  thee  from  this  re- 
proach ? 
Why,  yet  thy  scandal  were  not  wip'd  away, 
But  I  in  danger  for  the  breach  of  law. 
Thy  greatest  help  is  quiet,  gentle  Nell  : 
I  pray  thee,  sort  thy  heart  to  patience  ; 
These  few  days'  wonder  will  be  quickly  wora. 

Enter  a  Herald. 
Htr.  I  summon  your  grace  to  his  majesty's 
parliament,  holden   at   Bury  the  first  of  this 
next  month. 

Glo.  And   my  consent   ne'er   ask'd  herein 
before  ! 
This  is  close  dealing. — Well,  I  will  be  there. 

'^Exit  Herald. 
My  Nell,  I  take  my  leave: — and,  master  she- 
riff, [sion. 
Let  not  her  penance  exceed  the  king's  commis- 
Sher.  An't  please  your  grace,  here  my  com- 
mission stays : 
And  Sir  John  Stanley  is  appointed  now 
To  take  her  with  him  to  tlie  isle  of  Man. 
Glo.  Must  you.  Sir  John,  protect  my  lady 

here  ? 
Stan.  So  am  I  given  in  charge,  may'st please 

your  grace. 
Glo.  Entreat  her  not  the  worse,  in  thatlpray 
You  use  her  well:  the  world  may  laugh  again  ;t 
And  I  may  live  to  do  you  kindness,  if 
You  do  it  her.     And  so,  Sir  John,  farewell. 
Duck.  What   gone,  my  lord ;  and  bid  me 

not  farewell. 
Glo.  Witness  my  tears,  I  cannot  stay  to  speak. 
\_Extunt  Gloster  and  Servants. 
Duch.  Art  thou  gone  too  ?  All  comfort  go 
witli  thee  ! 
For  none  abides  with  me  :  my  joy  is — death  ; 
Death,  at  whose  name  1  oft  have  been  afeard. 
Because  I  wish'd  this  world's  eternity. — 
Stanley,  I  pr'ythee,  go,  and  take  me  hence  ; 
I  care  not  whither,  for  I  beg  no  favour. 
Only  convey  me  wliere  thou  art  commanded. 
Stan.  Why    madam,   that   is   to  the  isle  of 
Man  ; 
There  to  be  used  according  to  your  state. 
Duch.  That's  bad  enough,  for  I  am  but  re- 
proach: 
And  shall  I  then  be  us'd  reproachfully  ? 

Stun.  Like  to  a  duchess,   and    duke  Hum- 
phrey's lady, 
According  to  that  state  you  shall  be  used. 
Duch.  Sheriff,  farewell,  and  better  than  I 
fare ;  [shame  ! 

Although    thou   hast    been     conducts  of    my 
Sher.  It  is  my  office;  and,  madam,  pardon 
me.  [charg'd. — 

Duch.  Ay,  ay,  farewell;  thy   office  is  dis- 
Come,  Stanley,  shall  we  go  ? 

■•■  Harm,  mischief. 

t  /.  e.  The  world  may  look  again  favourably  on  me. 

J   For  condiirfor. 


lAct  III 

Stan.  Madam,   ,  oui    penance  done,  throw- 
off  tl)is  sheet. 
And  go  we  to  attire  you  for  our  journey. 
Duch.  My  shame  will  not  be  shifted  w"ith  my 
sheet : 
No,  it  will  hang  upon  my  richest  robes, 
And  show  itself,  attire  me  how  I  can. 
Go,  lead  the  way  ;  I  long  to  see  my  prison. 

lExeunf- 
ACT  III. 
SCENE  I.— The  Abbey  at  Bury. 
Enter  to  the  Parliament,   King  Henry,  Queen 
Margaret,   Cardinal  Beaufort,   Suffolk. 
York,  Buckingham,  and  others. 

K.  Hen.  I  muse,*  my  lord  of  Gloster  is  not 
come  : 
'Tis  not  his  wont  to  be  the  hindmost  man, 
Whate'er  occasion  keeps  him  from  vis  noR-. 
Q.  Mar.  Can  you  not  see  ?  or  will  you  not 
observe 
The  strangeness  of  his  alter'd  countenance  ? 
With  what  a  majesty  he  bears  himself; 
How  insolent  of  late  he  is  become, 
How  proud,  peremptory,  and  unlike  himself/ 
We  know  the   time,  since  he   was   mild   and 

affable ; 
And,  if  we  did  but  glance  a  far-off  look. 
Immediately  he  was  upon  his  knee, 
That  all  the  court  admir'd  him  for  submission 
But,  meet  him  now,  and,  be  it  in  tlie  morn, 
When  every  one  will  give  the  time  of  day, 
He  knits  his  brow,  and  shows  an  angry  eye, 
And  passeth  by  with  stiff  unbowed  knee, 
Disdaining  duty  that  to  us  belongs. 
Small  curs  are  not  regarded,  when  they  grin 
But  great  men  tremble,  when  the  lion  roars  ; 
And  Humphrey  is  no  little  man  in  England. 
First,  note,  that  he  isnearyoijin  descent; 
And  should  you  fall,  he  is  the  next  will  mount. 
Me  seemeth  then,  it  is  no  policy, — 
Respecting  what  a  rancorous  mind  he  bears, 
And  his  advantage  following  your  decease, — 
That  he  should  come  about  your  royal  person, 
Or  be  admitted  to  your  highness'  council. 
By  flattery  hath  he  won  the  commons' hearts; 
And,  when  he  please  to  make  commotion, 
iTis  to  be  fear'd,  they  all  will  follow  him. 
Now  'ts  the  spring,  and  weeds  are  shallow- 
rooted  ;  [den, 
Suffer  them  now,  and  they'll  o'ergrow  thegar- 
And  choke  the  herbs  for  want  of  husbandry. 
The  reverent  care,  I  bear  unto  my  lord. 
Made  me  collect,!  these  dangers  in  the  duke. 
If  it  be  fond,|.  call  it  a  woman's  fear ; 
Which  fear,  if  better  reasons  can  supplant, 
I  will  subscribe  and  say — I  wrong'd  the  duke. 
My   lord    of    Suflolk,— Buckingham, — and 

York,— 
Reprove  my  allegation,  if  you  can  ; 
Or  else  conclude  my  words  effectual. 

Suf.  Well  hath  your  highness  seen  into  this 
duke ; 
And,  had  1  first  been  put  to  speak  my  mind, 
I  think,  I  should  have  told  your  grace's  tale. 
The  duchess,  by  liis  subornation, 
Upon  my  life,  began  her  devilish  practices : 
Or  if  he  were  not  privy  to  those  faults. 
Yet,  by  reputing  of  his  high  descent, $ 
(As  next  the  king,  he  was  successive  heir,) 
And  such  high  vaunts  of  his  nobility. 
Did  instigate  the  bedlam  brain-sick  duchess, 
By  wicked  means  to  frame  our  sovereign's  fall. 

"  Wonder,     t  /.  c.  .Assemble  by  observatinn. 

t  Foolish.    (^  I.  c.  Valuing  him.self  on  his  hish  descent. 


bcenc  ll.'\ 
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Smooth  runs  the  water,  where  the  brook  is  deep;  1 1  never  robh'd  the  soldiers  of  their  pay 


And  in  his  simple  show  he  harbours  treason 
The  fox  barks  not,  wlieu  he  would  steal  the 

lamb. 
No,  no,  my  sovereign ;  Gloster  is  a  man 
Unsounded  yet,  and  full  of  deep  deceit. 

Car.  Did  he  not,  contrary  to  form  of  law, 
Devise  strange  deaths  for  small  oflences  done  ? 
York.  And  did  ho  not,  in  his  protectorship. 
Levy  great  sums  of  money  through  the  realm, 
For  soldiers'  pay  in  France,  and  never  sent  it  ? 
By  means   whereof,  the   towns  each  day  re- 
volted. 
Buck.  Tut !  these  are  petty  faults  to  faults 
.  unknown, 
Which  time  will  bring  to  light  in  smooth  duke 
Humphrey, 
K.  Hen.  My  lords,  at  once  :  The  care  you 
have  of  us. 
To  mow  down  thorns  that  would  annoy  our 
foot,  [science  ? 

Is  worthy  praise  :  But  shall  I  speak  my  con- 
Our  kinsman  Gloster  is  as  innocent 
From  meaning  treason  to  ovu-  royal  person. 
As  is  the  sucking  lamb,  or  harmless  dove  : 
The  duke   is  virtuous,    mild ;    and   too  well 

given. 
To  dream  on  evil,  or  to  work  my  downfall. 
Q.  Mar.  Ah,  what's  more  dangerous  than 
this  fond  affiance  !  [row'd. 

Seems  he  a  dove  ?  his  feathers  are   but  bor 
For  he's  disposed  as  the  hateful  raven. 
Is  he  a  lamb  ?  his  skin  is  surely  lent  him. 
For  he's  inclin'd  as  are  the  ravenous  wolves. 
Who  cannot  steal  a  shape,  that  means  deceit 
Take  heed  my  lord  ;  the  welfare  of  us  all 
Hangs  on  the  cutting  short  that  fraudful  man. 
Enter  Somerset. 
Som.  All  health  unto  my  gracious  sovereign ! 
K.  Hen.  Welcome,  lord  Somerset.      What 

news  from  France  ! 
Som.  That  all  your  interest  in  those  terri- 
tories 
Is  utterly  bereft  you  ;  all  is  lost. 
K.  Hen.    Cold  news,  lord   Somerset:  But 

God's  will  be  done  ! 
York.  Cold  news  for  me  ;  fori  had  hopes  of 
France, 
As  firmly  as  I  hope  for  fertile  England. 
Thus  are  my  blossoms  blasted  in  the  bud, 
And  catterpillars  eat  my  leaves  away  : 
But  I  will  remedy  this  gear*  ere  long. 
Or  sell  my  title  for  a  glorious  grave.     [_Aside 
Enter  Gloster. 
Glo.  All  happiness  unto  my  lord  the  king 
Pardon,  my  liege,  that  I  have  staid  so  long. 
Suf.    Nay,    Gloster,    know,  that    thou   art 
come  too  soon. 
Unless  thou  wert  more  loyal  than  thou  art : 
I  do  arrest  thee  of  high  treason  here. 

Glo.  Well,  Suffolk,  yet  thou   shalt  not  see 
me  blush, 
Nor  change  my  countenance  for  this  arrest ; 
A  heai-t  unspotted  is  not  easily  daunted. 
The  purest  spring  is  not  so  free  from  mud, 
As  I  am  clear  from  treason  to  my  sovereign  : 
Who  can  accuse  me  ?  wherein  am  1  guilty  ? 
York.  'Tis  thought,  my  lord,  that  you  took 
bribes  of  France, 
And,  being  protector,  stayed  the  soldiers' pay; 
By  means    whereof,    his    highness    hath   lost 
France. 
Glo.  Is  it  but  thought  so  ?  What  are  they 

that  think  it  ? 
'  Gcir  was  a  general  ivorrj  for  things  or  niii'tors. 


Nor  ever  iiad  one  penny  bribe  from  France. 
So  help  me  God,  as  i  have  watch'd  the  night, 
Ay,  night  by  night, — in  studying  good  for  Eng- 
land ! 
That  doit  that  e'er  I  wrested  from  the  king. 
Or  any  groat  I  hoarded  to  my  use, 
Be  brought  against  me  at  my  trial  day  ! 
No  !  many  a  pound  of  mine  own  proper  store. 
Because  I  would  not  tax  the  needy  commons, 
Have  I  dispursed  to  the  garrisons. 
And  never  ask'd  for  restitution. 

Car.  It  serves  you  well,  my  lord,  to  say  so 

much. 
Glo.  I  say  no  more  than  truth,  so  help  me  God ! 
York.  In  your  protectorship,  you  did  devise 
Strange  tortures  for  offenders,  never  heard  of, 
That  England  was  defam'd  by  tyranny. 

Glo.  Why,  'its  well  known,  that  whiles  I 
was  protector. 
Pity  was  all  the  fault  that  was  in  me  ; 
For  I  should  melt  at  an  offender's  tears, 
And  lowly  words  were  ransom  for  their  fault. 
Unless  it  were  a  bloody  murderer,     [sengers, 
Or  foul  felonious  thief  that  fleec'd  poor  pas- 
I  never  gave  them  condign  punishment : 
Murder,  indeed,  that  bloody  sin,  I  toi^tur'd 
Above  the  felon,  or  what  trespass  else. 

Suf.  My  lord,  these  faults  are  easy,*  quickly 
answer'd: 
But  mightier  crimes  are  laid  unto  your  charge. 
Whereof  you  cannot  easily  pui'ge  yourself. 
I  do  arrest  you  in  his  highness'  name; 
And  here  commit  you  to  my  lord  cardinal 
To  keep,  until  your  further  time  of  trial. 
R.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  'tis  my  special 
hope. 
That  you  will  clear  yourself  from  all  suspects ; 
My  conscience  tells  me,  you  are  innocent. 

Glo.  Ah,  gracious  lord,  these  days  are  dan- 
Virtue  is  chok'd  with  foul  ambition,  [gerous ! 
And  charity  chas'd  hence  by  rancour's  hand  ; 
Foul  subornation  is  predominant. 
And  equity  exil'd  your  highness'  land. 
I  know,  their  complot  is  to  have  my  life  ; 
And,  if  my  death  might  make  this  island  happy. 
And  prove  the  period  of  their  tyranny, 
I  would  expend  it  with  all  willingness  : 
But  mine  is  made  the  prologue  to  their  play  ; 
For  thousands  more,  that  yet  suspect  no  peril. 
Will  not  conclude  their  plotted  tragedy. 
Beaufort's  red  sparkling  eyes  blab  his  heart's 

malice 
And  Suffolk's  cloudy  brow,  his  stormy  hate ; 
Sharp  Buckingham  unburdens  with  his  tongue 
The  envious  load  that  lies  upon  his  heart; 
And  dogged  York,  tliat  reaches  at  the  moon. 
Whose  overweening  arm  I  have  pluck'd  back, 
By  false  accuset  doth  level  at  my  life  : — 
And  you,  my  sovereign  lady,  with  the  rest, 
Causeless  have  laid  disgraces  on  my  head ; 
And,  with  your  best  endeavour,  have  stirr'dup 
My  lifestj:  liege  to  be  mine  enemy : — 
Ay,  all  of  you  have  laid  your  heads  together 
Myself  had  notice  of  your  conventicles, 
1  shall  not  want  false  witness  to  condemn  me, 
Nor  store  of  treasons  to  augment  my  guilt ; 
The  ancient  proverb  will  be  well  affected, — 
A  staff  is  quickly  found  to  beat  a  dog. 

Car.  My  liege,  his  railing  is  intolerable  : 
If  those  that  care  to  keep  your  royal  person 
From  treason's  secret  knife,  and  traitor's  rage^ 
Be  thus  upbraided,  chid,  and  rated  at. 
And  the  offender  granted  scope  of  speech, 
'Twill  make  them  cool  in  zeal  untoyour  grace. 
■  For  casllv.        I  For  accusation.        t  Dearest. 
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'Suff.  Hath  heuot  twit   our  sovereign  lady 

here,  [couch'd, 

With    ignominious     words,    though    clerkly 
As  if  she  had  suborn'd  some  to  swear 
False  allegations  to  o'erthrow  his  state  ? 
Q.  Mar.  But  I  can  give  the  loser  leave  to 

chide, 
Glo.  Far  truer  spoke  than  meant :  I  lose 

indeed,; — 
Beshrew  the  winners,  for  they  play 'd  me  false! 
And  well  such  losers  may  have  leave  to  speak. 
Buck.  He'll  wrest  the  sense,  and  hold   us 

here  all  day  : — 
Lord  cardinal,  he  is  your  prisoner. 

Car.  Sirs,  take  away  the  duke,  and  guard 

him  sure. 
Glo.  Ah,  thus  king  Henry  throws  away  his 

crutch, 
Before  his  legs  be  firm  to  bear  the  body  : 
Thus  is  the  shepherd  beaten  from  thy  side. 
And  wolves  are  gnarling  who  shall  gnaw  thee 

first. 
All,  that  my  fear  were  false  !  ah,  that  it  were  ! 
For,  good  king  Herny,  thy  decay  I  fear. 

lExeunt  ATTJi^DAN■Ts,  ioi7/i Gloster. 
K.  Hen.  My  lords,  what  to  your  wisdoms 

seemeth  best, 
Do,  or  undo,  as  if  ourself  were  here. 

Q.  Mar.  What,  will   your    highness   leave 

the  parliament  .' 
K.  Hen.  Ay,  Margaret ;  my  heart  is  drown'd 

with  grief. 
Whose  flood  begins  to  flow  within  mine  eyes  ; 
My  body  round  engirt  with  misery  ; 
For  what's  more  miserable  than  discontent  ?- 
Ah, uncle  Humphrey!  in  thy  face  I  see 
The  map  of  honour,  truth,  and  loyalty  ; 
And  yet,  good  Humphrey,  isthe  hourtocome. 
That  e'er  1  prov'd  thee  false,  or  fear'd  thy  faith. 
What  low'ring  star  now  envies  thy  estate. 
That  these   great  lords,    and   Margaret  our 

queen. 
Do  seek  subversion  of  thy  harmless  life  ? 
Thou   never  didst  them   wrong,  nor  no  man 

wrong ; 
And  as  the  butcher  takes  away  the  calf. 
And  binds  the  wretch,  and   beats  it  when  it 

strays, 
Bearing  it  to  the  bloody  slaughter-house  ; 
Even  so,  remorseless,  have  they    borne  him 

hence, 
And  as  the  dam  runs  lowing  up  and  down, 
Looking  the  way  her  harmlessyoungonewent. 
And  can  do  nought  but  wail  her  darling's  loss; 
Even  so  myself  bewails  good  Gloster's  case, 
Wnh  sad   unhelpful  tears  ;  and  with  dimm'd 

eyes 
Look  after  him,  and  cannot  do  him  good; 
So  mighty  are  his  vowed  enemies.        [groan. 
His  fortunes   I  will  weep ;    and    'twixt  each 
Say — IVho's  a  traitor?  Gloster  he  is  none  [Exit. 
Q.  Mar.  Fret-  lords,  cold  snow  melts  with  the 

sun's  hot  beams. 
Henry  my  lord  is  cold  in  great  affairs. 
Too  full  of  foolish  pity  ;  and  Gloster's  show 
Beguiles  him,  as  the  mournful  crocodile 
With  sorrow  snares  relenting  passengers  ; 
Or  as  the  snake,  roli'd  in  a  flowering  bank,* 
With  shining  checker'd  slough, t  doth  sting  a 

child. 
That,  for  the  beautj',  thinks  it  excellent. 
Believe  me,  lords,  were  none  more  wise  than  I, 
(And  yet,  heroin,  I  judge  mine  own  wit  good,) 
This  Gloster  should  be  quickly  rid  the  world, 
'J'o  rid  us  from  the  fear  we  have  of  him.  ' 

■  r  r.  In  '.he  fiowpr?  ?rowinC  on  a  baiik.        -  Skin- 


Car.  That  he  should  die,  is  worthy  policy  ; 
But  yet  we  want  a  colour  for  his  death  : 
'Tis  meet,  he  be  condemn'd  by  course  of  law. 

Siif.  But,  in  my  mind,  that  were  no  policy  ; 
The  king  will  labour  still  to  save  his  life. 
The  commons  haply*  rise  to  save  his  life  ; 
And  yet  we  have  but  trivial  argument, 
More  than  mistrust,  that  shows  him  worthy 
death. 

York.  So  that,  by  this,  you  would  not  have 
him  die. 

Suf.  Ah,  York,  no  man  alive  so  fain  as  I. 

York.  'Tis    York    that  hath   more    reason 
for  his  death. — 
But,  my  lord  cardinal,  and  you,  my  lord  of 
Suffolk, —  [sof.ls, — 

Say  as  you   think,    and    speak  it    from  your 
Wer't  not  all  one,  an  empty  eagle  were  set 
To  guard  the  chicken  from  a  hungry  kite, 
As  place  duke  Humphrey  for  the  king's  pro- 
tector ? 

Q.  Mar.   So  the  poor  chicken  should  be 
sure  of  death. 

Suf.  Madam,  'tis  true :  And  wer't  not  mad- 
ness then. 
To  make  the  fox  surveyor  of  the  fold  ? 
Who  being  accus'd  a  crafty  murderer. 
His  guilt  should  be  but  idly  posted  over. 
Because  his  purpose  is  not  executed. 
No ;  let  him  die,  in  that  he  is  a  fox, 
By  nature  prov'd  an  enemy  to  the  flock. 
Before  his  chaps  be  stain'd  with  crimson  blood ; 
As  Humphrey,  prov'd  by  reasons,  to  my  liege. 
And  do  not  stand  on  quillets,  how  to  slay  him: 
Be  it  by  gins,  by  snares,  by  subtilty. 
Sleeping  or  waking,  'tis  no  matter  how, 
So  he  be  dead  ;  for  that  is  good  deceit      [ceit. 
Which  matest  him  first,  that  first  intends  de- 

Q.  Mar.  Tiirice-noble  Suffolk,  'tis  resolute- 
ly spoke. 

Suf.  Not  resolute,  except  so  much  were  done ; 
For  things  are  often  spoke,  and  seldom  meant: 
But,  that  my  heart  accordeth  with  my  tongue,— 
Seeing  the  deed  is  meritorious, 
And  to  preserve  my  sovereign  from  his  foe, — 
Say  but  the  word,  and  I  will  be  his  priest. 

Car.  But  I  would  have  him  dead,  my  lord 
of  Suffolk, 
Ere  you  can  take  due  orders  for  a  priest : 
Say,  you  consent,  and  censure  well  the  deed. 
And  ril  provide  his  executioner, 
I  tender  so  the  safety  of  my  liege. 

Suf.  Here  is  my  hand,  the  deed  is  worthy 
doing. 

Q.  Mar.  And  so  say  I. 

York.  And  I :  and  now  we  three  have  spoke 

it, 
It  skills  not  greatlyi  who  impugns  our  doom - 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mes.i.  Great  lords,  from  Ireland  am  I  come 
amain. 
To  signify — that  rebels  there  are  up, 
And  put  the  Englishmen  unto  the  sword: 
Send  succours,  lords,  and  stop  the  ragebetimc. 
Before  the  wound  do  grow  incurable; 
For,  being  green,  there  is  great  hope  of  help. 
Car.  A  breach ,  that  craves  a  quick  expedient^ 
stop ! 
What  counsel  give  j'ou  in  this  weighty  cause  ? 
York.    That    Somerset    be   sent  as    regent 
thither : 
'Tis  meet  that  lucky  ruler  be  employ'd  ; 
Witness  the  fortune  he  hath  had  in  France. 
Som.  If  York,  with  all  hisfar-fet||  policy, 

-  Perhaps,    t  Confniinrl? 
^  ExppHi(io;i«. 


\  It  is  of  no  importance. 
■'  Far-ffffbeH. 
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Had  been  the  regent  there  instead  of  me,  i  Like  to  the  glorious  sun's  transparent  beams. 

He  never  would  liave  staid  in  France  so  long.    J  Do  cairn  the  fury  of  tills  mad-bred  flav.'.*' 
Yorlc.    No,    not  to  lose  it  all,  as  thou  hast    And,  for  a  minister  of  my  intent, 


done  : 
I  rather  would  have  lost  my  life  betimes, 
Than  bring  a  burden  of  dislionour  home. 
By  staying  there  so  long,  till  all  were  lost. 
Show  me  one  scar  character'd  on  thy  skin 
Men's  flesh  preserv'd  so  whole,  do  seldom  win. 


I  liave  seduc'd  a  head-strong  Kcntishniau, 

.}olni  Cade  of  Ashford, 

To  make  commotion,  as  full  well  he  can, 

Under  tiic  title  of  John  Mortimer. 

In  Ireland  have  I  seen  this  stubborn  Cade 

Oppose  himself  against  a  troop  of  Kernes  ;! 


Q.  Mnr.  Nay  then,  this  spark  will  prove  a  ,  And  fought  so  long,  till  that  his  thighs  with 
raging  fire,  darts 

If  wind  and  fuel  be  brought  to  feed  it  with  : —  '  Were  almost  like  a  sharp-quill'd  porcupine  : 
No   more,  good   York; — sweet  Somerset,   be  |  And,  in  the  end  being  rescu'd,  I  have  seen  him 

still ; —  i  Caper  upright  like  a  wild  M6risco,t 

Thy   fortune,    York,  hadst  thou  been  regent   Shaking  the  bloody  darts,  as  he  his  bells, 
there,  !■  "H  often,  like  a  siiag-hair'd  crafty  Kerne. 

Might  happily  have  prov'd  far  worse  than  his.   Hath  lie  conversed  with  the  enemy  ; 
York.  Vvimt,  worse  than  naught?  nay,  then   And  undiscover'd  come  to  me  again, 
a  shame  take  a.11.'  '  And  givcu  me  notice  of  their  villanies. 

Som.  And,  in  the  number, thee,  thatwishest  This  devil  here  shall  be  my  substitute  : 


shame  I 
Car.  My  lord  of  I'ork,  try  what  your  for- 
tune is. 
The  uncivil  Kernes  of  Ireland  are  in  arms. 
And  temper  claj'  with  blood  of  Englishmen  : 
To  Ireland  will  you  lead  a  band  of  men, 
Collected  choicely,  from  each  county  some. 
And  try  your  hap  against  the  Irishmen  ? 

York.  I  will,  my  lord,  so  please  his  majestj'. 
Suf.  Why,  our  authority  is  his  consent ; 
And,  what  we  do  establish,  he  confirms: 
Then,  noble  York,  take  thou  this  task  in  hand. 
York.  I  am  content :  Provide  me  soldiers, 
lords, 
Whiles  I  take  order  for  mine  own  affairs. 
Suf.  A  charge,  lord  York,  that  I  will   see 
pcrform'd.  [I'ey- 

But  now  return  we  to  the  false  duke  Humph- 
Car.  No  more  of  him ;  for  I  will  deal  with  him, 
That,  henceforth,  he  shall  trouble  us  no  more. 
And  so  break  off;  the  day  is  almost  spent : 
Lord    Suffolk,  you  and  I  must  talk  of  that 
event. 
York.  My  lord  of  Suffolk,   within  fourteen 
At  Bristol  I  expect  my  soldiers  ;  [days, 

For  there  I'll  ship  them  all  for  Ireland. 

Suf.  I'll  see  it  truly  done,   my  lord  of  York. 
\_E.veuv.t  all  but  York. 
York.   Now,  York,  or  never,  steel  thy  fear- 
ful thoughts, 
And  change  misdoubt  to  resolution : 
Be  that  thou  hop'st  to  be  ;  or  what  thou  art 
Resign  to  death,  it  is  not  worth  the  enjoying  : 
Let  pale-fac'd  fear  keep  with  the  mean-born 

man, 
And  find  no  harbour  in  a  royal  heart. 
Faster  than  spring-time  showers,comes  thought 

on  thought ; 
And  not  a  thought,  but  thinks  on  dignity. 
My  brain,  more  busy  thanthe  labouring  spider, 
Weaves  tedious  snares  to  trap  mine  enemies. 
Well,  nobles,  well,  its  politicly  done, 
To  send  me  packing  with  a  host  of  men  : 
I  fear  me,  you  but  warm  the  stai-ved  snake. 
Who,  cherish'd   in  your   breasts,    will   sting 

your  hearts. 
'Twas  men  I  lack'd,  and  you  will  give  them 
I  take  it  kindly  ;  yet,  be  well  assur'd         [me: 
You  put  sharp  weapons  in  a  madman's  hands. 
Whiles  I  in  Ireland  nourish  a  mighty  band, 
I  will  stir  up  in  England  some  black  storm, 
Shall  blow  ten  thousand  souls  to  heaven,  or 

hell: 
And  this  fell  tempest  shall  not  cease  to  rage 
Until  the  golden  circuit  on  my  head. 
Yot.  IT. 


For  that  John  Mortimer,  which  now  is  dead, 
In  face,  in  gait,  in  speech,  he  doth  resemble : 
By  this  I  shall  perceive  the  commons'  mind, 
How  they  affect  the  house  and  claim  of  York, 
Saj',  he  be  taken,  rack'd,  and  tortured  : 
I  know,  no  pain,  they  can  inflict  upon  him, 
Will  make  him  say — Imov'd  him  to  those  arms. 
Say,  that  he  thrive,  (as  "tis  great  like  he  will,) 
Why,   then    from   Ireland    come  I  with   my 

strength, 
And  reap  the  harvest  which  that  rascal  sow'd  : 
For  Humphrey  being  dead,  as  he  shall  be, 
And  Henry  put  apart,  the  next  for  me.  [^Exit. 

SCENE  II.— Bury.— A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  certain  Murderers,  hastily. 

1  Riur.  Run  to  my  lord  of  Suffolk ;  let  him 

know,  [ed. 

We  have  despatch'd  the  duke,  as  he  command- 

2  Mur.  O,  that  it  were  to  do  ! — What  have 

we  done  ? 
Didst  ever  hear  a  man  so  penitent  ? 
E7iter  Suffolk. 

1  Mur.  Here  comes  my  lord. 

Suf.  Now,  Sirs,  have  you 
Despatch'd  this  thing  ? 

1  Mur.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he's  dead. 

Suf.  Why,  that's  well  said.     Go,  get  you  to 
my  house  ; 
I  will  reward  you  for  this  venturous  deed. 
The  king  and  all  the  peers  are  here  at  hand  :— 
Have  you  laid  fair  the  bed  ?  are  all  things  well, 
According  as  I  gave  directions  ? 

1  Mur.    'Tis  my  good  lord. 

Suf.  Away,  begone!  [£x£ii?t< Murderers. 

Enter  Kirig  Heury,   Queen  Margaret,  Car- 
dinalBzAVFOHT, Somerset, Lordsandolhers. 

K.  Hen.  Go,  call  our  uncle  to  our  presence 
straight : 
Say,  we  intend  to  try  his  grace  to-day, 
If  he  be  guilty,  as  'tis  published. 

Suf.  I'll  call  him  presently,  mv  noble  lord. 

\_E.rif. 
K.  Hen.  Lords,  take  your  places; — And,  I 
pray  you  all. 
Proceed  no  straiter  'gainst  our  uncle  Gloster, 
Than  from  true  evidence,  of  good  esteem, 
He  be  approv'd  in  practice  culpable. 

Q.  Mar.  God  forbid  any  malice  should  pre* 
vail, 

*  A  violent  gusf  of  wind. 

t  Irisli  foolsol.iicrs,  lighl-armed. 

*  A  Moor  ill  a  rriiin  is  dance. 

6 


44 


SECOND  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  Vf. 


That  faultless  may  condemn  a  nobleman ! 
Pray  God,  he  may  acquit  him  of  suspicion ! 
K.Hcn.  I  thank  thee,  Margaret;  thesewords 
content  me  much. — 

Re-evAer  Suffolk. 

How  now  ?  why  look'st  thou  pale  ?  w  hy  trem- 

blcstthou?  [folk? 

Where  is  our  uncle  ?  what  is  the  matter,  Sul- 

Suf.  Dead  in   his  bed,  my  lord ;  Gloster  is 

dead. 
<^.  Mar.  Marry,  God  forefend! 
Cur.  God's  secret  judgment:— 1  did  dream 
to-night. 
The  duke  was  dumb,  and  could  not  speak  a 
word.  [T/ie  khig  swoons. 

q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  lord?— Help,  lords  ! 

The  king  is  dead. 
Som.  Pvear  up  his  body,  wring  him  by  the 

nose. 
q.  Mar.  Run,  go,  help,  help  '—0,  Henry, 

ope  thine  eyes ! 
Suf.  He   doth  revive   again ;— Madam,  be 

patient. 
K.  Hen.  O  heavenly  God  ! 
Q.  Mar.  How  fares  my  gracious  lord? 
Suf.  Comfort,  my  sovereign!  gracious  Hen- 
ry, comfort ! 
K.  Hen.  What,  doth  my  lord  of  Suffolk  com- 
fort me  ? 
Came  he  right  now*  to  sing  a  raven's  note, 
Whose  dismal  tune  bereft  my  vital  powers; 
And  thinks  he,  that  the  chirping  of  a  wren, 
By  crying  comfort  from  a  hollow  breast. 
Can  chase  away  the  first-conceived  sound? 
Hide  not  thy  poison  with  such  sugar'd  words 
Lay  not  thy  hands  on  me;  forbear,  I  say  ; 
Their  touch  affriglits  me,  as  a  serpent's  sting. 
Thou  baleful  messenger,  out  of  my  sight ! 
Upon  thy  eye-balls  murderous  tyranny 
Sits  in  grim  majesty,  to  fright  the  world. 
Look  not  upon  me,  for  thine  eyes  are  wound- 
ing :— 
Yet  do  not  go  away: — Come,  basilisk. 
And  kill  the  innocent  gazer  with  thy  sight : 
For  in  the  shade  of  death  1  shall  find  joy; 
In  life,  but  double  death,  now  Gloster's  dead. 
Q.  Mar.  Why  do  you  rate  my  lord  of  Suffolk 
thus  ? 
Although  the  duke  was  enemy  to  him, 
Yet  he,  most  Christian  like,  laments  his  death: 
And  for  myself, — foe  as  he  was  to  me, 
Might  liquid  tears,  or  heari-offending  groans. 
Or  blood-consuming  sighs  recall  his  life, 
I   would    be    blind    with   weeping,    sick   with 
groans,  [sighs. 

Look  pale  as   primrose,  with  blood-drinking 
And  all  to  have  the  noble  duke  alive. 
What  know  I  how  the  world  may  deem  of  me? 
For  it  is  known,  we  were  but  hollow  friends; 
It  may  be  judg'd,  I  made  the  duke  away  : 
So  shall   my  name  with  slander's   tongue  be 

wounded. 
And  princes'  courts  be  fiU'd  with  my  reproach. 
This  get  I  by  his  death:  Ah  me,  unhappy  ! 
To  be  a  queen,  and  crown'd  with  infamy  ! 
K.  Hen.  Ah,  woe  is  me  for  Gloster,  wretch- 
ed man ! 
Q.  Mar.  Be  woe  for  me,t  more  wretched 
than  he  is. 
AVhat,  dost  tJiou  turn  away,  and  hide  thy  face  ? 
I  am  no  loathsome  leper,  look  on  me. 
What  art  thou,  like  the  adder,  waxen  deaf? 
Be  poisonous  too,  and  kill  thy  forlorn  queen. 

*  Just  now. 
t  /.  t.  Let  not  woe  be  to  thte  for  Glssler,  bnt  for  me. 


iAd  III. 

Is  all  thy  comfort  shut  in  Gloster's  tomb  ? 
Why,  then,  dame  Margaret  was  ne'er  thy  joy  •- 
Erect  his  statue  then,  and  worship  it. 
And  make  my  image  but  an  alehouse  sign. 
Was  I,  for  this,  nigh  wreck'd  upon  the  sea; 
Ajid  twice  by  awkward  wind  from  England's 

bank 
Drove  back  again  unto  my  native  clime  ? 
What  boded  this,  but  well-forewarning  wind 
Did  seem  to  say, — Seek  not  a  scorpion's  nest. 
Nor  set  no  footing  on  this  unkind  shore  ? 
What  did  I  then,  but  curs'd  the  gentle  gusts. 
And  he  that  loos'd  them  from  their  brazen  caves; 
And  bid  them  blow  towards  England's  blessed 

shore. 
Or  turn  our  stem  upon  a  dreadful  rock? 
Yet  iEolus  would  not  be  a  murderer, 
But  left  that  hateful  office  unto  thee  : 
The  pretty  vaulting  searefus'd  to  drown  me  ; 
Knowing,  that  thou  would'st  have  me  drown'd 
on  shore,  [ness ; 

With  tears  as  salt  as  sea  through  thy  unkind- 
The  splitting  rocks  cow'rd  in  the  sinking  sands. 
And  would   not   dash  me  with  their  ragged 

sides ; 
Because  thy  flinty  heart,  more  hard  than  they. 
Might  in  thy  palace  perish  Margaret. 
As  far  as  I  could  ken  thy  chalky  cliffs, 
When  from  the  shore  the  tempest  beat  us  back, 
I  stood  upon  the  hatches  in  the  storm: 
And  when  the  dusky  sky  began  to  rob 
My  earnest-gaping  sight  of  thy  land's  view, 
I  took  a  costly  jewel  from  my  neck, — 
A  heart  it  was,  bound  in  with  diamonds, — 
And  threw  it  towards   thy  land; — the  sea  re - 

ceiv'd  it; 
And  so,  I  wish'd,  thy  body  might  my  heart: 
And  even  with  this,  I  lost  fair  England's  view, 
And  bid  mine  eyes  be  packing  with  my  heart; 
And  call'd  them  blind  and  dusky  spectacles, 
For  losing  ken  of  Albion's  wished  coast. 
How  often  have  I  tempted  Suffolk's  tongue 
(The  agent  of  thy  foul  inconstancy,) 
To  sit  and  witch  me,  as  Ascanius  did, 
When  he  to  madding  Dido,  would  unfold 
His  father's  acts,  commenc'd  in  burningTroy? 
Am  I   not  witch'd  like  her  ?  or  thou  not  false 

like  him  ? 
Ah  me,  I  can  no  more!  Die,  Margaret! 
For  Henry  weeps,  that  thou  dost  live  so  long. 


Noise  within.     Enter  Warwick  and  Salisbu- 
ry.    The  Commons  press  to  the  door. 
War.  It  is  reported,  mighty  sovereign, 
That  good  duke  Humphrey  traitorously  ismur- 

der'd 
By  Suffolk  and  the  cardinal  Beaufort's  means. 
The  commons,  like  an  angry  hive  of  bees. 
That  want  their  leader,  scatter  up  and  down. 
And  care  not  who,  they  sting  in  his  revenge. 
Myself  have  calm'd  their  spleenfiU  mutiny. 
Until  they  hear  the  order  of  his  death. 

A'.  Hen.  That  he  is  dead,  good  Warwick. 
'tis  too  true; 
But  how  he  died,  God  knows,  not  Heni^  ; 
Enter  his  chamber,  view  his  breathless  corpse. 
And  comment  then  upon  his  sudden  death. 
IVar.  That   I   shall   do,    my    liege:— Stay. 
Salisbury, 
With  the  rude  multitude,  till  1  return. 

[Warwick  go&s  into  an  inner  Room,  and 
Salisbury  retires. 
K.  Hen.  O  thou  that  judgest  all  things,  stay 
my  thoughts : 
lAIy   thoughts,    that  labour   to  persuade  my 
seul. 


Scene  //.] 


Some  violent  hands  were  laid  on  Humphrey's 
If  my  suspect  be  false,  forgive  me,  God ;     [life ! 
For  judgment  only  doth  belong  to  thee  .' 
Fain  would  I  go  to  chafe  his  paly  lips 
With  twenty  thousand  kisses,  and  to  drain 
Upon  his  face  an  ocean  of  salt  tears  ; 
To  tell  my  love  unto  his  dumb  deaf  trunk, 
And  with  my  fingers  feel  liis  hand  unfeeling  : 
But  all  in  vain  are  these  mean  obsequies ; 
And,  to  survey  his  dead  and  earthly  image. 
What  were  it  but  to  make  my  sorrow  greater? 
'The  folding  Doors  of  an  inner  Chamber  are 
thrown  open,  and  Gloster  is  discovered  dead 
in  his  Bed:  Warwick  and  others  standing 
by  it. 
War.  Come  hither,  gracious  sovereign,  view 

this  body. 
K.  Hen.  That  is  to  sec  how  deep  my  grave 
is  made : 
For,  with  his  soul,  fled  all  my  worldly  solace; 
For  seeing  him,  I  see  my  life  in  death.* 

JVar.  As  surely  as  my  soul  intends  to  live 
With  that  dread  King  that  took  our  state  upon 

him 
To  free  us  from  his  Father's  wrathful  curse, 
1  do  believe  that  violent  hands  were  laid 
Upon  the  life  of  this  thrice-famed  duke. 

Suf.  A  dreadful  oath,  sworn  with  a  solemn 
tongue ! 
What  instance  gives  lord  Warwick  for  his  vow? 
War.  See,  how  the  blood  is  settled  in  his  face ! 
Oft  have  I  seen  a  timely-parted  ghost, t      [less. 
Of  ashy  semblance,  meagre,  pale,  and  blood- 
\  Being  all  descended  to  the  labouring  heart ; 
Who,  in  the  conflict  that  it  holds  with  death. 
Attracts  the  same  for  aidance  'gainst  the  enerny; 
Which  with  the  heart  there  cools  and  ne'er  re- 

turneth 
To  blush  and  beaulify  the  cheek  again. 
But  see,  his  face  is  black  and  full  of  blood ; 
His  eye-balls  farther  out  than  when  he  liv'd, 
Staring  full  ghastly  like  a  strangled  man  : 
His  hair  uprear'd,  his  nostrils  stretch'd  with 

struggling; 
His  bands  abroad  display 'd,  as  one  that  grasp'd 
And  tugg'd  for  life,  and  was  by  strength  sub- 

du'd. 
Look  on  the  sheets,  his  hairyou  see  is  sticking  ; 
His  well-proportioned  beard  made  rough  and 

rugged, 
Like  to  the  summer's  corn  by  tempest  lodg'd. 
It  cannot  be,  but  he  was  murder'd  here; 
The  least  of  all  these  signs  were  probable. 
Suf.  Why,    Warwick,  who   should  do  the 
duke  to  death  ? 
Myself,  and  Beaufort,  had  him  in  protection; 
And  we,  I  hope.  Sir,  are  no  murderers. 

War.  But  both   of  you  were  vow'd   duke 
Humphrey's  foes ; 
And  you,  forsooth,  had  the  good  duke  to  keep: 
'Tis  like,  you  would  not  feast  him  like  a  friend  ; 
And  'tis  well  seen  he  found  an  enemy. 

Q.  Mar.  Then  you,  belike,  suspect  these  no- 
blemen 
As  guilty  of  duke  Humphrey's  timeless  death. 
War.  Who  finds  the  heifer  dead,  and  bleed- 
ing fresh. 
And  sees  fast  by  a  butcher  with  an  axe,      [ter  ? 
But  will  suspect,  'twas  he  that  made  the  slaugli- 
Who  finds  the  partridge  in  the  puttock's  nest. 
But  may  imagine  how  the  bird  was  dead, 
Although  the  kite  soar  with  unbloodied  beak  ? 
Even  so  suspicious  is  this  tragedy. 
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Mar.  Are    you    the    butcher,    .„ 
Where's  your  knife  ? 
Is  Beaufort  term'd  a  kite  ?  where  are  his  talons  ? 
Suf.  I  wear  no  knife,  to  slaughter  sleeping 
men; 
But  here's  a  vengeful  sword,  rusted  with  ease. 
That  shall  be  scoured  in  his  rancorous  heart, 
That  slanders  me  with  murder's  crimson  badge; 
Say,  if  thou  dar'st,  proud  lord  of  Warwickshire, 
That  I  am  faulty  in  duke  Humphrey's  death. 
\_Exeunt  Cardinal,  Som.  and  others. 
IVar.  What  dares  not  Warwick,  if  false  Suf- 
folk dare  him  ? 
Q.  Mar.  He  dares  not  calm  his  contumelious 
spirit, 
Nor  cease  to  be  an  arrogant  controller. 
Though   Suffolk  dare   him   twenty   thousand 
times.  [say ; 

War.  Madam,  be  still ;  witli  reverence  may  1 
For  every  word,  you  speak  in  his  behalf, 
Is  slander  to  your  royal  dignity. 

Suf.  Blunt-witted  lord,  ignoble  in  demeanour! 
If  ever  lady  wroisg'd  her  lord  so  much, 
Thy  mother  took  into  her  blameful  bL^d 
Some  stern  untutord'd  churl,  and  noble  slock 
Was  graft  with  crab-tree  slip;  whose  fruit  thou 
And  never  of  the  Nevils'  noble  race.  [art, 

War.  But  that  the  guilt  of  murder  bucklers 
thee. 
And  I  should  rob  the  deathsman  of  h'n  fee. 
Quitting  thee  thereby  of  ten  thousand  shames, 
And  that  my  sovereign's  presence  makes  me 

mild, 
I  would,  false  murderous  coward,  on  thy  knee, 
Make  thee  beg  pardon  for  thy  passed  speech. 
And  say — it  was  thy  mother  that  thou  mean'st. 
That  thou  thyself  wast  born  in  bastardy  : 
And,  after  all  this  fearful  homage  done. 
Give  thee  thy  hire,  and  send  thy  soul  to  hell, 
Pernicious  bloodsucker  of  sleeping  men ! 
Svf.  Thoushalt  be  waking,  while  I  shed  thy 
blood. 
If  from  this  presence  thou  dar'st  go  with  me. 
War.  Away  even    now,  or  I  will  drag  thee 
hence: 
Unworthy  though  thou  art,  I'll  cope  with  thee, 
And   do  some  service   to  duke  Humphrey's 
ghost. 

\_Exeunt  Suffolk  and  Warwick. 
K.  Hen.  What  stronger  breast-plate  than  h 
heart  untainted  ? 
Thrice  is  he  arm'd,  that  hath  his  quarrel  just; 
And  he  but  naked,  though  lock'd  up  in  steel. 
Whose  conscience  with  injustice  is  corrupted, 
[■yl  noise  within . 
Q.  Mar.  What  noise  is  this  ? 

Re-enier   Suffolk  aiid  Warwick,  wiili  their 
Weapons  draivn. 
K.  Hen.  Wliy,  how  now,  lords  ?  yourwrath- 
ful  weapons  drawn 
Here  in  our  presence?  dare  3^on  be  so  bold? — 
Why,  what  tumultuous  clamourhave  we  here.' 
Suf.  The  traitorous  Warwick,  with  the  men 
of  Bury, 
Set  all  upon  me,  mighty  sovereign. 

Noise  of  a  crowd  within.     Re-enter  Salisbury. 
Sal.  Sirs,  stand  apart ;  the  king  shall  know 
your  mind. — 

\_Speaking  to  those  within. 
Dread  lord,  the  commons  send  you  word  by  me, 
Unless  false  Suflblk  straight  be  done  to  death, 
Or  banished  fair  England's  territories, 


''/.  el  see  mj  life  destroyed  or  endangered  by  his  dealli.    rpi  .1,.         .1         -.         u-      r  !,.„„ 

f  A  body  become  inanimate  in  the  common  course  of '  They  wdlby  violencetearhimfromyourpalace, 
nsture,to  which  violenceh»s  not Sronghtiitimeless  end.    And  torture  him  with  grievous  ling'ring death. 
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They  say,  by  him  the  good  duke  Humphrey 

died ; 
They  say,  in  him  they  fear  j'ourhig-hness'  death; 
And  mere  instinct  of  love,  and  loyalty, — 
Free  from  a  stubborn  opposite  intent, 
As  being-  thought  to  contradict  your  liking, — 
Makes  them  thus  forward  in  his  banishment. 
They  say,   in  care  of  your  most  royal  person, 
That,  if  your  highness  should  intend  to  sleep. 
And  charge — that  no  man  sliould  disturb  your 

rest, 
In  pain  of  your  dislike,  or  pain  of  death  ; 
Yet  notwithstanding  such  a  strait  edict, 
Were  there  a  serpent  seen,  with  forked  tongue. 
That  slily  glided  towards  your  majesty, 
It  were  but  necessary,  you  were  wak'd  ; 
Lest,  being  suffer'd  in  that  harmful  slumber. 
The  mortal  worm*  might  make  the  sleep  eter- 
nal : 
And  therefore  do  they  cry,  though  you  forbid. 
That  they  will  gvard  you,  whe'r  you  will,  or  no, 
From  such  fell  serpents  as  false  Suffolk  is  ; 
With  whose  envenomed  and  fatal  sting, 
Your  loving  luicle,  twenty  times  his  worth, 
They  say,  is  shamefully  bereft  of  life. 

Commons.  [_}Vilhin.']  An  answer  from  tlie 

king,  my  lord  of  Salisbury. 
Sitf.  'Tis  like,  the  commons,  rude  unpolish'd 

hinds, 
Could  send  such  message  to  their  sovereign  : 
But  you,  my,  lord,  were  glad  to  be  employ 'd, 
To  show  how  quaintt  <in  orator  you  are  : 
But  all  the  honour  Salisbury  hath  won. 
Is — that  he  was  the  lord  ambassador, 
Sent  from  a  sortj:  of  tinkers  to  the  king. 
Commons.  [JF///u'«.]  An   answer  from  the 

king,  or  we'll  all  break  in. 
K.  Hen.  Go,   Salisbury,   and  tell  them  all 

from  me, 
I  thank  them  for  their  tender  loving  care  : 
And  had  1  not  been  'cited  so  by  them, 
Yet  did  I  purpose  as  they  do  entreat ; 
For  sure,  my  thoughts  do  hourly  prophecy 
Mischance  unto  my  state  by  Suffolk's  means. 
And  therefore, — by  His  majesty  1  swear, 
Whose  far  unworthy  deputy  I  am, — 
He  shall  breatl,  J  infection  in  this  air$ 
But  three  days  longer,  on  the  pain  of  death. 

[^Exit  Salisbury. 
Q.  Mar.  O  Henrv,  let  me  plead  for  gentle 

Suffolk ! 
K.  Hen.  Ungentle  queen,  to  call  him  gentle 

Suffolk. 
No  more,  I  say  ;  if  thou  dost  plead  for  him. 
Thou  wilt  but  add  increase  unto  my  wrath. 
Had  1  but  said,  1  would  have  kept  my  word  ; 
But,  when  I  swear,  it  is  irrevocable  : — 
If,  after  three  days  space,  thou  here  be'st  found 
On  any  ground  that  1  am  ruler  of. 
The  world  shall  not  be  ransom'd  for  thy  life. — 
Come,    Warwick,   come   good   Warwick,   go 

with  me ; 
I  have  great  matters  to  impart  to  thee. 

[ExeunI  K.  Henry,  Warwick,  Lords,  &,'c. 
Q.  Mar.  Mischance,  and  sorrow,   go  along  I 

with  you  ! 
Heart's  discontent,  and  sour  afHiction, 
Be  playfellows  to  keep  you  company  ! 
There's  two  of  you  ;  the  devil  make  a  third  ! 
And    thr'^efold    vengeance   tend    upon    your 

steps ! 
Suf.  Cease,  gentle  queen,  these  execrations. 
And  let  thy  Suffolk  take  his  heavy  leave. 

*  Deadly  serpent.       t  Dexterous.        %  A  company. 
§  /.  e.  He  shall  not  contaminate  this  air  with  tlis  in- 
lEtted  breath. 


Q.    Mar.  Fie,    coward   woman,    and    soft- 
hearted wretch ! 
Hast  thou  not  spirit  to  curse  thine  enemies  ? 
Siif.  A  plague  upon  them  !  wherefore  should 
I  curse  them?  [groan. 

Would  curses   kill,    as  doth   the  mandrake's 
I  would  invent  as  bitter-searching  terms, 
As  curst,  as  harsh,  and  horrible  to  hear, 
Deliver'd  strongly  through  my  fixed  teeth, 
\Vith  full  as  many  signs  ofdeadly  hate, 
As  lean-fac'd  Envy  in  her  loathsome  cave: 
My  tongue  should   stumble  in  mine  earnest 

words  : ' 
Mine  eyes  should  sparkle  like  the  beaten  flint ; 
My  hair  be  fix'd  on  end,  as  one  distract ; 
Ay,  cveiy  joint  should  seem  to  curse  and  ban  ; 
And  even  now  my  burden'd  heart  would  break. 
Should  1  not  curse  them.  Poison  be  their 
drink  !  [taste  I 

Gall,  worse  than  gall,  the  daintiest  that  they 
Their  sweetest  shade,  a  grove  of  cypress  trees ! 
Their  chiefesi  prospect,  murdering  basilisks  ! 
Their  softest  touch,  as  smart  as  lizards' stings .' 
Their  music,  frightful  as  the  serpent's  hiss  ; 
And  boding    screech-owls  make   the  concert 

full ! 
All  the  foul  terrors  in  dark-seated  hell — 
Q.  Mar.  Enough,  sweet  Suffolk;  thou  tor- 
mcnt'st  thyself; 
And  these  dread  curses — like  the  sun  'gainst 
Or  like  an  overcharged  gun, — recoil,     [glass, 
And  turn  the  force  of  them  upon  thyself. 
Suf.  You  bade  me  ban,*  and  will  you  bid 
me  leave  ? 
Now,  by  the  ground  that  I  am  banish'd  from. 
Well  could  I  curse  away  a  winter's  night. 
Though  standing  naked  on  a  mountain  top, 
Where  biting  cold  would  never  let  grass  grow, 
And  think  it  but  a  minute  spent  in  sport. 
Q.  Mar.  O,  let  me  entreat  thee,  cease  !  Give 
me  thy  hand, 
That  I  may  dew  it  with  my  mournful  tears ; 
Nor  let  the  rain  of  heaven  wet  this  place. 
To  wash  away  my  woeful  monuments. 
O,  could  this  kiss  be  printed  in  thy  hand ; 

[Kisses  his  hand. 
That  thou  might'st  think  upon  these  by  the  seal. 
Through  whom  a  thousand  sighs  are  breath'd 

for  thee  ! 
So,  get  thee  gone,  that  I  may  know  my  grief; 
'Tis  but  surmis'd  whilst  thou  art  standing  by, 
As  one  that  surfeits  thinking  on  a  want. 
I  will  repeal  thee,  or,  be  well  assur'd, 
Adventure  to  be  banished  myself:  ' 

And  banished  I  am.  if  but  from  thee. 
Go,  speak  not  to  ms  ;  even  now  be  gone. — 
O,  go  not  yet ! — Even  thus  two  friends  con- 
demn'd  [leaves. 

Embrace,  and  kiss,   and   take  ten  thousand 
Loather  a  hundred  times  to  part  than  die. 
Yet  now  farewell ;  and  farewell  life  with  thee  I 
Suf.  Thus  is  poor  Sufiblk  ten  times  banish- 
ed, [thee. 
Once   by  the  king,  and  three  times  thrice  by 
'Tis  not  the  land  I  care  for ;  wert  thou  hence  : 
A  wilderness  is  populous  enough, 
So  Suffolk  had  thy  heavenly  company  : 
For  where  thou  art,  there  is  the  world  itself, 
With  every  several  pleasure  in  the  world ; 
And  where  thou  art  not,  desolation. 
I  can  no  more  : — Live  thou  to  joy  thy  life  ; 
Myself  no  joy  in  naught,  but  that  thou  livest. 
Enter  Vaux. 
Q.  3Iar.  Whither  goes  Vaux  so  fast  ?  What 
news,  I  pr'ythee  ? 
*  Cur5B 


Scene  /.] 

Vaux.  To  sillily  unto  his  majesty, 
That  Cardinal  Beaufort  is  at  point  ofdctlth: 
For  suddenly  a  grievous  sickness  took  him, 
That  makes  him  gasp  and  stare,  and  catch  the 

air, 
Blaspheming  God,  and  cursing  men  on  earth. 
Sometime,  he  talks   as  if  duke  Humphrey's 

ghost 
Were  by  his  side :  sometime,  he  calls  the  king. 
And  whispers  to  his  pillow,  as  to  him. 
The  secrets  of  his  overcharged  soul : 
And  I  am  sent  to  tell  his  majesty. 
That  even  now  he  cries  aloud  for  him. 

Q.  Mar.  Go,  tell  this  heavy  raessage  to  the 

king.  \^Exit  Valx. 

Ah  me  !  what  is  this  world  ?   What  news  are 

these? 
But  wherefore  grieve  I  at  an  hour's  poor  loss. 
Omitting  Suffolk's  exile,  my  soul's  treasure  ? 
Why  only,  Sufiblk,  mourn  I  not  for  thee, 
And  with  the  southern  clouds  contend  in  tears ; 
Theirs  for  the  earth's  increase,   mine  for  my 
sorrows  ?  [coming  ; 

Now,  get  thee  hence :  the  king  thou  know'st  is 
If  thou  be  found  by  me,  thou  art  but  dead. 

Suf.  If  I  depart  from  thee,  I  cannot  live : 
And  in  thy  sight  to  die,  what  were  it  else. 
But  like  a  pleasant  slumber  in  thy  lap.? 
Here  could  I  breathe  my  soul  into  the  air, 
As  mild  and  gentle  as  the  cradle-babe, 
Dying  with  mother's  dug  between  its  lips  : 
Where, ^  from  thy  sight,  I  should  be  raging 

mad, 
And  cry  out  for  thee  to  close  up  mine  eyes. 
To  have  thee  with  thy  lips  to  stop  my  mouth ; 
So  shouldst  thou  either  turn  my  flying  soul, 
Or  I  should  breathe  it  so  into  thy  body, 
And  then  it  lived  in  sweet  Elysium. 
To  die  b}-  thee,  were  but  to  die  in  jest ; 
From   thee  to  die,   were   torture  more  than 

death : 
O,  let  me  stay,  befall  what  may  befall. 

Q.  Mar.  Away  !  though  parting  be  a  fretful 
corrosive, 
It  is  applied  to  a  deathful  wound.  [thee  ; 

To  France,  sweet  Sutlblk :  Let  me  hear  from 
For  wheresoe'er  thou  art  in  this  world's  globe, 
I'll  have  an  Irist  that  shall  find  you  out. 

Suf.  I  go. 

Q.  Max.  And  take  my  heart  with  thee. 

Sm/.  a  jewel  lock'd  into  the  woeful'st  cask 
That  ever  did  contain  a  thing  of  worth. 
Even  as  a  splitted  bark,  so  sunder  we  : 
This  way  fall  1  to  death. 

Q.  Mar.  This  way  forme.  [_Extunl, severally. 

SCENE  III. — London. — CardinalBKAVFORr's 
Bcd-Chumber. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Salisbury,  Warwick, 
and  others. — The  Cardinal  in  Bed;  Atten- 
dants with  him. 

K.  Htn.  How  fares  my  lord  ?  Speak,  Beau- 
fort, to  thy  sovereign. 
Car.  If  thoii  be'st  death,  I'll  give  thee  Eng- 
land's treasure, 

Enougli  to  purchase  such  another  island, 

So  thou  wilt  let  me  live,  and  feel  no  pain. 
K.  Hen.     Ah,  what  a  sign  it  is  of  evil  life, 

When  death's  approach  is  seen  so  terrible  ! 
JVar.  Beaufort,   it  is  thy  sovereign  speaks 

to  thee. 
Car.  Bring  me  unto  my  trial  when  you  will. 

Died  he  not  in  his  bed  ?  VVhere  should  he  die  ? 

Can  I  make  men  live,  whe'r  they  will  or  no  ? 

*  For  whereas.  j  The  messenger  of  Juno. 
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O  !  torture  me  no  more,  I  will  confess. — 
Alive  again  .'  Then  show  me  where  he  is  ; 
I'll   give   a  thousand    pounds  to    look    upon 
him. — 

He  hath  no  eyes,  the  dust  hath  blinded  them. 

Comb  down  his  hair ;  look !  look !   it  stands 
upi-ight. 

Like  lime-twigs  set  to  catch  my  winged  soul .' 

Give  me  some  drink;  and  bid  the  apothecary 
Bring  the  strong  poison  that  I  bought  of  him. 
K.  Hen.  O  thou  eternal  Mover  of  the  hea- 
vens, 
Look  with  a  gentle  eye  upon  this  wretch  ! 
O,  beat  away  the  busy  meddling  fiend. 
That  lays  strong  siege  upon  this  wretch's  soul 
And  from  his  bosom  purge  this  black  despair  ! 
War.  See,    how  the  pangs  of  death   doth 

make  him  grin. 
Sal.  Disturb  him  not,  let  himpass peaceably. 
K.  Hen.  Peace  to  his   soul,    if  God's  plea- 
sure be.'  [bliss, 
Lord   cardinal,   if  thou  think'st  on   heaven's 

Hold  up  thy  hand,  make  signal  of  thy  hope. 

He  dies,  and  makes  no  sign ;  O  God,  forgive 
him! 
War.  So  bad  a  death  argues  a  monstrous 

life. 
K.  Hen.  Forbear  to  judge,  for  we  are  sinners 
all.— 
Close  up  his  eyes,  and  draw  the  curtain  close  ; 
And  let  us  all  to  meditation.  \_Exennt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — Kent. —  The  sea-shore  near  Dover. 

Firing  heard  at  Sea. —  Then  enter  from  a  Boat, 

a  Captain,  a  Master,  a   Master's-mate, 

Walter  Whitmore,  and  others;  with  them 

Suffolk,  and  other  Gentlemen,  Prisoners. 

Cap.  The  gaudy,  blabbing,  and  remorseful* 

Is  crept  into  the  bosom  of  the  sea  ;  [day 

And  now  loud-howling  wolves  arouse  the  jades 

That  drag  the  tragic  melancholy  night ; 

Who  with  their  drowsy,  slow,  and   flagging 

wings  [jaws 

Clip  dead  men's  graves,  and  from  their  misty 

Breathe  foul  contagious  darkness  in  the  air. 

Therefore,  bring  forth  the  soldiers  of  our  prize  ; 

For,  whilst  our  pinnance  anchors  in  the  Downs, 

Here  shall  tliey  make  their  ransom  on  the  sand. 

Or   with   their   blood  stain    this    discolour'cl 

shore. — 
Master,  this  prisoner  freely  give  I  thee  : — 
And  thou  that  art   his  mate,   make   boot  of 

this  :— 
The  other,  IPointingfo  Suffolk.;\  Walter  Whit 
more,  is  thy  share. 
1  Gent.  Whatis  my  ransom,  master  ?  Letme 

know. 
Mast.  A  thousand  crowns,  or  else  lay  down 

your  head. 
Mate.  And  so  much  shall  you  give,  or  ofl' 

goes  yours. 
Cap.  What,  think  you  much  to   pay  two 
thousand  crowns. 
And  beartlie  name  and  port  of  gentlemen? — 
Cut  both   the  villain's  throats ; — for  die  you 

shall ; 
The  lives  of  those  which  we  have  lost  in  fight. 
Cannot   be  counterpoised   with  such  a  petty 
sum. 

1  Gen.  I'll  give  it.  Sir;  and  therefore  spare 

my  life. 

2  Gen.  And  so  will  I,  and  write  liome  for  it 

straight. 
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Against  the  senseless  winds  shall  gi-in  in  vain, 
Who,  in  contempt,  shall  hiss  at  thee  again  : 
And  wedded  be  thou  to  the  hags  of  hell, 
For  daring  to  afij  *  a  mighty  lord 
Unto  the  daughter  of  a  worthless  king, 


Whit.  I  lost  mine  eye  in  laying  the  prize 
aboard. 
And  therefore,  to  revenge  it,  shalt  thou  die  ; 

[To  Suffolk. 
And  so  should  these,  if  I  might  have  my  will. 

Cap.  Benotsorash;  take  ransom,  let  him  live.  |  Having  neither  subject,  wealth,  nor  diadem. 
Sxif.  Look  on  my  George,  I  am  a  gentleman;  |  By  devilish  policy  art  thou  grown  great. 
Rate  me  at  what  thou  wilt,  thou  shalt  be  paid.   |  And,  like  ambitious  Sylla,  overgorged 

Whit    And  so  am  I ;    my   name  is — Walter  With  gobbets  of  thy  mother's  bleeding  heart. 
Whitmore.  [affright  ?  i  By  thee,  Anjou  and  Maine  were  sold  to  France: 

How  now?  Why  sfart'st  thou?  What,  doth  deatli  i  The  false  revolting  Normans,  through  thee, 
Suf.  Thy  name  affrights  me,  in  whose  sound  j  Disdain  to  call  us  lord ;  and  Picardy 

is  death.  I  Hath  slain  ourgovemors,  surprised  our  forts, 

A  cunning  man  did  calculate  my  birth,  And  sent  the  ragged  soldiers  wounded  home. 

And  told  me — that  by   V/nttr  I  should  die  :        j  The  princely  Warwick,  and  the  Nevils  all, — 
Yet  let  not  this  make  thee  be  bloody-minded  ;    ;  Whose  dreadful  swords  were  never  drawn  in 
Thy  name  is  Guallier,  being  rightly  sounded.  I  As  hating  thee,  are  rising  up  in  arms  ;    [vain  ; 


Whit.  Guallier,  or  ffaltcr,  which  it  is,  I  care 
not; 


Ne'er  yet  did  base  dishonour  blur  our  name, 
But  with  our  sword  we  wiped  away  the  blot ; 
Therefore,  when  merclfant-like  1  sell  revenge. 
Broke  be  my  sword,  my  arms  torn  anddefac'd. 
And  I  proclaim'd  a  coward  through  the  world  ! 

iLays  hold  on  Suffolk.  '  Under  the  which  is  writ — Inviiis  nubibus. 

Suf.  Stay,  Whitmore  ;  for  thy  prisoner  is  a  j  The  commons  here  in  Kent  are  up  in  arms  : 
prince,  And,  to  conclude,  reproach,  and  beggary. 

The  duke  of  Suffolk,  William  de  la  Poole.         \  Is  crept  into  the  palace  of  our  king, 

fVhit.  The  duke  of  Suffolk,    muffled   up  in  }  And  all  by  thee : — Away!  Convey  him  henec. 


And  now  the  house  of  York — thrust  from  the 

crown. 
By  shameful  murder  of  a  guiltless  king, 
And  lofty  proud  encroaching  tyranny,  — 
Burns  with  revenging  fire  ;  whose  hopeful  co- 
lours 
Advance  our  half-faced  sun,  striving  to  shine. 


Suf.  O  that  I  were  a  god,  to  shoot  forth 
thunder 
Upon  these  paltry,  servile,  abject  drudges  ? 
Small  things  make  base  men  proud :  this  villain 

here, 
j  Being  captain  of  a  pinnacet  threatens  more 


rags  ! 
Suf.  Ay ,  but  these  rags  are  no  part  of  the 
duke : 
Jove  sometime  went  disguised,  and  why  not  I  ? 
Cap.  But  Jovewas  never  slain,  as  thou  shalt 

be. 
Siif.  Obscure  and  lowly  swain,  king  Henry's  j  Than  Burgidus  the  strong  Illyrian  pirate 
The  honourable  blood  of  Lancaster,     [blood,  '  Drones   suck  not  eagle's  blood,  but  rob  bee- 
Must  not  be  shed  by  such  a  jaded  groom,*        i  It  is  impossible,  that  I  should  die  [hives. 
Hast  thou  not  kiss'd  thy  hand,  and  held  my  j  By  such  a  lowly  vassal  as  thyself. 

stirrup  ?  Thy  words  move  rage,  and  not  remorse,  inme : 

Bare-headed  plodded  by  my  foot-cloth  mule,    jl  g^^o  of  message  from  the  queen  to  France  ; 


And  thought  thee  happy  when  I  shook  my  he^dl 

How  often  hast  thou  waited  at  my  cup. 

Fed  from  my  trencher,   kneel'd  down  at  the 

board. 
When  I  have  feasted  with  queen  Margaret  ? 
Remember  it,  and  let  it  make  thee  crest-fallen ; 
Ay,  and  allay  this  thy  abortive  pride  :t 
How  in  our  voiding  lobby  hast  thou  stood. 
And  duly  waited  for  my  coming  forth  ? 
This  hand  of  mine  hath  writ  in  thy  behalf. 
And  therefore  shall  it  charm  thy  riotous  tongue. 
Whit.  Speak,  captain,  shall  I  stab  the  for- 
lorn swain  ? 
Cap.  First  let  my  words  stab  him,  as  he  hath 

me. 
Suf.  Base  slave !  thy  words  are  blunt,  and 

so  art  thou. 
Cap.  Convey  him  hence,  and  on  our  long- 
boat's side. 
Strike  off  his  head. 

Suf.  Thou  darest  not  for  thy  own. 
Cap.  Yes,  Poole. 
Suf  Poole? 

Cap.  Poole  ?  Sir  Poole  ?  lord  ? 
Ay,  kennel,  puddle,  sink;  whose  filth  and  dirt 
Troubles   the   silver    spring  where   England 

drinks. 
Now  will  I  dam  up  this  thy  yawning  mouth. 
For  swallowing  the  treasure  of  the  realm  : 
Thy  lips,  that  kiss'd  the  queen,  shall  sweep  the 

ground  ; 
And  thou,  that  smil'dst  at  good  duke  Hum- 
phrey's death, 
*  A  low  fellow.  J 

t  Pride  that  has  had  birth  toosonji. 


I  charge  thee,  waft  mc  safely  cross  the  channel. 

Cap.  Walter, 

Whit.  Come,  Suffolk,  I  must  waft  thee  to  thy 

death. 
Suf.   Gelidus  timer  occupat  artits : — 'Tisthee 

I  fear. 
IVhit.  Thou  shalt  have  cause  to  fear,  before 
I  leave  thee. 
What  are  ye  daunted  now  ?  Now  will  ye  stoop  ? 
1   Gent.    My   gracious   lord,    entreat    him, 

speak  him  fair. 
Suf.  Suffolk's  imperifd  tongue  is  stern  and 
rough. 
Used  to  command,  untaught  to  plead  for  favour. 
Fare  be  it,  we  should  honour  such  as  these 
With  humble  suit :  no,  rather  let  my  head 
Stoopto  theblock,  than  these  knees  bowtoany. 
Save  to  the  God  of  heaven,  and  to  my  king  ; 
Aid  sooner  dance  upon  a  bloody  pole. 
Than  stand  uncover'd  to  the  vulgar  groom. 
True  nobility  is  exempt  from  fear : — 
More  can  I  bear,  than  you  dare  execute. 
Cap.  Hale  him  awaj-,  and  let  him  talk  no 

more. 
Suf.  Come,  soldiers,  show  what  cruelty  ye 
That  this  my  death  may  never  be  forgot!  [can. 
Great  men  oft  die  by  vile  bezonians  :+ 
A  Roman  sworder  and  banditto  slave, 
Murder'd  sweet  Tully  ;  Bi-utus'  bastard  hand 
Stabb'd  Julius  Caesar  ;  savage  islanders, 
Pompey  the  great :  and  Suffolk  dies  by  pirates. 
\_Exit  SuF.  with  Whitmore  and  others. 

*  To  belroth  in  marriage. 

t  A  piDDace  then  signified  a  ship  of  sma)!  burden. 

i  Low  meo. 
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Cap.  And  as  for  these  whose  ransom  we  have 
It  is  our  pleasure,  one  of  them  depart : —  [set, 
Therefore  come  you  with  us,  and  let  him  go. 
[Exeunt  all  but  Hit  first  Gentleman. 
Re-enter  Whitmore  with  Suffolk's  Body. 
Whit.  There  let  his  head  and  lifeless  body 
lie, 
Until  the  queen  his  mistress  bury  it.        [Exit. 
1    Crent.  O  barbarous  and  bloody  spectacle ! 
His  body  will  I  bear  unto  the  king : 
ff  he  revenge  it  not,  yet  will  his  friends; 
So  will  the  queen,  that  living  held  him  dear. 

[Exit  with  the  Body. 

SCENE  II.—Blackheath. 

Enter  George  Bevis,   and  John  Holland. 

Geo.  Come,  and  get  thee  a  sword,  though 
made  of  a  lath  ;  they  have  been  up  these  two 
days. 

John.  They  have  the  more  need  to  sleep  now 
then. 

Geo.  I  tell  thee.  Jack  Cade  the  clothier 
means  to  dress  the  commonwealth, and  turnit, 

»and  set  a  new  nap  upon  it. 
JoJin.  So  he  had  need,  for  'tis  threadbare. 
Well,  I  say,  it  was  never  merry  world  in  Eng- 
land, since  gentlemen  came  up. 

Geo.  0  miserable  age  !  Virtue  is  not  regard- 
ed in  handycrafts-men. 

John.  The  nobility  think  scorn  to  go  in  lea- 

»ther  aprons. 
Geo.  Nay  more,   the  king's  council  are  no 
good  workmen. 

John.  True :  and  yet  it  is  said, — Labour  in 
thj'  vocation  :  which  is  as  much  to  say,  as, — 
let  the  magistrates  be  labouring  men :  and 
therefore  should  we  be  magistrates. 

Geo.  Thou  haJt  hit  it :  for  there's  no  better 
sign  of  a  brave  mind,  than  a  hard  hand. 

John.  I  see  them!  Iseethera!  There'sBest's 
son,  the  tanner  of  Wingham  : — 

Geo.  He  shall  have  the  skins  of  our  enemies, 
to  make  dog's  leather  of. 

Jolin.  And  Dick  the  butcher, — 

Geo.  Then  is  sin  struck  down  like  an  ox,  and 
iniquity's  throat  cut  like  a  calf. 

John.  And  Smith  the  weaver : — 

Geo.  Argo,  their  thread  of  life  is  spun. 

John.  Come,  come,  let's  fall  in  with  them. 

Drum.— Enter  Cabk,  Dick  the  Butcher,  Smith 
the  Weaver;  and  others  in  great  number. 

Cade.  We  John  Cade,  soterm'd  of  our  sup- 
posed father, 

Dick.  Or  rather,  of  stealing  a  cade  of  her- 
rings.* [Aside. 

Cade,  for  our  enemies  shall  fall  before  us, 
inspired  with  the  spirit  of  putting  down  kings 
and  princes, — Command  silence. 

Dick.  Silence  ! 

Cade.  My  father  was  a  Mortimer. — 

Dick.  He  was  an  honest  man,  and  a  good 
bricklayer.  [Aiide. 

Cade.  My  mother  a  Plantagenet,— 

Dick.  I  knew  her  well,  she  was  a  midwife. 

[Aside. 

Cade.  My  wife  descended  of  the  Lacies.— 

Dick.  She  was  indeed,  a  pedlar's  daughter, 
and  sold  many  laces.  [Aside. 

Smith.  But,  now  of  late,  not  able  to  travel 
with  lier  furred  pack,  she  washes  bucks  here 
at  home.  [Aside. 

Cade.  Therefore  am  I  of  an  honourable  house 

Dick.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  the  field  is  honoura- 

'  A  barrel  of  herringf. 


blc;  and  there  was  he  bom,  under  a  hedge ;  for 
his  father  had  never  a  house,  but  the  cage. 

[Aside. 

Cade.  Valiant  I  am. 

Smith.  'A must  needs ;  for  beggary  is  valiant. 

[Aside. 

Cade.  I  am  ableto  endure  much. 

Dick.  No  question  of  that ;  for  I  have  seen 
him  whipp'd  three  market  days  together. 

[Aside- 

Cade.  I  fear  neither  sword  nor  fire. 

Smith.  He  need  not  fear  the  sword,  his  coat 
is  of  proof  [Aside. 

Dick.  But,  methinks,  he  should  stand  in  fear 
of  fire,  being  burnt  i'the  hand  for  stealing  of 
sheep.  [Aside. 

Cade.  Be  brave  then ;  for  your  captain  is 
brave,  and  vows  reformation.  There  shall  be, 
in  England,  seven  halfpenny  loaves  sold  for  a 
penny  ;  the  three-hoop'd  pot  shall  have  ten 
hoops  ;  and  I  will  make  it  felony,  to  drink smaJl 
beer;  all  the  realm  shall  be  in  common,  andin 
Cheapside  shall  my  palfry  go  to  grass.  And, 
when  I  am  king,  (as  king  I  will  be) — 

All.  God  save  your  majesty ! 

Cade.  I  thank  you,  good  people: — There 
shall  be  no  money  ;  all  shall  eat  and  drink  on 
my  score ;  and  1  will  apparel  them  all  in  one 
livery,  that  they  may  agree  like  brothers,  and 
worship  me  their  lord. 

Dick.  The  first  thing  we  do,  let's  kill  all  the 
lawyers. 

Cade.  Nay,  that  I  mean  to  do.  Is  not  this  a 
lamentable  thing,  that  of  the  skin  of  an  inno 
cent  lamb  should  be  made  parchment  ?  That 
parchment,  being  scribbled  o'er,  should  undo 
a  man?  Some  say,  the  bee  stings:  but  I  say, 
'tis  the  bee's-wax  :  for  I  did  but  seal  once  to  a 
thing,  and  I  was  never  mine  own  man  since. 
How  now?  Who's  there? 
Enter  some  bringing  in  tlie  Clerk  of  Chatham. 

Smit/i.  The  clerk  of  Chatham  :  he  can  write 
and  read,  and  cast  accompt- 

Cade.  O  monstrous  .' 

Smith.  We  took  him  setting  of  boys' copies. 

Cade.  Here's  a  villain  ! 

Smith.  He's  a  book  in  his  pocket,  with  red 
letters  in't. 

Cade.  Nay,  then  he  is  a  conjurer. 

Dick.  Nay,  he  can  make  obligations,  and 
write  court-hand. 

Cade.  I  am  sorry  for't:  the  man  is  a  proper 
man,  on  mine  honour  ;  unless  I  find  him  guilty, 
he  shall  not  die. — Come  hither,  sirrah,  I  must 
examine  thee :  What  is  thy  name  ? 

Clerk.  Emmanuel. 

Dick.  They  use  to  write  it  on  the  top  of  let] 
ters  : — 'Twill  go  hard  with  you. 

Cade.  Let  me  alone: — Dost  thou  use  to 
write  thy  name  ?  or  hast  thou  a  mark  to  thy , 
self,  like  a  honest  plain-dealing  man  ? 

Clerk.  Sir,  I  thank  God,  I  have  been  so  well 
brought  up,  that  I  can  write  my  name. 

Ait.  He  hath  confess'd :  away  with  him ; 
he's  a  villain,  and  a  traitor. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  1  say  :  hang  him  with 
his  pen  and  inkhorn  about  his  neck  : 

[Exeunt  some  with  the  Clerk. 
Enter  Michael. 

Midi.  Where's  our  general  ? 

Cade.  Here  I  am,  thou  particular  fellow. 

Midi.  Fly,  Ay,  fly  !  Sir  Humphrey  Stafford 
and  his  brother  are  hard  by,  with  the  king's 
forces. 

Cade..  Stand,  villain,  stand,  or  I'll  fell  thee 
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down:  he  shall  be  encounter'd  with  a  man  as 

good  as  liimself:  he  is  but  a  knight,  is  'a? 

Mich-  No. 

Cade.  To  equal  him,  I  will  make  myself  a 
kniglit  presently ;  rise  np  Sir  John  Mortimer. 
Now  have  at  him. 


Enter  Sir  Humphrev  Stafford,  «7idWiLLiAM 
his  Brother,  with  Drum  raid  Forces. 
Staf.  Rebellious  hinds,  the  filth  and  scum  of 
Kent,  [down, 

Mark'd  for  the  gallows, — lay  your  weapons 
Home  to  your  cottages,  forsake  this  groom: 
The  king  is  merciful  if  you  revolt. 

JV.  Staf.  But  angry,  wrathful,  and  inclined 
to  blood, 
If  you  go  forward:  therefore  yield,  or  die 
Cade.  As   for  these  silken-coated  slaves,  I 
pass  not;* 
It  is  to  you,  good  people,  that  1  speak, 
O'er  whom,  in  time  to  come,  I  hope  to  reign ; 
For  I  am  rightful  heir  unto  the  crown. 

Slttf.  Villain,  thy  father  was  a  plasterer; 
And  thou,  thyself,  a  shearman,  art  thou  not  ? 
Cade.  And  Adam  was  a  garduer. 
W.  Stof.  And  what  of  that  ? 
Cade.    Marry,    this: — Edmund    Mortimer, 
earl  of  March, 
Married  the  duke  of  Clarence's  daughter -f  did 
he  not  .' 
Staf.  Ay,  Sir. 
Cnde.  By  her  he  had   two  children  at  one 

birth. 
W.  Staf.  That's  false. 

Cade.  Ay,  there's  the  question ;  but,  I  say, 
'tis  true: 
The  elder  of  them,  being  put  to  nurse. 
Was  by  a  beggar-woman  stolen  away; 
And,  ignorant  of  his  birth  and  parentage, 
Became  a  bricklayer,  when  he  came  to  age : 
His  son  am  I ;  deny  it,  if  you  can. 

Dick.  Nay,  'tis  too  true;  therefore  he  shall 

be  king. 
Smith.  Sir,    he  made  a  chimney  in    my  fa- 
ther's house,  and  the  bricks  are  alive   at  this 
day  to  testifj'  it ;  therefore,  deny  it  not. 

Staf.  And  will  you  credit  this  base  drudge's 
words. 
That  speaks  he  knows  not  what  1 

All.  Ay,  marry,  will  we;  therefore  get  ye 

gone. 
IV.  Staf.  Jack  Cade,  the  duke  of  York  hath 

taught  you  this. 
Cade.  He  lies,  for  I  invented  it  myself. — 
{^Aside."] — Go  to,  Sirrah,  tell  the  king  fromme, 
that — for  his  father's  sake,  Henry  the  Fifth, 
in  whose  time  boys  went  to  span-counter  for 
French  crowns, — I  am  content  he  shall  reign  ; 
but  I'll  be  protector  over  him. 

Dick.  And,  furthermore,  we'll  have  the  lord 
Say's  head,  for  selling  the  dukedom  of  Maine. 
Cade.  And  good  reason;  for  thereby  is 
England  maim'd,  and  fain  to  go  with  a  stafl', 
but  that  my  puissance  holds  it  up.  Fellow- 
kings,  I  tell  you,  thai  that  lord  Say  hath  gelded 
the  commonwealth,  and  made  it  a  eunuch  ; 
and  more  than  that,  he  can  speak  French,  and 
therefore  he  is  a  traitor. 

Staf.  O  gross  and  miserable  ignorance  ! 
Cade.  Nay,  answer,  if  you  can:  the  French- 
men are  our  enemies :  go  to  then,  I  ask  but 
this;  can  he  that  speaks  with  the  tongue  of  an 
enemy,  be  a  good  counsellor,  or  no  .' 

.'ill.  No,  no  :  and  therefore,  we'll  have  his 
head. 

I  pay  thrm  no  resart'. 


SECOND  PART  OF  KING  HENRY  VI.  lAd  IV. 

W.  Staf.  Well,  seeing  gentle  words  will  not 
prevail. 
Assail  them  with  the  army  of  the  king. 

Staf  Herald,   away:  and,  throughout  eve- 
ry town. 
Proclaim  them  traitors  that  are  up  with  Cade  ; 
That  those,  which  Hy  before  the  battle  ends. 
May,  even  in  their  wives'  and  children's  sight. 
Be  hang'd  up  for  example  at  their  doors: — 
And  you,  that  be  the  king's  friends,  follow  me. 
\^Exeunt  the  two  Staffords,  and  Forces. 
Cade.  And  you,  that  love  the  commons,  fol- 
low me.' — 
Now  show  yourselves  men,  'tis  for  liberty. 
We  will  not  leave  one  lord,  one  gentleman : 
Spare  none,  but  such  as  go  in  clouted  shoon; 
For  thev  arc  thrifty  honest  men,  and  such 
As  would,    (but  that  they  dare  not)  take  our 
parts. 
Dick.  They  are  all  in  order,  and  march  to- 
wards us. 
Cade.  But  then  are  we  in  order  when  wc 
are  most  out  of  order.     Come,  march  forward. 

[JE-'xewn/- 


SCENE  III.— Another  part  of  Blackheath. 

Alarums.— The   two  Parties  enter,  and  fight, 
and  both  the  Stafforos  are  slain. 

Cade.  Where's  Dick,  the  butcher  of  Ashford? 

Dick.  Here,  Sir. 

Cade.  They  fell  before  thee  like  sheep  and 
oxen  ;  and  thou  behavedst  thyself  as  if  thou 
hadstbeen  in  thine  own  slaughter-house:  there- 
fore thus  will  I  reward  thee. — The  lent  shall  be 
as  long  again  as  it  is;  and  thou  shalt  have  a 
licence  to  kill  for  a  hundred,  lacking  one. 

Dick.  I  desire  no  more.,     • 

Cade.  And,  to  speak  truth,  thou  deservest 
no  less.  This  monument  of  the  victory  will  I 
bear;  and  the  bodies  shall  be  dragg'd  at  my 
horse's  heels,  till  I  do  come  to  London,  where 
we  will  have  the  mayor's  sword  borne  before 
us. 

Dick.  If  we  mean  to  thrive  and  do  good, 
break  open  the  jails,  and  let  out  the  prisoners- 

Cade.  Fear  not  that,  I  warrant  thee.  Come, 
let's  march  towards  London. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— London.— A  roomin  the  palace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  reading  a  supplication : 
the  duke  o/Buckingham,  and  Lord  Say,  icitk 
him:  at  a  distance,  Queen  Margarkt  mourn- 
ing over  Suffolk's  head, 
q.  Mar.  Oft  have  I  heard— that  grief  sof- 
tens the  mind. 
And  makes  it  fearful  and  degenerate: 
Think  therefore  on  revenge,  and  cease  to  weep. 
But  who  can  cease  to  weep,  and  look  on  this  ? 
Here  may  his  head  lie  on  my  throbbing  breast : 
But  Where's  the  body  that  I  should  embrace  ? 
Buck.  What   answer  makes  your  grace  to 
the  rebel's  supplication  ? 

A'.  Hen.  Ill  send  some  holy  bishop  to  entreat : 
For  God  forbid,  so  many  simple  souls 
Sliould  perish  by  the  sword!  And  1  myself. 
Rather  than  bloody  war  shall  cut  them  short. 
Will  parley  with  Jack  Cade  their  general.— 
But  stay,  I'll  read  it  over  once  again. 

Q.  Mar.  Ah,  barbarous  villains!  Hath  this 
lovely  face, 
Rul'd  like  a  wandering  planet  over  mc  :t 

*  Shoe', 
irreilominated  irresistibly  over  my  passions;  a?  t.ie 
planets  over  those  h'^n  under  their  infl'iPii'"' 


Scene  VII.'} 

And  could  it  not  enforce  them  to  relent, 
That  were  unworthy  to  behold  tho  same  ? 
K.  Htn.  Lord  Say,  Jack  Cade  hath  sworn 

to  have  thy  head. 
Sny.  Ay,  but  I  hope,  your   highnt-bs  shall 

have  his. 
K.  Hen.  How  now,  madam  ?  Still 
Lamenting  and  mourning;  for  Suffolk's  death  ? 
I  fear,  my  love,  if  that  1  had  been  dead,      [me. 
Thou  would'st  not  have  mourn'd  so  much  for 
Q.  Mar.  No,  m3-  love,  I  should  not  mourn, 
but  die  for  thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
A'.  Hen.    How   now  .'    AVhat  news !    Why 

comest  thou  in  such  haste  ? 
Mcs.  The  rebels  are  in  Southwark ;  Fly,  my 
lord  ! 
Jack  Cade  proclaims  himself  Lord  Mortimer, 
Descended  from  the  Duke  of  Clarence'  house ; 
And  calls  your  grace  usurper,  openly. 
And  vows  to  crown  himself  in  Westminster. 
His  army  is  a  ragged  multitude 
Of  hinds  and  peasants,  rude  and  merciless: 
Sir  Humphrey  Stafford  and  his  brothers  death 
Hath  given  them   heart  and  courage   to  pro- 
ceed: 
All  scholars,  lawyers,  courtiers,  gentlemen, 
They  call — false  caterpillars,  and  intend  their 
death. 
K.  Hen.  O  graceless  men ! — They  know  not 

what  they  do. 
Buck.  My  gracious  lord,   retire  to  Kenel- 
worth. 
Until  a  power  be  raised  to  put  them  down. 
Q.  Mar.  Ah  !  were  the  duke  of  Suffolk  now 
alive, 
These  Kentish  rebels  would  be  soon  appeased. 

K.  Hoi.  Lord  Say,  the  traitors  hate  thee. 
Therefore  away  with  us  to  Kenelworth. 

Say.  So  might  your   grace's  person  be  in 

danger : 
The  sight  of  me  is  odious  in  their  eyes : 
And  therefore  in  this  city  will  I  stay, 
And  live  alone  as  secret  as  I  may. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
2  Mes.    Jack   Cade    hath    gotten  London 
bridge ;  the  citizens 
Fly  and  forsake  their  houses: 
The  rascal  people,  thirsting  after  prey. 
Join  with  the  traitor;  and  they  jointly  swear. 
To  spoil  the  city,  and  your  royal  court. 

Buck.    Then  linger  not,   my   lord :    away, 

take  horse ! 
K.  Hen.  Come,  Margaret;  God,  our  hope, 

will  succour  us. 
Q.  Mar.  My   hope  is  gone,  now  Suffolk  is 

deceased. 
K.  Hen.  Farewell,  my  lord;  [  To  Lord  Say,] 

trust  not  the  Kentish  rebels. 
Buck.  Trustnobody,  forfearyoubebetray'd. 
Say.  The  trust  I  have  is  in  mine  innocence. 
And  therefore  am  I  bold  and  resolute. 

lE.xeunt. 

SCENE  V.—  TIiesame.—  The  Tower. 

Enter  Lord  Scales,  and  others,  on  the  Walls, 

—  Then  enter  certain  Citizens,  belovj. 

Scales.  How  now  ?  is  Jack  Cade  slain  ? 

1  Cit.  No,  my  lord,  nor  likely  to  be  slain  for 
they  have  won  the  bridge,  killing  all  those 
that  withstand  them :  the  lord  mayor  craves 
aid  of  your  honour  from  the  Tower,  to  defend 
the  city  from  the  rebels. 

Vol.  II 
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Scales.  Such  aid  as  I  can  spare,  you  shall 

command ; 
But  r  am  troubled  here  with  them  myself, 
The  rebels  have  assay 'd  to  win  the  Tower, 
But  get  you  to  Smithfiold,  and  gather  head, 
And  thither  I  will  send  you  Mattiiew  Gough  : 
Fight   for  your  king,   your  country  and  your 

lives  ; 
And  so  f  vrewell,  for  I  must  hence  again. 

lExeunl. 

SCENE  VL—The  same,— Cannon  Street. 

Enter  Jack  Cade,    and   his  foUou-ers. — He 

strikes  his  Staff  on  London-stone. 

Cade.  Now  is  Mortimer  lord  of  this  city. 
And  here,  sitting  upon  London-stone,  I  charge 
and  command,  that  of  the  city's  cost,  the  pis- 
sing-conduit  run  nothing  but  claret  wine  this 
first  year  of  our  reign.  And  now,  hencefor- 
ward, it  shall  be  treason  for  any  that  calls  me 
other  than — lord  Mortimer, 

Enter  a  Soldier,  running- 
Sold.  Jack  Cade  !  .lack  Cade  ! 

Cade.  Knock  him  down  there.  [^They  kill  him. 

Smith.  If  this  fellow  be  wise,  he'll  never  call 
you  Jack  Cade  more :  I  think,  he  hath  a  very 
fair  warning. 

Dick.  Mj'  lord,  there's  an  army  gather'd  to- 
gether in  Smithfield. 

Cade.  Come  then,  let's  go  fight  with  them: 
but  first,  go  and  set  London-bridge  on  fire; 
and,  if  you  can,  burn  down  the  Tower  too. 
Come,  let's  away.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VH.—The  same.— Smithfield. 
Alarum. — Enter,  on  one  side,  Cade  and  his 
Company:  on  the  other.  Citizens,  and  the 
King's  forces,  headed  hy  Matthew  Gough. 
—  They  fight ;  the  Citizens  are  routed,  and 
Matthew  Gough  is  slain. 

Cade.  So,  Sirs : — Now  go  some  and  pull 
down  the  Savoy;  others  to  the  inns  of  court ; 
down  with  them  all. 

Dick.  I  have  a  suit  unto  your  lordship. 

Cade.  Be  it  a  lordship,  thou  shalt  have  it  for 
that  word. 

Dick.  Only,  that  the  laws  of  England  may 
come  out  of  your  mouth. 

John.  Ma.ss,  'twill  be  sore  law  then  ;  for  he 
was  thrust  in  the  mouth  with  a  spear,  and  'tis 
not  whole  yet.  \_Aside. 

Sjnith.  Nay,  John,  it  will  be  stinking  law; 
for  his  breath  stinks  with  eating  toasted  chcjpse. 

[Aside. 

Cade.  I  have  thought  upon  it,  it  shall  be  so. 
Away,  burn  all  the  records  of  the  realm;  my 
mouth  shall  be  the  parliament  of  England. 

John.  Then  we  are  like  to  have  biting  sta- 
tutes, unless  his  teeth  be  puU'd  out.        [^  Aside. 

Cade.  And  henceforward  all  things  shall 
be  in  common. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  My  lord,  a  prize,  a  prize!  Here's  the 
lord  Saj',  which  sold  the  towns  in  France ;  he 
that  made  us  pay  one  and  twenty  fifteens,* 
and  one  shilling  to  the  pound,  the  last  sub- 
sidy. 

Enter  George  Bevis,  ivith  the  Lord  Say. 
Cade.  Well,  he  shall  be  beheaded  for  it  ten 
times. — Ah,  thou  say,t  thou  serge,  nay,   thou 

*  A  fifteen  was  the  fifteenth  part  of  all  the  moveable?, 
or  personal  properly  of  each  subject, 
t  Say  was  a  kiinl  of  serge. 
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buckram  lord !  Now  art  thou  within  point 
blank  of  our  jurisdiction  regal.  What  canst 
thou  unswer  to  my  majesty,  for  giving  up  of 
Norniandy  unto  monsieur  Bassimecn,  the  dau- 
phin of  France  ?  Be  it  known  unto  thee  by 
these  presence,  even  the  presence  of  lord 
Mortinu  r.thatl  am  the  besom  that  must  sweep 
the  court  clean  of  such  filth  as  thou  art.  Thou 
hast  most  traitorously  corrupted  the  youth  of 
the  realm,  in  erecting  a  grammar-school:  and 
whereas,  before,  our  forefathers  had  no  other 
books  but  the  score  and  the  tally,  thou  hast 
caused  printing  to  be  used  ;  and,  contrary  to 
the  king,  his  crown  and  dignity,  thou  hast 
built  a  paper-mill.  It  will  be  proved  to  thy  face, 
that  thou  bust  men  about  thee,  that  usually 
talk  of  a  noun,  and  a  verb  ;  and  such  abomin- 
able words,  as  no  Christian  ear  can  endure  to 
hear.  Thou  hast  appointed  justices  of  peace, 
to  call  j/oor  men  before  them  about  matters 
they  were  not  able  to  answer.  Moreover,  thou 
hast  put  them  in  prison ;  and,  because  they 
could  not  read,  thou  hast  hang'd  them  ;"* 
when,  indeed,  only  for  that  cause  they  have 
been  most  worthy  to  live.  Thou  dost  ride  on 
a  foot-cloth, t  dost  thou  not? 

Say.   What  of  that  ? 

Cade.  Rlarry,  thou  oughtest  not  to  let  thy 
horse  wear  a  cloak,  when  honester  men  than 
thou  go  in  their  hose  and  doublets. 

Dick.  And  work  in  their  shirt  too  ;  as  my- 
self, for  example,  that  am  a  butcher. 

Hay.  You  men  of  Kent, — 

nick.  What  say  you  of  Kent  ? 

Say.  Nothing  but  this :  'Tis  bona  terra,  male 
gens. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  away  with  him!  he 
speaks  Latin. 

Say.  Hear  me    but  speak,    and  bear  me 
where  you  will. 
Kent    in  the  commentaries  Cajsar  writ. 
Is  tcrm'd  the  civil'st  place  of  all  this  isle  : 
Sweet  is  the  country,  because  full  of  riches  ; 
The  people  liberal,  valiant,  active,  wealthy  ; 
AVhich  makes  me  hope  you  are  not  voidof  pity. 
T  sold  not  Maine,  I  lost  not  Normandy  ; 
Yet,  to  recover  them,  would  lose  my  life. 
.Tustice  with  favour  have  I  always  done  ; 
Prayers  and  tears  have  moved  me,  gifts  could 

never. 
When  have  I  aught  exacted  at  your  hands, 
Kent  to  maintain,  the  king,  the  realm,  andyou? 
Large  gifts  have  1  bestowd'd  on  learned  clerks. 
Because  my  book  preferr'd  me  to  the  king  : 
And — seeing  ignorance  is  the  curse  of  God, 
Knowledge  the  wing  wherewith  we  fly  to  hea- 
ven,— 
Unless  you  be  possess'd  with  devilish  spirits, 
You  cannot  but  forbear  to  murder  me, 
T'his  tongue  hath  parley'd  unto  foreign  kings 
For  your  behoof, — 

CWe.  Tut !  when  struck'st  thou  one  blow  in 
the  field  ? 

Say.  Great  men  have  reaching  hands :  oft 
have  I  struck 
Those  that  I  never  saw,  and  struck  them  dead. 

Geo.  O  monstrous  coward '    wliat,  to  come 
behind  folks? 

Say.  These  cheeks  arc  pale  fort  watching 
for  your  good. 

Cade.  Give  him  a  box  o'the  ear,  and  that 
will  make  'em  red  again. 

•••  /.  c.  They  were  hangeiJ  because  (hey  could  not 
claim  the  benefu  of  the  clergy. 

t  A  foot-cloth  w-15  a  kind  of  housing,  wMgh  covered 
the  body  o.''tlie  horse. 

;'  In  nonswiueuce  of. 


Say.  Long  sitting  to  determine  poor  men's 
causes 
Hath  made  me  full  of  sickness  and  diseases. 

Cade.  Ye  shall  have  a  hempen  candle  then, 
and  the  pap  of  a  hatchet. 

Dick.  Why  dost  thou  quiver,  man? 

Say.  The  i)alsy,  and  not  feai,provokethme. 

Cade.  Nay,  he  nods  at  us ;  as  who  should  say, 
I'll  be  even  with  you.  I'll  see  if  his  head  will 
stand  steadier  on  a  pole,  or  no :  Take  him 
away,  and  behead  him. 

Say.  Tell  me,  wherein  I  have  ofiended  most? 
Have  I  affected  wealth,  or  honour  ;  speak  ? 
Are  my  chests  fill'd  up  with  extorted  gold  ? 
Is  my  apparel  sumptuous  to  behold  ? 
Whom  have  I  injur'd    that  ye  seek  my  death  ? 
These  hands   are  free  from  guiltless    blood- 
shedding.*  [thoughts - 
This  breast  from   harbouring  foul    deceitful 
O,  let  me  live  ! 

Cade.  I  feel  remorse  in  myselfwith  his  words : 
but  ril  bridle  it;  he  shall  die,  an  it  be  but  for 
pleading  so  well  for  his  life.  Away  with  him  '. 
he  has  a  familiart  under  his  tongue ;  he  speaks 
not  o'  God's  name.  Go,  take  him  away,  I  say, 
and  strike  off  his  head  presently  :  and  then 
break  into  his  son-in-law's  house.  Sir  James 
Cromer,  and  strike  off  his  head,  and  brin^ 
them  both  upon  two  poles  hither. 

All.  It  shall  be  done. 

Say.    Ah,  countrymen  !  if  when   j'ou  make 
your  prayers, 
God  should  be  so  obdurate  as  yourselves. 
How  would  it  fare  with  your  departed  souls  ? 
And  therefore  yet  relent,  and  save  my  life. 

Cade.  Away  with  him,  and  do  as  I  command 
ye.  lExcunt  some  icith  Lord  Sat- 

The  proudest  peer  in  the  realm  shall  not  wear 
a  head  on  his  shoulders,  unless  he  pay  me 
tribute ;  there  shall  not  a  maid  be  married, 
but  she  shall  pay  to  me  her  maidenhead  ere 
they  have  it :  men  shall  hold  of  me  in  capite  : 
and  we  charge  and  command,  that  their  wives 
be  as  free  as  heart  can  wish,  or  tongue  can 
tell. 

Dick.  My  lord,  when  shall  we  go  to  Cheap- 
side,  and  take  up  commodities  upon  our  bills? 

Cade.  Marry,  presently. 

All.  0  brave  ! 

Re-enter  Rebels,  with  the  Heads  of  Lords  Say 
and  his  Son-in-law. 

Cade.  But  is  not  this  braver  ? — Let  them  kiss 
one  another,  for  they  loved  well,  when  they 
were  alive.  Now  part  them  again,  lest  they 
consult  about  the  giving  up  of  some  more 
towns  in  France.  Soldiers,  defer  the  spoil  of 
the  city  until  night :  for  with  these  borne  before 
us,  instead  of  maces,  will  we  ride  through  the 
streets  ;  and,  at  every  corner  have  them  kiss — 
Away !  [JS.veMn/- 

SCENE  Vlll.—Southwark. 

Alarum . — Enter  Cade  ,  and  all  his  Rahblement. 

Cade-  Up  Fish-street !  Down  Saint  Magnus' 
corner !  Kill  and  knock  down  !  Throw  them 
into  Thames. 

[yl  Parley  sounded,  then  a  Retreat. 
What  noise  is  this  1  hear  .'  Dare  any  be  so 
bold  to  sound  retreat  or  parley,  when  I  com- 
mand them  kill  ? 

*  /.  c.  These  hands  are  free  from  shedding  guiltless 
or  innocent  blood. 

'  A  demon  who  was  supposed  lo  attend  at  call. 
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ETiler  Buckingham,  and  old  Cufford  witli 
Forces. 

Buck.  Ay,   here  they  be  that  dare  and  will 
disturb  thee  : 
Know,  Cade,  we  come   ambassadors  from  the 

king 
Unto  the  commons,  wliom  Ihou  hast  misled  ; 
And  here  pronounce  free  pardon  to  them  all, 
That  will  forsake  thee,  and  go  home  in  peace. 

Clif.  What   say   ye,  countrymen?  will  ye 
relent. 
And  yield  to  mercy  whilst  'tis  offer'd  you  ; 
Or  let  a  rabble  lead  you  to  your  deaths  ? 
Who   loves  the  king,    and  will  embrace  his 
pardon,  D^sty  .' 

Fling  up  his  cap,  and  say — God  save  Iiis  nia- 
Who  hateth  him,  and  honours  not  his  father, 
Henry  the  fifth,  th.it  made  all  France  to  quake, 
Shake  he  his  weapon  at  us,  and  pass  by. 

All.  God  save  the  king  '  God  save  the  king ! 

Cade.  What,  Buckingham,  and  Clifibrd,  are 
ye  so  brave  .' — And  you,  base  peasants,  do  ye 
believe  him  ?  Will  you  needs  be  hang'd  with 
your  pardons  about  your  necks  ?  Hath  my 
swoi-d  therefore  broke  through  London  gates, 
that  you  should  leave  me  at  the  White  Hart 
in  Southwark?  I  thought,  ye  would  never 
have  given  out  these  arms,  till  you  had  reco- 
ver'd  your  ancient  freedom  :  but  you  are  all 
recreants,  and  dastards ;  and  delight  to  live 
in  slavery  to  the  nobility.  Let  them  break 
3'our  backs  with  burdens,  take  your  houses 
over  your  heads,  ravish  your  wives  and  daugh- 
ters before  your  faces :  For  me,  I  will  make 
shift  for  one ;  and  so — God's  curse  light  upon 
vou  all ! 

All.  We'll  follow  Cade,  we'll  follow  Cade. 

Clif.  Is  Cade  the  son  of  Henry  the  fifth. 
That  thus  you  do  exclaim — you'll  go  with  him? 
Will   he   conduct  you  through  the  heart  of 

France, 
And  make  the  meanest  of  you  earls  and  dukes ! 
Alas,  he  hath  no  home,  no  place  to  fly  to  ; 
Nor  knows  he  how  to  live,  but  by  the  spoil. 
Unless  by  robbing  of  your  friends,  aud  us. 
Wer't  not  a  shame,  that  whilst  you  live  at  jar, 
The  fearful  French,  whom  you  late  vanquish- 
ed, [you  ? 
Should  make  a  start  o'er  seas,  and  vanquish 
Methinks,  already,  in  this  civil  broil, 
i  see  them  lording  it  in  London  streets. 
Crying — Fillageois  !  unto  all  they  meet. 
Better  ten  thousand    base-born   Cades    mis- 
carry,                                             [mercy. 
Than  you  should   stoop  unto  a  Frenchman's 
To  France,  to  France,  and  get  what  you  have 

lost ; 
Spare  England,  for  it  is  your  native  coast : 
Henry  hath  money, you  are  strong  andmauly ; 
God  on  our  side,  doubt  not  of  victory. 

All.  A  Clitlord!  A  Clifford!  We'll  follow 
the  king,  and  Cliflbrd. 

Cade.  Was  ever  leather  so  lightly  blown  to 
and  fro,  as  this  multitude  ?  The  name  of  Henry 
the  Fifth  hales  them  to  a  hundred  mischiefs, 
und  makes  them  leave  me  desolate.  I  see 
tiiem  lay  their  heads  together,  to  surprise  me  : 
my  sword  make  way  for  me,  for  here  is  no 
staying. — In  despight  of  the  devils  and  hell 
have  through  the  very  midst  of  you !  And 
heavens  and  honour  be  witness,  that  no  want 
of  resolution  in  me,  but  only  my  followers' 
base  and  ignominious  treasons,  makes  me  be- 
take me  to  my  heels.  [^Exit. 

Buck.  What,  is  he  fled  !  Go  some,  and  fol- 
low him  ; 


And  he,  that  brings  his  head  unto  the  king. 
Shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  for  his  reward — 
\_Exeu7il  some  of  them. 
Follow  me,  soldiers  ; — we'll  devise  a  mean 
To  reconcile  you  all  unto  the  king.     [jEa'Cwn/. 

SCENE  IX.—KeneUvortli  Castle. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Q,ueen  Margaret,  and 
Somerset,  on  the  Terrace  of  the  Castle. 

K.  Hen.  Was  ever  king,  that  joy 'd  an  earth- 
ly throne, 
And  could  command  no  more  content  than  I  ? 
No  sooner  was  I  crept  out  of  my  cradle, 
But  I  was  made  a  king,  at  nine  months  old  : 
Was  never  subject  long'd  to  be  a  king. 
As  I  do  long  and  wish  to  be  a  subject. 

Enter  Buckingham  and  Clifford. 

Buck.    Health,  and  glad  tidings,  to  your 

majesty  ! 
K.  Hen.  Why,  Buckingham,  is  the  traitor. 
Cade,  surprized  ? 
Or  is  he  but  retired  to  make  him  strong? 

Enter,  below,  a  great  number  q/"  Cade's  Fol- 
lowers, with  Halters  about  their  Necks. 

Clif.  He's  fled,  my  lord,  and  all  his  powers 
do  yield ; 
And  humbly  thus  with  halters  on  tlieir  necks. 
Expect  your  highness'  doom,  of  life,  or  death. 
K-  Hen.  Then,  heaven,  set  ope   (hy  ever- 
lasting gates, 
To  entertain  my  vows  of  thanks  and  praise! — 
Soldiers,  this  day   have  you   redeem'dyour 

lives, 
And  show'd  how  well  you  love  your  prince 

and  country  : 
Continue  still  in  this  so  good  a  mind, 
And  Henry,  though  he  be  unfortunate. 
Assure  yourselves,  will  never  be  unkind  : 
Aud  so,  with  thanks,  and  pardon  to  you  all, 
1  do  dismiss  you  to  your  several  countries. 
All.  God  save  the  liing  !  God  save  ttie  king ! 

Enter  a  Messenger, 

Mess.  Please  it  your  grace  to  be  advertised. 
The  duke  of  York  is  newly  come  from  Ireland : 
And  with  a  puissant  and  a  mighty  power. 
Of  Gallowglasses,  and  stout  Kernes*, 
In  marching  hitherward  in  proud  array  ; 
Aud  still  proclaimeth,  as  he  comes  along. 
His  arms  are  only  to  remove  from  thee      [tor. 
The  duke  of  Somerset,  whom  he  terms  atrai- 

jK.  Hen.  Thus  stands  my  state,  'twixt  Cade 
and  York  distress'd; 
Like  to  a  ship,  that,  having  escaped  a  tempest, 
Is  straightway   calm'd,  and  boarded  with  a 
pirate  :  [persed ; 

But  uowt  is  Cade   driven  back,  his  men  dis- 
And  now  is  York  in  arms,  to  second  him. — 
1  pray  thee,  Buckingham,  go  and  meet  him ; 
And  ask  him,  what's  the  reason  of  these  arms, 

[Tower ; 
Tell  him,  I'll  send  duke  Edmund  to  the 
And,  Somerset,  we  will  commit  thee  thither. 
Until  his  army  be  dismiss'd  from  him. 

Sotn.  My  lord, 
I'll  yield  myself  to  prison  willingly, 
Or  unto  death,  to  do  my  country  good. 

K.  Hen.  In  any  case,  be  not  too  rough  in 

terms ;  [guage. 

For  he  is  fierce,  and  cannot  brook  hard  lan- 

Twrvtir'tfrs  of  foot  soIJiers  anionj  the  Ili?h. 
!  OdIj'  j\i«  m>ff. 
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Buck.  I  will  my   lord;   and  doubt   not  so  And  if  mine  arm  be  heaved  in  the  air, 


to  deal 

As  all  things  shall  redound  unto  your  good. 
K.  Hen.  Come,  wife,  let's  in,  and  learn  to 

govern  better ; 
For   yet   may   England  curse   my  wretched 

reign.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  X.—Kent.—lDEK's  Garden. 

Enter  Caue. 

Cade.  Fie  on  ambition  !  Fie  on  myself;  that 

have  a  sword,  and  yet  am  ready  to  famish  I 

These  five  days  have  I  hid  me  in  these  woods 


Thy  grave  is  digg'd  already  in  the  earth. 

As  for  more  words,  whose  greatness  answers 

words. 

Let  this  my  sword  report  what  speech  forbears. 

Cade.  By    my   valour,  the   most   complete 

champion   that  ever  I  heard. — Steel,  if  thou 

turn  the  edge,  or  cvU  not  out  the  burly-bbned 

clown  in  chines  of  beef  ere  thou  sleep  in  thy 

sheath,    I  beseech  God  on  my   knees,    thou 

may'stbeturn'dto  hobnails.  [  They  fight,  Cade 

falls.']  O,  I  am  slain!     Famine,  and  no  other, 

hath  slain  me  :'let  ten  thousand  devils  come 

and  durst  not  peep  out,  for  all   the  country  is  \  against  me,  and  give  me  but  the  ten  meals  I 

layed  for  me  ;  but  now  am  I  so  hungry,  that  if;  have  lost,  and  I'd  defy  them  all.     Wither,  gar 


I  might  have  a  lease  of  my  life  for  a  thousand 
years,  I  coidd  stay  no  longer.  Wlierefore,  on 
a  brick-wall  have  1  climbed  into  this  garden  ; 
to  see  if  I  can  eat  grass,  or  pick  a  sallet  ano- 
ther while,  which  is  not  amiss  to  cool  a  man's 
stomach  this  hot  weather.  And,  I  think,  this 
word  sallet  was  born  to  do  me  good  :  for,  many 
a  time,  but  for  a  sallet,*  my  brain-pan,  had 
been  cleft  with  a  brown  bill ;  and,  many  a 
time,  when  I  have  been  dr^y,  and  bravelj' 
marching,  it  hath  served  me  instead  of  a  quart- 
pot  to  drink  in  ;  and  now  the  word  sallet  must 
serve  me  to  feed  on. 

Enter  Iden,  with  Servants. 

Idcn.  Lord,  who  would  live  turmoiled  in  the 
court. 
And  may  enjoy  such  quiet  walks  as  these. 
This  small  inheritance,  my  father  left  me, 
Contenteth  me,  and  is  worth  a  monarchy.      • 
I  seek  not  to  wax  great  by  other's  waining  ; 
Or  gather  wealth,  I  care  not  with  what  envy ; 
Sufficeth,  that  I  have  maintains  my  state, 
And  sends  the  poor  well  pleased  from  my 
gate. 
Cade.  Here's  the  lord  of  the  soil  come  to 
seize  me  for  a  stray,   for  entering  his  fee-sim- 
ple without  leave.     Ah,  villain,  thou  wilt  be- 
tray me,  and  get  a  thousand  crowns  of  the 
king  for  carrying  my  head  to  him  ;  but  I'll 
make  thee  eat  iron  like  an  ostridge,  and  swal- 
low my  sword  like  a  great  pin,  ere  thou  and  I 
part. 

Iden.  Why,    rude   companion,    whatsoe'er 
thou  be,  [thee  ? 

1  know  thee  not ;  why  then  should  I  betray 
Is't  not  enoTigh,  to  break  into  mj'  garden, 
And,  like  a  thief,  to  come  to  rob  my  grounds. 
Climbing  my  walls,  in  spite  of  me  the  owner, 
But  thou   wilt    brave   me   with   these   saucy 
terms  ? 
Cade.  Brave  thee  ?  Ay,  by  the  best  blood 
that  ever  was  broach'd,  and  beard  thee  too. 
Look  on  me  well :  I  have  eat  no  meat  these 
five  days;  yet,  come  thou  and  thy  five  men, 
and  if  I  do  not  leave  you  all  as  dead  as  a 
door-nail,  I  pray  God,  I  may  never  eat  grass 
more. 

Iden.  Nay,  it  shall  ne'er  be  said,  while  Eng- 
land stands, 
That  Alexander  Iden,  an  esquire  of  Kent, 
Took  odds  to  combat  a  poor  famish'd  man. 
Oppose  thy  steadfast-gazing  eyes  to  mine, 
See  if  thou  canst  outface  me  with  thy  looks. 
Set  limb  to  limb,  and  thou  art  far  the  lesser; 
Thy  hand  is  but  a  finger  to  my  fist; 
Thy  leg  a  stick,  compared  with  this  truncheon ; 
My  foot  shall  fight  with  all  the  strength  thou 
hast; 

'  A  Und  of  helmet. 


den ;  and  be  henceforth  a  burying  place  to  all 
that  do  well  in  this  house,  because  the  un- 
conqvier'd  soul  of  Cade  is  fled. 

Iden.  Is't  Cade  that  I  have  slain,  that  mon- 
strous traitor? 
Sword,  I  will  hallow  thee,  for  this  thy  deed. 
And   hang  thee  o'er  my   toinb,    when  I   am 

dead: 
Ne'er  shall  this  blood  be  wiped  from  thy  point ; 
But  thou  shalt  wear  it  as  a  herald's  coat. 
To  emblaze  the  honour  that  thy  master  got. 

Cade.  Iden.  farewell ;  and  be  proud  of  thy 
victory:  Tell  Kent  fiom  me,  she  hath  lost  her 
best  man,  and  exhort  all  the  world  to  be  cow- 
ai-ds;  fori,  that  never  fear'd  any,  am  van- 
quish'd  by  famine,  not  by  valour.  [Dicj. 

Iden.  How  much  thou  wrong'st  me*  heaven 
be  my  judge. 
Die,  damn'd  wretch,  the   curse  of  her  that 

bare  thee ! 
And  as  I  thrust  thy  body  in  with  ray  sword, 
So  wish  I,  I  might  thrust  thy  soul  in  hell. 
Hence  will  I  drag  thee  headlong  by  the  heels 
Unto  a  dunghill  which  shall  be  thy  grave, 
And  there  cut  off  thy  most  ungracious  head  ; 
AVhich  I  will  bear  in  triumph  to  the  king, 
Leaving  thy  trunk  for  crows  to  feed  upon. 

lExit,  dragging  out  the  body. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— The  same.— Fields  betiveen  Dart- 
ford  and  Blackhealh. 

The  King's  Camp  on  one  side. — On  the  other, 
enterYoRKattended ,  with  Drum  and  Colours'; 
his  Forces  at  some  distance. 

Yoi'k.  From   Ireland  thus  comes  York,  to 

claim  his  right. 
And  pluck  the  crown  from  feeble  Henry's  head : 
Ring,  bells,  aloud ;  burn,  bonfires,  clear  and 

bright. 
To  entertain  great  England's  lawful  king. 
Ah,  saricta  majestas!  who  would  not  buy  thee 

dear? 
Let  them  obey,  that  know  not  how  to  rule  ; 
This  hand  was  made  to  handle  naught  but 

gold: 
I  cannot  give  due  action  to  my  words. 
Except  a  sword,  or  sceptre  balance  it.f 
A  scepti-e  shall  it  have,  have  I  a  soul ; 
On  which  I'll  toss  the  flower-de-luce  of  Frsince. 

Enter  Buckingham. 

Whom  have  we  here  ?  Buckingham  to  disturb 

me  ?  [ble. 

The  king  hath  sent  him,  sure  :  I  must  dissem- 

Buck.  York,  if  thou  meanest  well,  I  greet 

thee  well. 

*  Id  supposing  that  I  .im  proiid  of  my  victory, 
t  Balance  my  hand. 
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York.  Huniplirey  of  Buckingham,  I  accept 
thy  greeting, 
Art  thou  a  messenger,  or  come  of  pleasure  ? 
Buck.   A  messenger  from  Henry,  our  dread 
liege. 
To  know  the  reason  of  these  arms  in  peace ; 
Or  why,  thou — being  a  subject  as  I  am, — 
A'Tainstthy  oath  and  true  allegiance  sworn, 
Shouldst  raise  so  great  a  power  without  his 

leave. 
Or  dare  to  bring  thy  force  so  near  the  court. 
York.  \_  Aside.']  Scarce  can  1  speak,  my  choler 
is  so  great. 
O,  I  could  hew  up  rocks,  and  fight  with  flint, 
I  am  so  angry  at  these  abject  terms  ; 
And  now,  like  Ajax  Telamonius, 
On  sheep  or  oxen  could  I  spend  my  fury  ! 
I  am  far  better  born  than  is  the  king; 
More  like  a  king,  more  kingly  in  my  thoughts : 
But  I  must  make  fair  weather  yet  awhile. 
Till  Henrj-  be  more  weak,  and  I  more  strong. 

\^  Aside. 
O  Buckingham,  I  pr'ythee,  pardon  me, 
That  I  have  given  no  answer  all  this  while  ; 
My  mind  was  troubled  with  deep  melancholy. 
The  cause   why  I  have   brought   this   army 

hither, 
Is — to  remove  proud  Somerset  from  the  king, 
Seditious  to  his  grace,  and  to  the  state. 

Buck.  That  is  too  much  presumption  on  thy 
But  if  thy  arms  be  to  no  other  end,         [part : 
The  king  hath  yielded  unto  thy  demand ; 
The  duke  of  Somerset  is  in  the  Tower. 
York.  Upon  thine  honour,  is  he  prisoner  ? 
Buck.  Upon  mine  honour,  he  is  prisoner. 
York.  Then,  Buckingham,  I  do  dismiss  my 
powers. — 
Soldiers,  I  thank  you  all ;  disperse  yourselves ; 
Meet  me  to-morrow,  in  Saint  George's  field, 
You  shall    have  pay,    and   every   thing  you 

wish. — 
And  let  my  sovereign,  virtuous  Henry, 
Command  my  eldest  son, — nay,  all  my  sons. 
As  pledges  of  my  fealty  and  love, 
I'll  send  them  all  as  willing  as  I  live  ; 
Lands,  goods,  horse,  armour,  any  thing  I  have 
Is  his  to  use,  so  Somerset  may  die. 

Buck.  York,  I  commend  this  kind  submis- 
sion : 
We  twain  will  go  into  his  highness'  tent. 

Enter  King  Henry,  attended. 
K.  Hen.     Buckingham,  doth  York  intend  to 
harm  us, 
That  thus  he  marcheth  with  thee  arm  in  arm  ? 

York.  In  all  submission  and  humility, 
York  doth  present  himselfunto  your  highness. 
K.  Hen.  Then  what  intend  these  forces  thou 

dost  bring  ? 
York.  To  heave  the  traitor  Somerset  from 
hence  ; 
And  fight  against  that  monstrous  rebel,  Cade, 
Who  since  I  heard  to  be  discomfited. 

Enter  Iden,  with  Cade's  Head. 
Men.  If  one  so  rude,  and  of  so  mean  condi- 
May  pass  into  the  presence  of  a  king,      [tion, 
Lo,  I  present  your  grace  a  traitor's  head, 
The  head  of  Cade,  whom  I  in  combat  slew. 
K.  Hen.  The  head   of  Cade  .' — Great  God, 
how  just  art  thou  ! 
O,  let  me  view  his  visage  being  dead. 
That  living  wrought  mesuchexceedingtrouble. 
Tell  me,  my  friend,  art  thou  the  man  that  slew 
him? 
Jden.  I  was,  an'tlike  your  majesty. 


Ol» 


Hen.  How  art  thou  call'd  ?  and  what  is 
thy  degree  ? 
Ideii.  Alexander  Idcn,  that's  my  name  ; 
A  poor  esquire  of  Kent,  that  loves  his  king. 
Buck.  So  please  it  you,  my  lord,  'twere  not 
amiss 
He  were  created  knight  for  his  good  service. 
K.  Hen.  Iden,  kneel   down;    {_He  kneels.'] 
Rise  up  a  knight. 
We  give  thee  for  reward  a  thousand  marks  ; 
And  will,  that  thou  henceforth  attend  on  us. 

/den.  May  Iden  live  to  merit  such  a  bounty. 
And  never  live  but  true  unto  his  liege  ! 

H.  Hen.  See,  Buckingham!  Somerset  comes 
with  the  queen  ; 
Go,  bid  her  hide  him  quickly  from  the  duke. 

Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  Somerset. 

Q.  Mar.  For  thousand  Yorks  he  shall  not 
hide  his  head. 
But  boldly  stand,  and  front  him  to  his  face. 

York.  How  now  !  Is  Somerset  at  liberty  ? 
Then,     York,    unloose    thy    long-imprison'd 

thoughts. 
And  let  thy  tongue  be  equal  with  thy  heart. 
Shall  I  endure  the  sight  of  Somerset  ? — 
False  king  !  why  hast  thou  broken  faith  with 

me, 
Knowing  how  hardly  I  can  brook  abuse  ? 
King  did  I  call  thee  ?  no,  thou  art  not  king ; 
Nor  fit  to  govern  and  rule  multitudes. 
Which  dar'st  not,  no,    nor  canst  not  rule  a 

traitor. 
That  head  of  thine  doth  not  become  a  crown  ; 
Thy  hand  is  made  to  grasp  a  palmer's  staff, 
And  not  to  grace  an  awful  princely  sceptre. 
That  gold  must  round  engirt  these  brows  of 

mine ; 
Whose  smile  and  frown,  like  to  Achilles'  spear, 
Is  able  with  the  change  to  kill  and  cure. 
Here  is  a  hand  to  hold  a  sceptre  up, 
And  with  the  same  to  act  controlling  laws. 
Give  place;  by  heaven,  thou   shalt   rule   no 

more 
O'er  him,  whom  heaven  created  for  thy  ruler. 
Som.  O  monstrous  traitor ! — I  arrest  thee, 
York, 
Of  capital  treason  'gainst  the  king  and  crown  : 
Obey,  audacious  traitor;  kneel  for  grace. 
York.  Would'st  have  me  kneel  ?  first  let  me 
ask  of  these, 
If  they  can  brook  I  bow  a  knee  to  man. — 
Sirrah,  call  in  my  sons  to  be  my  bail ; 

[^Exit  an  Attendant. 
I  know,  ere  they  will  have  me  go  to  ward,* 
They'll  pawn  their  swords  for  my  enfranchise- 
ment. 
Q.  Mar.  Call  hither  Clifford ;  bid  him  come 
amain. 
To  say,  if  that  the  bastard  boys  of  York 
Shall  be  the  surety  for  their  traitor  father. 

York.  0  blood-bespotted  Neapolitan, 
Outcast  of  Naples,  England's  bloody  scourge  ! 
The  sons  of  York,  thy  betters  in  their  birth, 
Shall  be  their  father's  bail ;  and  bane  to  those 
That  for  my  surety  will  refuse  the  boys. 

Enter  Edward  and  Richard  Plantagenet, 
with  Forces,  atone  side;  at  the  other,  with 
Forces  also,  old  Clifford  and  his  Son. 

See,  where   they   come ;   I'll  warrant  they'll 
make  it  good. 
Q,.  Mar.  And  here  comes  Clifford,  to  deny 
their  bail. 

Ciislndy,  coiifincincn!. 
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Clif.  Health  and  all  happiness  to  my  lord 
the  king  !  IKneels. 

York.  I  thank   thee,   Clifford:    Say,  what 
news  with  thee? 
Nay,  do  not  fright  us  with  an  angry  look  : 
We  are  thy  sovereign,  Clifford,  kneel  again  ; 
For  thy  mistaking  so,  we  pardon  thee. 

CUf-  This  is  my  king,  York,  1  do  not  mis- 
take; 
But  thou  mistak'st  me  much,  to  think  I  do : — 
To  bedlam  with  liim  !  is  tiie  man  grown  mad ! 
K-  Hen.  Ay,  Clifford  ;  a  bedlam  and  ambi- 
tious humour 
Makes  him  oppose  himself  against  his  king. 

Clif.  He  is  a  traitor  ;  let  him  to  the  Tower, 
And  chop  away  that  factious  pate  of  his. 

Q.  Mar.  He  is  arrested,  but  will  not  obey  ; 
His  sons,  he  says,  shall  give  their  words  for 
him. 
York.  Will  you  not,  sons  .' 
Edw.  Ay,  noble  father,  if  our  words  will 

serve. 
Rich.  And  if  words  w  ill  not,  then  our  wea- 
pons shall. 
Clif.  ^Vhy,  what  a  brood  of  traitors  have 

we  here  ! 
York.  Look  in  a  glass,  and  call  thy  image 
so;  I  [tor. 

I  am  thy    king,  and  thou  a  false-heart  trai- 
Call  hither  to  the  stake  my  two  brave  bears,* 
That,  with  the  very  shaking  of  their  chains. 
They  may  astonish  these  fell  lurking  curs ; 
Bid  Salisbury,  and  Warwick,  come  to  me. 

Drums.  Enter  Warwick  and  Salisbury,  with 
Forces. 
Clif.    Are  these  thy  bears  ?  we'll  bait  thy 
bears  to  death. 
And  manacle  the  bear-wardtin  their  chains, 
If   thou  dar'st    bring   them  to    the    baiting- 
place. 
Rich.    Oft   have  I  seen  a  hot  o'erweening 
cur 
Run  back  and  bite,  because  he  was  withheld  : 
Who,  being  suffer'd  with  the  bear's  fell  paw, 
Hath  clapp'd  his  tail  between  his  legs,  and 

cry'd : 
And  such  a  piece  of  service  will  you  do, 
If  you  oppose  yourselves  to  match  lord  War- 
wick. 
Clif.  Hence,  heap  of  wrath,  foul  indigested 
lump, 
As  crooked  in  thy  manners  as  thy  shape  ! 
York.  Naj',  we  shall  heat  you  thoroughly 

anon. 
Clif  Take  heed,  lest  by  your  heat  you  burn 

yourselves. 
K.  Hen.  Why  Warwick,  hath  thy  knee  for- 
got to  bow  ? — 
Old  Salisbury, — shame  to  thy  silver  hair, 
Thou  mad  misleader  of  thy  brain-sick  son! — 
What,   wilt  thou  on  thy    death-bed  play  the 

ruffian. 
And  seek  for  sorrow  with  thy  spectacles  ? 
O,  where  is  faith  ?  O,  where  is  loyalty  ? 
If  it  be  banish'd  from  the  frosty  head. 
Where  shall  it  find  a  harbour  in  the  earth  ? — 
Wilt  thou  go  dig  a  grave  to  find  out  war. 
And  shame  thine  honourable  age  with  blood  ? 
Why  art  thou  old,  and  want'st  experience? 
Or  wherefore  dost  abuse  it,  if  thou  hast  it  ? 
For  shame  !  in  duty  bend  thy  knee  to  me, 
That  bows  unto  the  grave  with  micklc  age. 

"  The  Nevils,  carls  of  Wa:nick,  liid  a  bear  auti  rag- 
ged slatf  for  their  crest. 

t  Pear-kseper. 


[Act  v. 

Sal.  My  lord,  I  have  consider'd  with  myself 
1  he  title  of  this  most  renowned  didce  ; 
And  in  nu'  conscience  do  repute  his  grace 
The  rightful  heir  to  England's  royal  seat. 
K.   Hen.  Hast  thou  not  sworn  allegiance 

unto  me  ? 
Sal.  I  have. 
K.  Hen.    Canst  thou  dispense  with  heaven 

for  such  an  oath  ? 
Sal.  It  is  great  sin,  to  swear  unto  a  sin  : 
But  greater  sin,  to  keep  a  sinful  oath 
Who  can  be  bound  by  any  solemn  vow 
To  do  a  murderous  deed,  to  rob  a  man, 
To  force  a  spotless  virgin's  chastity. 
To  reave  the  orphan  of  his  patrimony. 
To  wring  the  widow  from  her  custom'd  right ; 
And  have  no  other  reason  for  this  wrong, 
But  that  he  was  bound  by  a  solemn  oath  '! 
Q.  Mar.  A  subtle  traitor  needs  no  sophister. 
K.  Hen.    Call   Buckingham,   and  bid  him 

arm  himself. 
York.  Call  Buckingham,  and  all  the  friends 
thou  hast, 
I  am  resolv'd  for  death,  or  dignity. 

Clif  The  first  I  warrant  thee,   if  dreams 

prove  true. 
War.  You  were  best  to  go  to  bed,  and  dream 
again. 
To  keep  thee  from  the  tempest  of  the  field. 

Clif.  I  am  resolv'd  to  bear  a  greater  storm. 
Than  any  thou  canst  conjure  up  to-day; 
And  that  I'll  write  upon  thy  burgonet, 
Might    I    but    know   thee  by    thy  household 
badge. 
War.  Now,  by  my  father's  badge,  old  Ne- 
vil's  crest. 
The  rampant  bear  chain'd  to  the  ragged  staff. 
This  day  I'll  wear  aloft  my  burgonet,* 
(As  on  a  mountain-top  the  cedar  shows, 
That  keeps  his  leaves  in  spite  of  any  storm,) 
Even  to  affright  thee  with  the  view  thereof. 
Clif  And  from  thy  burgonet  I'll  rend  thy 
bear. 
And  tread  it  under  foot  with  all  contempt, 
Despight    the    bear-ward    that    protects  the 
bear. 
Y.  Clif.  And  so  to  arms,  victorious  father. 
To  quell  the  rebels,  and  their  'complices. 
Rich.  Fie  !  charity,  for  shame!  speak  not  in 
spite. 
For  you  shall  sup  with  Jesu  Christ  to  night. 
F.  Clif  Foul  stigmatic,t  that's  more  than 

thou  canst  tell. 
Rich.  If  not  in  heaven,  you'll  surely  sup  in 
hell.  [^Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  II.— Saint  Albans. 

Alarums  :  Excursions.  Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Clifford  of  Cumberland,  'tis  Warwick 
calls  ! 
And  if  thou  dost  not  hide  thee  from  the  bear, 
Now, — when  the  angry  trumpet  sounds  alarm. 
And  dead  men's  cries  do  fill  the  cmp(y  air, — 
Clifford,  I  say,  come  forth  and  fight  witli  me  ! 
Proud  northern  lord,  Clifford  of  Cumberland, 
Warwick  is  hoarse  with  calling  thee  to  arms. 

Enter  York. 

How  now,  my  noble  lord  ?  what,  all  a-foot? 
York.  The  deadly-banded  Clifford  slew  my 
steed ; 

Helmet, 
■f  One  on  uliom  nature  has  set  a  m?.rk  nf  deformity,  a 
stirma. 
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But  match  to  match  I  have  encountcv'd  him, 
Aud  niiidc  a  prey  for  carrion  kites  and  crows 
Even  of  the  bonny  beast  he  lov'd  so  well 

Enter  Clifford. 
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War.  Of  one  or  both  of  us  the  time  is  come 
York.  Hold,  VVanvick,  seek  thee  out  some 
other  chace, 
For  I  myself  must  hunt  this  deer  to  death. 
War.  Then,  nobly,  York ;  'tis  for  a  crown 
thou  fight'st. — 
As  I  intend,  Clifibrd,  to  thrive  to-dajr, 
It  grieves  my  soul  to  leave  thee  unassail'd. 

[^Exit  Warwick. 
CUf.  What  secst  thou  in  me,  York?  why 

dost  thou  pause  ? 
York.  With  thy  brave  bearing  should  I  be 
in  love. 
But  that  thou  art  so  fast  mine  enemy. 

CUf.  Nor  should  thy  prowess  want  praise 
and  esteem. 
But  that  'tis  shown  ignobly  and  in  treason. 
York.  So   let  it    help  me  now  against  thy 
sword. 
As  I  in  justice  and  true  right  express  it ! 
CUf.  Mv    soul    and    body    on   the    action 

both  !— 
York.    A  dreadful  lay  '.^ — address  thee  in- 
stantly. 

[  They  fight,  and  Clifford /«?fo. 
Clif.  La  fin  covronne  les  oeuvres.        \_Dies. 
York.  Thus  war  hath  given  thee  peace,  for 
thou  art  still. 
Fearc  with  his  soul,  heaven,  if  it  be  thy  will ! 

[^Exit. 
Enter  young  Clifford. 

Y.  CUf.  Shame  and  confusion  !  all  is  on  the 

rout  ; 
Fear  frames  disorder,  and  disorder  wounds 
Where  it  should  guard.     0  war    thou  son  of 

hell. 
Whom  angry  heavens  do  make  their  minister, 
Throw  in  the  frozen  bosoms  of  our  part 
Hot  coals  of  vengeance ! — Let  no  soldier  fly  : 
He  that  is  truly  dedicate  to  war, 
Hath  no  self-love;  nor  he,  that  loves  himself, 
Hath  not  essentially,  but  by  circumstance, 
The   name  of  valour. — O,  let  the  vile  world 

end,  ISeeing  hi.sdead  Father. 

And  the  premised!  flames  of  the  last  day 
Knit  earth  and  heaven  together  ! 
Now  let  the  general  trumpet  blow  his  blast. 
Particularities  and  petty  sounds 
To  cease  !t — Wast  thou  ordain'd,  dear  father, 
To  lose  thy  youth  in  peace,  and  to  achieved 
The  silver  livery  of  advised||  age  ; 
And,  in  thy  reverence,  and   thy  chair-days, 

thus 
To  die  in  rufiian  battle  ? — Even  at  this  sight, 
My  heart  is   turn'd  to  stone :  and,   while,  'tis 

mine, 
It  shall  be  stony .  York  not  our  old  men  spares ; 
No  more  will  I  their  babes  :  tears  virginal 
Shall  be  to  me  even  as  the  dew  to  fire  ; 
And  beauty,  that  the  tyrant  oft  reclaims, 
Shall  to  my  flaming  wrath  be  oil  and  flax. 
Henceforth,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  pity  ; 
Meet  I  an  infant  of  the  house  of  York, 
Into  as  many  gobblets  will  I  cut  it, 
As  wild  Medea  young  Absyrtus  did : 
In  cruelty  will  I  seek  out  my  fame. 

■•  A  (IreaOftil  wager;  a  tremcudous stake. 

T  Sent  before  their  time.  *  stop. 

'}  Oht<''n.  ij  ConsiUerafc. 


Come,  thou  new  ruin  of  old  ClifTord's  house  ; 
[  Taking  vp  the  Body. 
As  did  JEneas  old  Anchises  bear. 
So  bear  I  thee  upon  my  manly  shoulders  f 
But  then  iEneas  bare  a  living  load. 
Nothing  so  heavy  as  these  woes  of  mine. 

[Exit. 

Enter  Richard  Plantagenet  and  Somerset, 
fighting,  and  Somerset  is  killed. 
Rich.  So,  lie  thou  there; — 
For,  underneath  an  alehouse'  paltry  sign, 
The  Castle  in  Saint  Albans,  Somerset 

Hath  made  the  wizard  famous  in  his  death. 

Sword,   hold  thy  temper  ;  heart,   be  wrathful 

still : 
Priests  pray  for  enemies,  but  princes  kill. 
,  iExit. 

Alarums :  Excursions.  Enter  King  Henrv, 
Queen  Margaret,  and  others,  retreating. 

Q.    Mar.    Away,    my  lord !  you  are  slow ; 

for  shame,  away ! 
K.  Hen.  Can  we  outrun  the  heavens  ?  good 

Margaret,  stay. 
Q.  Mar.  What  are  you  made  of?  you'll  not 
fight,  nor  fly  : 
Now  is  it  manhood,  wisdom,  and  defence, 
To  give  the  enemy  way  :  and  to  secure  us 
By  what  we  can,  which  can  no  more  but  fly. 

{_  Alarum  afar  off. 
If  you  be  ta'en,  we  then  should  see  the  "bottom 
Of  all  our  fortunes  :  but  if  we  haply  scape, 
(As  well  we  may,  if  not  through  your  neglect,) 
We  shall  to  London  get ;  where  you  are  lov'd  ; 
And  where  this  breach,  now  in  our  fortunes 

made, 
May  readily  be  stopp'd. 

Ejiter  young  Clifford. 

Y.  Clif  But  that  my  heart's  on  future  mis* 
chief  set, 
I  would  speak  blasphemy  ere  bid  you  fly  ; 
But  fly  you  must ;  uncurable  discomfit 
Reigns  in  the  hearts  of  all  our  present  parts;* 
Away,  for  your  relief!  and  we  will  live 
To  see  their  day,  and  them  our  fortune  give  : 
Away,  my  lord,  away  !  lExeunf. 

SCENE  HI.— Fields  near  Saint  Albans. 

Alarum:  Retreat.  Flourish;  then  enter Yortu, 
Richard  Plantagenet,  Warwick,  and 
Soldiers,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

York.  Of  Salisbury,  who  can  report  of  him ; 
That  winter  lion,  who,  in  rage  forgets 
Aged  contusions  and  all  brush  of  time  ;t 
And,  like  a  gallant  in  the  bow  of  youth, t 
Repairs  him  with  occasion  1  this  happy  day 
Is  not  itself,  nor  have  we  won  one  foot, 
If  Salisbury  be  lost. 

Rich.  My  noble  father. 
Three  times  to-day  I  holp  him  to  his  horse, 
Three  times  bestrid  him,  thrice  I  led  him  off, 
Persuaded  him  from  any  further  act : 
But  still,  where  danger  was,  still  there  I  met 

him ; 
And  like  rich  hangings  in  a  homely  house. 
So  was  his  will  in  his  old  feeble  body. 
But,  noble  as  he  is,  look  where  he  comes. 

*  for  parties. 

t  I.e.  The  gcadual  iletrition  of  time. 
i  i.e..  The  lieighl  of  youth:  the  brow  ofa  liill  i?  \t.i 
sumtnit. 
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Enter  Salisbury. 

Sal    Now,  by   my  sword,  well  hast   thou 
'  fought  to  day;  [Richard: 

By   the  mass,  so  did  we  all.— I  thank   you, 
God  knows,  how  long  it  is  I  have  to  live ; 
And  it  hath  pleas'd  him,  that  three  times  to-day 
You  have  defended  me  from  imminent  death.— 
Well,  lords,  we  have  not  got  that  which  we 

have:* 
'Tis  not  enough  our  foes  are  this  time  fled, 
Being  opposites  of  such  repairing  nature.t 

*  [.e.  We  have  not  secured  that  wl.ich  we  have  ac- 

*^"M.''f  •  Bein,;  en«.mif8  that  are  likely  so  soon  to  rally  anrf 
recover  thcirifelves  from  this  defeat. 
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York.  I  know,  our  safety  is  to  follow  them: 
For,  as  I  hear,  the  king  is  fled  to  London, 
To  call  a  present  court  of  parliament. 
Let  us  pursue  him,  ere  the  writs  go  forth : — 
What    says   lord    Warwick;    shall   we    after 

them  ? 
War.  After  them!  nay,  before  them,  if  we 

can. 
Now  by  my  faith,  lords,  'twas  a  glorious  day : 
Saint  Albans'  battle,  won  by  famous  York, 
Shall  beeterniz'd  in  all  age  to  come.— 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets  ;— and  to  London 

all : 
And  more  such  days  as  these  to  us  befal ! 

\Extunt. 
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King  Henry  the  Sixth. 

Edward,  Prince  of  Wales,  his  Son. 

Lewis  XI.  King  of  France. 

Duke  of  Somerset,-Duke  ofExe-~j  Lords 
TER, — Earl  of  Oxford, — Earl  '.on  King 
OF  Northumberland, — Earl  of  j  Henry's 
AVestmoreland-Lord  Clifford  J  side. 

Richard  Plantagenet,  Duke  of  York. 

Edward,  Earl  of  March,  after- "^ 
wards  King  Edward  IV.  j 

Edmund,  Earl  of  Rutland,  } 

George,  afterwards  Duke  of  Cla-  }>  His  Sons, 
rence,  | 

Richard,    afterwards    Duke 
Glocester, 

Duke  of  Norfolk,         ") 

Marquis  of  Montague, 

Earl  of  Warwick, 

Earl  of  Pembroke, 

Lord  Hastings, 

Lord  Stafford, 


of! 


Of  the    Duke    of 
York's  party. 


Sir  John  Mortimer,  ?  Uncles  to  the  Duke  of 
SirHugh Mortimer,  )  York. 
Henry,  Earl  of  Richmond,  aY'outh. 
Lord  Rivers,  Brother  to  Lady  Grey. — Sir 
William  Stanlev. — Sir  John  Montgomery. 
Sir  John  Somerville. — Tutor  to  Rut- 
land.— Mayor  of  York. — Lieutenant  of  the 
Tower. — A  Nobleman. — Two  Keepers. — A 
Huntsman. — A  Son  that  has  killed  his  Father. 
A  Father  that  has  killed  his  Son. 

Queen  Margaret. 

Lady  Grey,  afterwards  Queen  to  Edward  IV. 

Bona,  Sister  to  the  French  Queen. 

Soldiers,  and  other  attendants  on  King  Henry 
and  King  Edward,  Messengers,  Watch- 
men, he. 

Scene, during  partof  the  third  Act,  in  France; 
during  all  the  rest  of  the  Play,  in  England . 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — London. —  The  Parliament- Home. 
Drums.  Some  Soldiersof  York's  party  bi-eakin. 
Then,  enter  the  Duke  of  York,  Edward, 
Richard,  Norfolk,  Montague,  Warwick, 
and  others,  ivith  IJliite  Roses  in  their  Hats. 
War.  I  wonder  how  the  king  escap'd  our 

hands. 
York.  While  we  pursu'd   the   horsemen  of 
the  north, 
He  slily  stole  aw  ay,  and  left  his  men  : 
Whereat  the  great  lord  of  Northumberland, 
Whose  warlike  ears  could  never  brook  retreat, 
Cheer'd  up  the  drooping- army  ;  and  himsell, 
Lord  Clifford,  and  Lord  Staiford,  all  a-breast, 
Charg'd  our  main  battle's  front,   and,  break- 
ing in, 
Were  by  the  swords  of  common  soldiers  slain. 
Edw.  Lord  Stafford's  father,  duke  ox  Buck- 
ingham, 
Is  either  slain,  or  wounded  dangerous  : 
I  cleft  his  beaver  with  a  downright  blow  ; 
That  this  is  true,  father,  behold  his  blood. 

\_Showing  his  bloody  Sword. 
Mont.  And,  brother,  here's  the  earl  of  Wilt- 
shire's blood,     [  To  York,  showing  his. 
Whom  I  encounter'd  as  the  battles  join'd. 
Rich.  Speak  thou  for  me,  and  tell  them  what 
I  did. 
[  Throwing  downthe-  Duke  of  Somerset's  Head. 
Vol.  II. 


York.  Richard  hath  best  deserv'd  of  ail  my 

sons. —  [set '.' 

What,  is  your  grace  dead,  my  lord  of  Somer- 

Norf.  Such  hope  have  all  the  line  of  John  of 

Gaunt ! 
Rich.  Thus  do  I  hope  to  shake  king  Henry's 

head. 
JVar.  And  so   do  L — Victorious  prince  of 
York, 
Before  I  see  thee  seated  in  that  throne 
Which  now  the  house  of  Lancaster  usurps, 
I  vow  by  heaven,  these  eyes  shall  never  close. 
This  is  the  palace  of  the  fearful  king. 
And  this  the  regal  seat :  possess  it,  York  : 
For  this  is  thine,  and  not  king  Henry's  heirs. 
York.  Assist  me  then,  sweet  Warwick,  and 
I  will ; 
For  hither  we  have  broken  in  by  force. 

^"^orf.  We'll  all   assist   you ;  he,   that  flies, 

shall  die. 
York.  Thanks,  gentle  Norfolk, — Stay  by  me, 
my  lords  ; —  [night. 

And,    soldiers,    stay,    and  lodge  by  me  this 
War.  And  when  the  king  comes,  offer  him 
no  violence. 
Unless  he  seek  to  thrust  you  out  by  force. 

[  T7te_y  retire. 
York.  The  queen,   this  day,   here  holds  her 
parliament, 
But  little  thinks  we  shall  be  of  her  council : 
By  words,  or  blows,  here  let  us  win  our  right. 
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Rich.  Arm'd  as  we  are,  let's  stay  within  this 

house. 
JVar.  The  bloody  parliament  shall  this   be 
call'd, 
Unless  Plantagenct,  duke  of  York,  be  king; 
And  bashful  Henry  depos'd,  whose  cowardice 
Hath  liiadi;  us  by-words  to  our  enemies. 

York.  Then  leave  me  not,  my  lord's;  be  re- 
solute; 
I  mean  to  take  possession  of  my  right. 

irar.  Neither  the  king^,   nor  he  that  loves 
l)im  best. 
The  proudest  he  that  Iiolds  up  Lancaster, 
Dares  stir  a  wing,  if  Warwick  shake  his  bells,* 
\  '11  plant  Plantagenet,  root  him  up  who  dares : — 
Resolve   thee,    Richard;    claim    tlic   English 
crov\n. 
[Warwick  leads  York  to  the  Throne,  who 
fcals  himself. 

Flourish.  Enter  King  Henry,  Cheford, 
Northumberland,  Westmoreland,  Exe- 
TKU,  andoihers,  with  red  rosts  int/ieirhats. 

K.  Hen-  My  lords,  look  -where  the  sturdy 
rebel  sits, 
Even  in  the  chairof  state  !  belike,  he  means, 
(Back'd  by  the  power  of  Warwick,  that  false 

peer,) 
To  aspire  unto  the  crown,  and  reign  as  king, — 
Earl  of  Northumberland,  he  slew  thy  father; — 
And  thine,  lord   Cliflbrd;  and  yon  both  have 

^ow'd  revenge 
On  him,  his  sons,  his  favourites,  and  his  friends. 
North.  If  I  be  not,  heavens,  be  reveng'd  on 

me! 
Clif-  The  hope  thereof  makes  Clifford  mourn 

in  steel. 
If'est.  What,  shall  we  suffer  this?  let's  pluck 
him  down : 
My  heart  for  anger  burns,  I  cannot  brook  it. 
K  Hen.  Be  patient,  gentle  earl  of  West- 
moreland. 
Clif.  Patience  is  for  poltroons,  and  such  as 
he; 
He  durst  not  sit  there  had  your  father  liv'd 
Mj'  gracious  lord,  here  in  the  parliament 
Let  us  assail  the  family  of  York. 

North.  Well  hast  thou  spoken,   cousin ;  be 

it  so. 
K-  Hen.  Ah,  know  a'ou  not,  the  city  favours 
them. 
And  they  have  troops  of  soldiers  at  their  beck  ? 
Exe.  But  when  the  duke   is  slain,  they'll 

quickly  flfj'. 
K.  Hen.  Far  bo  the   thought   of  this  from 
Henry's  heart, 
To  make  a  shambles  of  the  parliament-house! 
Cousin  of  Exeter,  frowns,  woi-ds,  and  threats, 
Sbail'be  the  war  that  Henry  means  to  use. — 
[  They  advance  to  the  Duke. 
Thou  factious  duke  of  York,  descend  my  throne, 
And  kneel  for  grace  and  mercy  at  my  feet ; 
I  am  thy  sovereign. 

York.  Tliou  art  deceiv'd,  I  am  thine. 

Exe.  For  shame,  comedown  ;  he  made  thee 

duke  of  York. 
\ork.  'Twas  my  inheritance,  as  the  earldom 

was. 
Exe.  T!iy  fixtlierwas  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
War.  Exeter,  thou  art  a  traitor  to  the  crown. 
In  following  this  usurping  Henry. 

Clif.  Whom  should  he  follow,  but  his  natu- 
ral king  ?  I 

*  Hawks  had  sometimes  littlebells  liung  on  llicm,per.  I 
li^ij  to  dare  tlie  birds ;  that  is,  to  t'rishl  I  hem  from  ri.«r3g. 
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liar.  True,    Clifford;  and  that's   Richard, 

duke  of  York. 
K.  Hen.  And  shall  I  stand,  and  thou  sit  in 

my  throne  ? 
York.  It  must  and  shall  be  so.     Content  thy- 
self. 
(Far.  Be  duke  of  Lancaster,  let  him  be  king. 
West.  He  is  both  king  and  duke  of  Lancaster: 
And  that  the  lord  of  Westmoreland  shall  main- 
tain. 
IVar.  And  W^arwick  shall  disprove  it.     You 
forget,  [field. 

That  we  are  those,  which  chas'd  you  from  the 
And    slew    your   fathers,   and   with    colours 

spread 
MarcJi'd  through  the  city  to  the  palace  ^gates. 
North.  Yes,  Warwick,  I  remember  it  to  my 
grief; 
And,  by  his  soul,  thou  and  thy  house  shall  rue  it. 
IVest.  Plantagenet,  of  thee,    and   these  thy 
sons. 
Thy  kinsmen,  and  thy  friends,  I'l   have  more 

lives. 
Than  drops  of  blood  were  in  my  father's  veins- 
Clif.  Urge  it  no  more ;  lest  that,  instead  of 
words, 
I  send  thee,  Warwick,  such  a  messenger, 
As  shall  revenge  his  death,  before  I  stir. 

JFar.  Poor  Clifford!  how  I  scorn  his  worth- 
less threats ! 
York.  ^V'ill  you,   we  show  our  title  to  the 
crown  ? 
If  not,  our  swords  shall  plead  it  in  the  field. 
K.  Hen.  What  title  hast  thou,  traitor  to  the 
crown  ? 
Thy  father  was,  as  thou  art,  duke  of  York; 
Thy   grandfather,  Roger   Mortimer,   eari  of 

'   March  : 
I  am  the  son  of  Henry  the  fifth, 
Who  made  the  Dauphin  and  the  French   to 

stoop. 
And  seiz'd  upon  their  towns  and  provinces. 
JVar.  Talk  not  of  France,  sith*  thou   hast 

lost  it  all 
K.  Hen.  The  lord  protector  lostit,  andnot  I : 
When  I  was  crown'd,  I  was  but  nine  months 
old. 
Rich.  You  are  old  enough  now,  and  yet,  me- 
thinks,  you  lose : — 
Father,  tear  tlie   cro«n  from  the  usurper's 
head.  [head. 

Edw.  Sweet  father,  do  so;  set  it  on  your 
Mont.  Good    brother,  [To  York.]   as  thou 
lov'st  and  honour'st  arms, 
Let's  fight  it  out,  and  not  stand  cavilling  thus - 
Rich.  Sound  drums  and  trumpets,  and  the 

king  will  fly. 
York.  Sons,  peace  ! 
K.  Hen.  Peace  thou  I  and  give  king  Henrv 

leave  to  speak. 
JVar.  Plantagenet  shall  speak  first: — hcai- 
him,  lords ; 
And  be  you  silent  and  attentive  too. 
For  he,  that  interrupts  him,  shall  not  live. 
K.  Hen.  Think'st  thou,  that  I  willieave  ni\ 
kinglj'  throne, 
AVlicrcin  mj^  grandsire,  and  my  father,  sat  ? 
No:  first  shall  war  unpeople  this  my  realm; 
Ay,  and  their  colours — often  borne  in  France ; 
And  now  in  England,  to  our  heart's  great  sor- 
row,—  [lords  ■" 
Shall  be  my  winding  sheet. — Why  faint  you. 
My  title's  good,  and  better  far  than  his. 

nW.  But  prove  it,  Henry,  and  thou  shalt  be 
kinff. 
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K.  Hen.  Henry  the  fourth  by  conquest  got 

the  crown. 
York.  'Twas  bj'  rebellion  against  his  king. 
K.  Hen.  I  know  not  what  to  say  ;  ray  title's 
weak. 
Tell  me,  may  not  a  king  adopt  an  heir? 
York.  What  then? 

K.  Hen.  An   if  he  may,  then  am  I  lawful 
king- ; 
For  Richard,  in  the  view  of  many  lords, 
Resign'd  the  crown  to  Henry  the  fourth; 
'IVhose  heir  my  father  was,  and  I  am  his. 
York.  He  rose  against  him,  being-  his  sove- 
reign, 
\nd  made  him  to  resign  his  crown  perforce. 
fVar.  Suppose,   ni)-  lords,  he  did  it  uncon- 
strain'd, 
Think  you,  'twere  prejudicial  to  his  crown  ?* 
Exc.  No ;  for  he  could  not  so  resign  his  crown, 
Sut   that  the  next  heir  should    succeed  and 
reign. 
K-  He)i.  Art  thou  against  us,  duke  of  Exe- 
ter ? 
E.ve.  He  is  the  right,  and  therefore  pardon 

me. 
York.  Why  whisper  you,  my  lords,  and  an- 
swer not  ? 
Exc.  My  conscience  tells  me  he  is  lawful 

king. 
K.  Hen.  All  will  revolt  from  me,  and  turn 

to  him. 
North.  Plantagenet,   for  all  the  claim  thou 
lay'st. 
Think  not,  that  Henry  shall  be  so  depos'd. 
JVar.  Depos'd  he  sliall  be.  in  despite  of  all. 
North.  Thou  art  dcceiv'd :  'tis  notthy  south- 
ern power. 
Of  Essex,  Norfolk,  Suflblk,  nor  of  Kent,— 
Which   makes  thee  thus    presumptuous  and 

proud, — 
Can  set  the  duke  up,  in  despite  of  me. 

Clif.  King  Henry,  be  thy  title  rightorwrong. 
Lord  Clifford  vows  to  fight  in  thy  defence : 
May  that  ground  gape,  and  swallow  me  alive, 
Where  I  shall  kneel  to  him  that  slew  my  fa- 
ther ! 
K.  Hen.  O  Clifford,  how  thy  words  revive 

m}'  heart ! 
York.    Heni-y    of    Lancaster,     resign    thy 
crown : — 
What  mutteryou,  or  what  conspire  you,  lords  ? 
War.  Do  right  unto  this  princely  duke  of 
York ; 
Or  I  will  fill  the  house  with  armed  men, 
And,  o'er  the  chair  of  state,  where  now  he  sits, 
Write  up  his  title  with  usurping  blood. 

[He  stamps,  and  the  Soldiers  show  themselves. 
K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  IVarwick,  hear  me  but 
one  word ; — 
Let  me,  for  this  my  life-time,  reign  as  king. 
York.  Confirm  the  crown  to  mo,  and  to  mine 
heirs. 
And  thou  shalt  reign  in  quiet  while  thou  liv'st. 
K.Hen.  lam  content:  RicliardPlantagenet, 
Enjoy  the  kingdom  after  my  decease. 

Clif.  What  wrong  is   this  unto  the  prince 

your  son  ? 
IVar.  What  good   is  this    to   England,  and 

himself? 
IVesl.  Base,  fearful,  and  despairing  Henrj'  ! 
Clif.  How  hast  thou  injur'd  both  thyself  and 

us? 
West.  I  cannot  stay  to  hear  these  articles. 
North.  NorL 

*  /.  e.  Dctiimental  to  the  general  rights  of  lieredita- 
ry  royalty. 
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Clif  Come,  cousin,  let  us  tell  the  q\io(.i> 

these  news. 
JFest.  Farewell,  faint-hearted  and  degene- 
rate king, 
In  whose  cold  blood  no  spark  of  honour  bides. 
North.  Be  thou  a  prev  unto  the  house  of 
York, 
And  die  in  bands  for  this  unmanly  deed  ! 

Clif  In  dreadful  war  may'st  thou  be  over- 
come ! 
Or  live  in  peace  abandon'd,  and  despis'd  I 

[£xeM)!<N0RTHUMBERL-\.SD,  CUFFORD,  ttud 

Westmoreland. 
War.  Turn  this  way,  Henrj',    and  regard 

them  not. 
E.re.  They  seek  revenge,  and  therefore  will 

not  yield. 
A'.  Heii.  Ah,  Exeter  ! 
Jl'ar.  Why  should  you  sigh,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Hen.  Not  for  myself,  lord  Warwick,  but 
my  son. 
Whom  I  unnaturally  shall  disinherit. 
But,  be  it  as  it  may  : — I  here  entail 
The  crown  to  thee,  and  to  thine  heirs  fur  ever  : 
Conditionally,  that  here  thou  take  an  oulii 
To  cease  this  civil  war,  and  whilst  I  live. 
To  honour  me  as  thy  king  and  sovereign  ; 
And  neither  by  treason,  nor  hostility, 
To  seek  to  put  me  down,  and  reign  thyselt'. 
ForA".  This  oath  I  willingly  take,  a;u!   will 
perform.  [Coining  from  the  throne. 

War.  Long  live  king  Henry  ! — Piantagenet, 

embrace  him. 
K.  Hen.  And  long  live  thou,  and  these  thy 

forward  sons ! 
York.  Now  York  and  Lancaster  arc  recon- 

cil'd. 
E.te.  Accurs'dbehe, that seekstomake them 
foes!     [Senet.   Thelordscomefonvard. 
York.  Farewell,   my  gracious  lord;  I'll  to 

my  castle. 
War.  And  I'll  keep  London,  with  my  sol- 
diers. 
Norf.  And  I  to  Norfolk,  with  my  followers. 
Mont.  And  1  imto  the  sea,  from  whence  I 

came. 
[E.teujit  YoifK,  and  his  Sons,   Warwick, 
Norfolk,  Montague,  Soldieis,  and'At- 
lendants. 
K.  Hen.  And  I  with   grief  and  sorrow,  to 

the  court. 
Enter  Queen  Margaret  and  the  Prince  of 

Wales. 
E.ve.  Here  comes  the  queen,  whose  looks  be- 
wray* her  anger : 
I'll  steal  away. 

K.  Hen.  Exeter,  so  will  I.  [Going 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  go  not  from  me,  1  will  follow 

thee. 
K.  Hen.  Be   patient,   gentle  queen,  and   I 

will  stay. 
Q.  Mar.  Who  can  be  patient   in  such   ex- 
tremes ? 
Ah,  wretched  man  !  'would  I  had  died  a  maid. 
And  never  seen  thee,  never  borne  thee  son, 
Seeing  thou  hast  prov'd  so  unnatural  a  father. 
Hath  he  deserv'd  to  lose  his  birthright  thus  ? 
Hadstthou  but  lov'd  him  half  so  well  as  I; 
Or  felt  tliat  pain  which  I  did  for  him  once  ; 
Or  nourish'd  him,  as  I  did  with  my  blood; 
Thou  wouldst  have  left  thj'  dearest  heart-blood 

there, 
Rather  than  made  that  savage  duke  thine  heir, 
And  disinherited  thine  only  son. 
*   Bctiar,  dhcnver. 
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Piinee.  Father,  you  cannot  disinherit  me : 
If  you  be  king,  why  should  not  I  succeed  ? 
K.    Hen.  Pardon   me,  Margaret; — pardon 
me,  sweet  son  ; —  [nie. 

The  earl  of  Warwick,  and  the  duke,  enforc'd 
Q.  Mnr.  Enforc'd  thee  !  art  thou  king,  and 
wilt  be  forc'd  ?  [wretch  ! 

I  shame  to  hear  thee   speak.     Ah,   timorous 
Thou  hast  undone  thyself,  thy  son,  and  me  ; 
And  given  unto  the  house  of  York  such  head, 
As  tliou  shalt  reign  but  by  their  sufierance. 
To  entail  him  and  his  heirs  unto  the  crown, 
What  is  it,  but  to  make  thy  sepulchre. 
And  creep  into  it  far  before  thy  time? 
Warwick  is  chancellor,  and  the  lord  of  Calais  ; 
Stern  Faulconbridge  commands  the  narrow 

seas. 
The  duke  is  made  protector  of  the  realm ; 
And  yet  shalt  thou  be  safe?  such  safety  finds 
The  trembling  lamb,  environed  with   wolves. 
Had  I  been  there,  wliich  am  a  silly  woman, 
The  soldiers  should  have  toss'd  me  on  their 

pikes, 
Before  I  would  have  granted  to  that  act. 
But  thou  preferr'stthy  life  before  thine  honour 
And  seeingthou  dost,  I  here  divorce  myself, 
Both  from  thy  table,  Henry,  and  thy  bed. 
Until  that  act  of  parliament  be  repeal'd, 
AVhcreby  my  son  is  disinherited. 
The  northern  lords,  that  have   forsworn  thy 

colours, 
Will  follow  mine,  if  one?  they  see  them  spread  : 
And  spread  they  shall  be;  to  thy  foul  disgrace. 
And  utter  ruin  of  the  house  of  York. 
Thus  do  I  leave  tliee  ; — Come,  son,  let's  away ; 
Our  army's  ready;  come,  we'll  after  them. 
K.  Hen.  Stay,  gentle  Margaret,  and  hear 

me  speak. 

Q.  Mar.  Thou  hast  spoke  too  much  alrea- 
dy ;  get  thee  gone. 
K.  Hen.  Gentle  son  Edward,  thou  wilt  stay 

with  me  ? 
Q.  Mar.  Ay,  to  be  murder'd  by  his  enemies. 
Prince.  When  I  return  with  victory  from  the 
field, 
I'll  see  yoiu-  grace  :  till  then,  I'll  follow  her. 
Q.   Mar.  Come,   son,  away ;    we   may   not 
linger  thus. 
lExeimt  Queen  Margaret,  and  the  Prince. 
K.  Hen.  Poor  queen  !  how  love  to  me,  and 
to  her  son, 
Hath  made  her  break  out  into  terms  of  rage  .' 
Revcng'd  may  she  be  on  that  hateful  duke  ; 
Whose  haughty  spirit,  winged  with  desire, 
Will  cost  my  crown,  and,  like  an  empty  eagle. 
Tire"*  on  the  flesh  of  me,  and  of  my  son! 
The  loss  of  those  three   lords   torments    my 

heart : 
I'll  write  unto  them,  and  entreat  them  fair  ; — 
Come,  cousin,  you  shall  be  the  messenger. 
Exe.  And  I,  I  hope,  shall  reconcile  them  all 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  Sandal  Castle,  near 

Wakefield,  in  Yorkshire. 

Enter  Edward,  Richard,  and  Montagde. 

Rich.  Brother,  though  I  be  youngest,   give 

me  leave. 
Edw.  No,  I  can  better  play  the  orator. 
Mont.  But  I  have  reasons  strong  and  for- 
cible. 

Enter  York. 
York.  Why,  how  now,  sons  and  brother,  at 
a  strife  ? 
What  is  your  quarrel  ?  how  began  it  first  ? 
'  Pefe':. 
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Edw.  No  quarrel,  but  a  slight  contention. 
York.  About  what? 

Rich.  About  that  which  concerns  your  grace, 
and  us ; 
The  crown  of  England,  father,  which  is  yours. 

York.  Mine,    boy?  not  till  king  Henry  be 
dead. 

Rich.  Your  right  depends  not  on  his  life,  or 
death. 

Edw.  Now  you  are  heir,  therefore  enjoy  it 
now :  [breathe, 

By   giving  the   house   of  Lancaster  leave  to 
It  will  outrun  you,  father,  in  the  end. 

York.  I  took  an  oath,  that  he  should  quietl\- 
reign. 

Edw.  But,  for  a  kingdom,  any  oath  may  be 
broken : 
I'd  break  a  thousand  oaths,  to  reign  one  year. 

Rich.  No ;  God  forbid,  your  grace  should 
be  forsworn. 

York.  I  shall  be,  if  I  claim  by  open  war.    ■ 

Rich.  I'll  prove  the  contrary,  if  j'ou'll  hear 
me  speak. 

York.  Thou  canst  not,  son  ;  it  is  impossible. 

Rich.  An  oath  is  of  no  moment,    being  not 
Before  a  true  and  lawful  magistrate,         [took 
That  hath  authority  over  him  that  swears : 
Henry  had  none,  but  did  usurp  the  place  ; 
Then,  seeing  'twas  he  that  made  youtodepose, 
Your  oath,  my  lord,  is  vain  and  frivolous. 
Tlierefore,  to  arms.  And,  father,  do  but  think. 
How  sweet  a  thing  it  is  to  wear  a  crown  ; 
Within  whose  circuit  is  Elysium, 
And  all  that  poets  feign  of  bliss  and  joy. 
Why  do  we  linger  thus?  I  cannot  rest. 
Until  the  white  rose,  that  I  wear,  be  dyed 
Even  in  the  lukewarm  blood  of  Heniy's  heart. 

l^ork.  Richard,  enough  ;  I  will  be  king,  or 
die. — 
Brother,  thou  shalt  to  London  presentlj', 
And  whet  on  Warwick  to  this  enterprize.— 
Thou,  Richard,  shalt  unto  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 
And  tell  him  privilj'  of  our  intent. — 
You,  Edward,  shall  vnito  my  lord  Cobham, 
AVith  whom  the  Kentishmen  will  willingly  rise: 
In  them  I  trust ;  for  they  are  soldiers. 
Witty*  and  courteous,  liberal,  full  of  spirit. — 
While  3'ou  are   thus   employ'd,  what  resteth 
But  that  I  seek  occasion  how  to  rise  ;     [more. 
And  yet  the  king  not  privy  to  my  drift. 
Nor  any  of  the  house  of  Lanca.ster  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
But,  stay ;  What  news  ?  Why  com'st  thou  in 
such  post  ? 
Mess.  The  queen,  with  all  the  northern  earls 
and  lords. 
Intend  here  to  besiege  jou  in  your  castle : 
She  is  hard  by  with  twenty  thousand  men  ; 
And  therefore  fortify  your  liold,  my  lord. 
ForA-.  Ay,  with  my  swoid.    What!  think'st 
thou,  that  we  fear  them  ? — 
Edward  and  Richard,  you  shall  stay  with  me  ; 
My  brother  Montague  shall  post  to  London ; 
Let  noble  Warwick,  Cobham,  and  tlie  rest. 
Whom  we  have  left  protectors  of  the  king. 
With  powerful  policy  strengthen  themselves, 
And  trust  not  simple  Henry,  nor  his  oaths. 
Mont.  Brother,  I  go  ;  I'll  win  them,  fear  it 
not : 
And  thus  most  humbly  I  do  take  my  leave. 

lExiL 
Enter  Sir  John  and  Sir  Hugh  Mortimer. 
York.  Sir  John,  and  Sir  Hugh   Mortimer, 
mine  uncles  ! 

'■  or  so-ond  judforerfl. 
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Scene  IV.'] 

You  are  come  to  Sandal  in  a  happy  hour ; 
The  army  of  the  queen  mean  to  besiege  us. 
air  John.  She  shall  not  need,  we'll  meet  her 

in  the  field. 
York.  What,  with  five  thousand  men? 
Rich.  Ay,  with  five  hundred,  father,  for  a 
need. 
A  woman's  general ;  What  .should  we  fear  ? 

I A  Mnrrh  afar  off. 
Edw.  1  hear  their  drums  ;  let's  set  our  men 
in  order  ; 
And  issue  forth,  and  bid  them  battle  straight. 
York.    Five  men   to  twenty  ? — though  the 
odds  be  great, 
I  doubt  not,  uncle,  of  our  victory. 
Many  a  battle  have  I  won  in  France, 
When  as  the  enemy  hath  been  ten  to  one  ; 
Wliy  should  I  not  now  have  the  like  success  ? 
{^Alarum.     Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI— Plains  near  Sandal  Castle. 
Alarums  :  Excursions.     Enter  Rutland,  and 
his  Tutor. 
Rut.  Ah,  whither  shall  I  fly  to  'scape  their 
hands ! 
Ah,  tutor  !  look,  where  bloody  Cliflbrd  comes ! 
Enter  Clifford  and  Soldiers. 
Clif.  Chaplain,  away  !  thy  priesthood  saves 
thy  life. 
As  for  the  brat  of  this  accursed  duke. 
Whose  father  slew  my  father, — he  shall  die. 
Tut.   And  1,  my  lord,  will  bear  him  company. 
Ctif.   Soldiers,   away  with  him. 
Tut.  Ah,  Clifford!  murdernot  this  innocent 
child, 
Lest  thou  be  hated  both  of  God  and  man. 

\_E.vit,  forced  off'  by  Soldiers. 
Clif  How  now  !  is  he  dead  already  ?  Or,  is 
it  fear,  [them. 

That  makes  him  close   his  eyes  ? — I'll  open 
Rut.    So   looks   the   pent-up  lion  o'er  the 
wretch 
That  trembles  under  his  devouring  paws : 
And  so  he  walks,  insulting  o'er  his  prey  ; 
And  so  he  comes  to  rend  his  limbs  asunder. — 
Ah,  gentle  Clifford,  kill  me  with  thy  sword. 
And  not  with  such  a  cruel  threat'ning  look. 
Sweet  Clifford,  hear  me  speak  before  I  die  ; — 
lam  too  mean  a  subject  for  thy  wrath. 
Be  thou  reveng'd  on  men,  and  let  mc  live. 
Clif.  Ill  vain  thou  speak'st,  poor  boy  ;  my 
father's  blood 
Hath  Stopp'd  the  passage  where  thy  words 
should  enter. 
Rut.    Then   let  my   father's  blood  open  it 
again  ; 
He  is  a  man,  and,  Clifford,  cope  with  him. 
Clif  Had  I  thy  brethren  here,  their  lives, 
and  thine. 
Were  not  revenge  sufficient  for  mc  ; 
No,  if  I  digg'd  up  thy  forefather's  graves. 
And  hung  their  rotten  coffins  up  in  chains. 
It  could  not  slake  mine  ire,  nor  ease  my  heart. 
The  sight  of  any  of  (he  house  of  York 
Is  as  a  fury  to  torment  my  soul ; 
And  till  I  root  out  their  accursed  line, 
And  leave  not  one  alive,  1  live  in  hell. 

Therefore [_Lif ling  his  hand. 

Rut.  O  let  me  pray  before  I  take  my  death  :- 
To  thee  I  pray  ;  Sweet  Clifford,  pity  me  ! 
Clif.   Such  pity  as  my  rapier's  point  affords. 
Rut.  I  never  did  thee  harm  ;  Why  wilt  thou 

Slav  me? 
Clif.  Thy  father  hath. 
Rut.  But  'twas  ere  I  was  bor»i. 
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Thou  hast  one  son,  for  his  sake  pity  me  ; 

Lest,  in  revenge  whereof, — sith"  God  is  just,— 

He  be  as  miserably  slain  as  I. 

Ah,  let  me  live  in  prison  all  my  days  ; 

And  when  I  give  occasion  of  offence, 

Then  let  me  die,  for  now  thou  hast  no  cause. 

Clif.  No  cause  ? 
Thy  father  slew  my  father ;  therefore,  die. 

[Clifford  stabs  him. 

Rut.  Diifaciant,  laudis  sumrna  sit  istatua:  !i 

I  Dies. 

Clif.  Plantagenet !   I  come,  Plantagenet  I 
And  this  thy  son's  blood  cleaving  to  my  blade, 
Shall  rust  upon  my  weapon,  till  thy  blood, 
Congeal'd  with  this,  do  make  me  wipe  off  both. 

lExit. 

SCENE  IF.— The  same. 
Alarum. — Enter  York. 
York.  The  army  of  the  queen  hath  got  the 

field: 
My  uncles  both  are  slain  in  rescuing  me  ; 
And  all  my  followers  to  the  eager  foe 
Turn  back,  and  fly,  like  ships  before  the  wind, 
Or  lambs  pursu'd  by-hunger-starv'd  wolves. 
My  sons — God  knows,  what  hath  bechanced 

them :  [selves 

But  this  I  know, — they   have  demean'd  (hem- 
Like  men  born  to  renown,  by  life,  or  death. 
Three  times  did  Richard  make  a  lane  to  me  ; 
And  thrice  cried, — Courage,  father !  fight  it  out! 
And  full  as  oft  came  Edward  to  my  side. 
With  purple  faulchion,  painted  to  the  hilt 
In  blood  of  those  that  had  encounter'd  him  : 
And  when  the  hardiest  warriors  did  retire, 
Richard  cried, — Charge  !  and  give  no  foot  of 

ground .' 
And  cried, — A  crown,  or  else  a  glorious  tomb  ! 
A  sceptre  !   or  an  earthly  sepulchre  ! 
With  this,  we  charg'd  again  :  but,  out,  alas  1 
We  bodg'dt  again  ;  as  I  have  seen  a  swan 
With  bootless  labour  swim  against  the  tide, 
And  spend  her  strength    with  over-matching 

waves.  [^  short  Alarum  within. 

Ah,  hark  !  the  fatal  followers  do  pursue  ; 
And  I  am  faint,  and  cannot  fly  their  fury  : 
And,   were  1  strong,    I  would  not  shun  their 

fury : 
The  sands  are  number'd,  that  make  up  my  life ; 
Here  must  I  stay,  and  here  my  life  must  end. 

E7iter  Qwee?!  Margaret,  Clifford,  Northum- 
berland, and  Soldiers. 

Come,   bloody  Clifford, — rough  Northumbev 
land, — 

I  dare  your  quenchless  fury  to  more  rage ; 

I  am  your  butt,  and  I  abide  your  shot. 

North.  Yield  to  our  mercy,  proud  Plantage- 
net. 
Clif  Ay,  to  such  mercy ,  as  his  ruthless  arm, 

With  downright  payment,  show'd  unto  my  fa- 
ther. 

Now  Phav'ton  hath  tumbled  from  his  car. 

And  made  an  evening  at  the  noontide  prick. § 
Yoi'k.  My  ashes,  as  the  Phoenix,  may  bring 
forth 

A  bird  that  will  revenge  upon  you  all :     [ven. 

And,  in  that  hope,  I  throw   mine  eyes  to  hea- 

Scorning  whate'er  you  can  affiict  me  with. 

Why  come  yon  not  ?  what !  multitudes,  and 
fear  ? 

*  Since. 

f  Heaven  grunt  (his  may  be  your  greatest  hoasl  ! 

Ovid.  Kpisl. 
1     t  /.  e.  We  bog?;le(i,  made  bad.   or  biinsliri':;   work  oC 
our  attompt  to  rally.       J  NoontiJp  point  on  the  rtiaK 
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I  Ad  I. 


CUf-  So  cowards  fight,  when  they  can  fly  no  I  Thou  would'st  be  fee'd,  I  sec,  to  make  me 
farther ;  j  sport ; 

So  doves  do  peck  the  falcon's  piercing  talons  ;   York  cannot  speak,  unless  he  wear  a  crown. — 
So   desperate   thieves,    all   hopeless   of  their  | A  crown  for  York; — and,  lords,  bow  low  to 


him. — 
Hold  you  his  hands,  whilst  I  do  set  it  on. — 

IPultinu;  a  paper  Crown  on  his  Head. 
Ay,  marry,  Sir,  now  looks  he  like  a  king ! 
Ay,  this  is  he  that  took  king  Henry's  chair ; 


lives, 
Breathe  out  invectives  'gainst  the  officers. 
York.  O,  Clifford,   but  bethink  thee  once 

again. 
And  in  thy  thought  o'er-run  my  former  time  : 
And,   if  thou  canst   for   blushing,   view   this  ■  And  this  is  he  was  his  adopted  heir. — 

face ;  '  But  how  is  it  that  great  Plantagenet 

And  bite  thy  tongue,  that  slanders  him  with   Is  crown'd  so  soon,  and  broke  his  solemn  oath.  ? 

cowardice,  [this.  '  As  I  bethink  me,  you  should  not  be  king. 

Whose  frown  hath  made  thee  faint  and  fly  ere  I  Till  our  khig  Henry  had  shook  hands  \rith 
CUf.  I  will  not  bandy  with  thee  word  for  death. 


word  ; 

But  buckle   with   thee  blows,  twice  two  for 
one.  I  Draws. 

Q.  Mar.  Hold,  valiant  Clifford  !  for  a  thou- 
sand causes, 
1  would  prolong  awhile  the  traitor's  life  : — 
Wrath   makes  him  deaf:    speak  thou,   Nor- 
thumberland. 
Nortk.  Hold,  Cliflbrd ;  do  not  honour  him 
so  much. 
To  prick  thy  finger,  though  to  wound  his  heart : 
What  valour  were  it,  when  a  cur  doth  grin. 
For  one  to  thrust  his  hand  between  his  teeth, 
When  he  might  spurn  him  with  his  foot  away  ? 
It  is  war's  prize  to  take  all  vantages  ; 
And  ten  to  one  is  no  impeach  of  valour. 

[  They  lay  hands  on  York,  who  siniggles. 
CUf.  Ay,  ay,  so  strives  the  woodcock  with 

the  gin. 
North.  So  doth  the  coney  struggle  in  the  net. 
[York  is  taken  prisoner. 
York.  So  triumph  thieves  upon  their  con- 
quer'd  booty ; 
So  true   men^  yield,   with   robbers   so   o'er- 
match'd. 
North.  What  would  your  grace  have  done 

unto  him  now  ? 
Q.  Mar.  Brave  warriors,  Clifford,  and  Nor- 
thumberland, 
Come  make  him  stand  upon  this  molehill  here  ; 
That  raughtt  at  mountains  with  outstretched 

arms. 
Yet  parted  but  the  shadow  with  his  hand. — 
AVhat !  was  it  you,  that  would  be  England's 

king  ? 
Was't  you  that  revell'd  in  our  parliament. 
And  madea  preachment ofyour  high  descent^ 
Where  are  your  mess  of  sons  to  backyounow? 
The  wanton  Edward,  and  the  lusty  George  ? 
And  Where's  that  valiant  crook-back  prodigy, 
Dicky  your  boy,   that,  with    his    grumbling 

voice. 
Was  wont  to  cheer  his  dad  in  mutinies  ? 
Or,  with  the  vest,  where  is  your  darling  Rut- 
land? [blood 
Look,  York ;  I  stain'd  this  napkint  with  the 
That  valiant  Clifford,  with  his  rapier's  point, 
Made  issue  from  the  bosom  of  the  boy  : 
And,  if  thine  eyes  can  water  for  his  death, 
1  give  thee  tliis  to  dry  thy  cheeks  withal. 
Alas,  poor  York  !   but  that  I  hate  thee  deadly, 
I  should  lament  thy  miserable  state. 
I  pr'ythec,  grieve,  to  make  me  merrj',  York  ; 
Stamp,  rave,  and  fret,  that  I  may  sing  and 
dance,                                          [entrails, 
^Vhat,  hath  thy  fiery  heart  so  parch'd  thine 
That  not  a  tear  can  fall  for  Rutland's  death  ? 
Whv  art  thou  patient,  man  ?  thou  should'stbe 

mad  ? 
And  I,  to  make  thee  mad,  do  mock  thee  thus. 
"  Hoiieslinen.        tKeatht'l.         '.Handkerchief. 


And  will  you  pale*  your  head  in  Henry's  glory, 
And  rob  his  temples  of  the  diadem. 
Now  in  his  life,  against  your  holy  oath  ? 
O,  'tis  a  fault  too,  too  unpardonable  ! — 
Off  with  the  crown  ;  and,  with  the  crown,  hi.* 
head ;  [dead.t 

And  whilst  we  breathe,  take  time  to  do  him 
CUf.  That  is  my  office,  tor  my  father's  sake. 
Q.  Mar.  Nay,  stay;  let's  hear  the  orisons  he 

makes. 
York.   She-wolf  of  France,  but  worse  than 
wolves  of  France, 
\Vliose  tongue  more  poisons  than  the  adder's 
How  ill-beseeming  is  it  in  thy  sex,         [tooth  ! 
To  triumph  like  an  Amazonian  trull, 
Upon  their  woes,  wliom  fortune  captivates  ? 
But  that  thy  face  is,  visor-like,  unchanging. 
Made  impudent  with  use  of  evil  deeds, 
I  would  assay,   proud  queen,  to  make  thee 
blush:'  [riv'd. 

To  tell  thee  whence  thou  cam'st,  of  whom  de- 
Were  shame  enough  to  shame  thee,  wert  thou 

not  shameless. 
Thy  father  bears  the  typet  of  king  of  Naples. 
Of  both  the  Sicils,  and  Jerusalem  ; 
Yet  not  so  wealthy  as  an  English  yeoman. 
Hath  that  poor  monarch  taught  thee  to  insult  ' 
It   needs   not,   nor   it  boots   thee   not,  proud 

queen ; 
Unless  the  adage  must  be  verified, —     [death. 
That  beggars,   mounted,   run  their  liorse  to 
'Tis  beauty,  that  doth  oft  make  women  proud ; 
But,  God  he  knows,  thy  share  thereof  is  small : 
'Tis  virtue,  that  doth  make  them  mostadmir'd  ; 
The  contrary  doth  make  thee  wonder'd  at : 
'Tis  government,  §  that  makes  them  seem  di- 
vine ; 
Tlie  want  thereof  makes  thee  abominable  : 
Thou  art  as  opposite  to  every  good. 
As  the  Antipodes  are  unto  us. 
Or  as  the  south  to  the  septentrion.]! 
O,  tiger's  heart,  wrapp'd  in  a  woman's  iiide  .' 
How  could'st  thou  drain  the  life-blood  of  the 

child. 
To  bid  the  fatlier  wipe  his  eyes  withal, 
And  yet  be  seen  to  bear  a  woman's  face  ? 
Women  arc  soft,  mild,  pitiful,  and  flexible  ; 
Thou  stern,  obdurate,  flinty,  rougli,  remorse- 
less, [wish  : 
Bid'st  thou  me  lage  ?   why,  now  thou  hast  t'ay 
Would'st  liave  me  weep  .'   why,  now  thou  hast 

thy  will :  ■ 
For  raging  wind  blows  up  incessant  showers. 
And,  when  the  rage  allays,  the  rain  begins. 
These  tears  are  my  sweet  Rutland's  obsequies  ; 

*  Impale,  encircle  with  iiciowQ.  f  Kill  hiai. 

t  The  disliiisulshing  mark, 
i^  Government,  In  the  language  of  the  time,  sijnifieU 
eveuneps  of  tenaper,  asul  decency  of  manners. 
I!  The  N'orth. 


'keiit  7.] 

And    every   drop 
deatli,- 
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his  I  The  rest  stand  all  aloof,  and  bark  at  him. 
So  fared  our  father  witli  his  enemies; 
'Gainst  thee,  fell  Clilford, — and  thee, — false  I  So  fled  his  enemies  my  warlike  father  ; 


French-woman. 
North.  Beshrew  me,  but  his  passions*  move 
me  so, 
Tliat  hardly  can  I  check  my  eyes  from  tears. 

York.  That  face  of  his  the  hungry  caiuiibals 
Would  not  havetouch'd,  would  not  havcstain'd 

with  blood  : 
Butjouare  more  inhuman,  more  inexorable, — 
O,  ten  times  more, — than  tigers  of  Hyrcania. 
See,  ruthless  queen,  a  hapless  father's  tears  : 
This  cloth  thou  dipp'dst  in  blood  of  my  sweet 

boy, 
And  I  with  tears  do  wash  the  blood  away. 
Keep  thou  the  napkin,  and  go  boast  of  this  : 

[_Hc gives  back  the  Handkerchief. 
And  if  thou  tell'st  thf  heavy  story  right, 
Upon  my  soul,  the  hearers  will  shed  tears  ; 
Yea,  even  my  foes  will  shed  last-falling  tears  ; 
And  say, — Alas,  it  was  a  piteous  deed  ! — 
Tliere,  takcthe  crown,  and  with  the  crown,  my 

curse ; 
And,  in  tin'  need,  such  comfort  come  to  thee, 
As  now  I  reap  at  thy  too  cruel  hand  ! — 
Hard-hearted  Clifford,  take  me  from  the  world ; 
My  soul  to  heaven,  my  blood  upon  your  heads ! 
North.  Had  he  been  slaughter-man  to  all  my 
kin, 
I  shoidd  not  for  my  life  but  weep  with  him. 
To  see  how  inly  sorrow  gripes  his  soul. 

Q-  Mar.  \Vhat,  weeping-ripe,  my  lord  Nor- 
thumberland ? 
Think  but  upon  the  wrong  he  did  us  all, 
And  that  will  quickly  dry  thy  melting  tears. 
Clif.  Here's  for  my  oath,  here's   for  my  fa- 
ther's death.  \_Stabbing  him. 
Q,.  Mar.  And  here's  to  right  our  gentle-heart- 
ed king.  [  Stabbing  kirn . 
York.  Open  thy  gate  of  mercy ,  gracious  God ! 
My  soul  flies  through  these  wounds  to  seek  out 
thee.  [Dies. 
Q.  Mar.  Off  with  his  head,  and  set  it  on 
York  gates ; 
So  York  may  overlook  the  town  of  York. 

lExeunt. 

ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. — A  plain  near  Mortimer's  Cross 

in  Herefordshire. 
Drums. — Enter  Edward,  and  Richard,  with 
iheir  Forces  tyiarching. 
Edic.  I  wonder  how  our  princely  father 

'scaped. 
Or  whether  he  be  'scaped  away  or  no. 
From  Clifford's  and  Northumberland's  pursuit ; 
Had  he  been  ta'en,  we  would  have  heard  the 

news ;  [news  : 

Had  he  been  slain,  we  should  have  heard  the 
Or,  had  he  'scaped,  methinks  we  should  have 

heard 
The  happy  tidings  of  his  good  escape. — 
How  fares  my  brother  ?  Why  is  he  so  sad  ? 

Rich.  I  cajinot  joy,  until  1  be  resolved 
Where  our  right  valiant  father  is  become. 
1  saw  him  in  the  battle  range  about ; 
And  watch'd  him  how  he  singled  Clifford  forth. 
Methought  he  boret  him  in  the  thickest  troop. 
As  doth  a  lion  in  a  herd  of  neat  it- 
Or  as  a  bear,  encompass'd  round  with  dogs  ; 
AVho  having  pinch'd  a  few,  and  made  them 

crv,  V 


j  Methinks,  'tis  privie  enough  to  be  his  son. 
See,  liow  the  morning  opes  her  golden  gates, 
\nd  take,  her  farewell  of  the  glorious  sun!' 
How  well  resembles  it  the  prime  of  youth, 
Trimm'd  like  a  younker,  prancing  to  his  love  ? 
Edw.  Dazzle  mine  eyes,  or  do  I  see  three 

suns  ? 
Rich.  Three  glorious  suns,  each  one  a  per 
feet  sun  ; 
Not  separated  with  the  racking  clouds. t 
But  sever'd  in  a  pale  clear-shining  sky. 
See,  sec  !  they  join,  embrace,  and  seem  to  kiss. 
As  if  they  vow'd  some  league  inviolable  ; 
Now  are  they  but  one  lamp,  one  light,  one  smi. 
In  this  the  heaven  figures  some  event. 

Edw.  'Tis  wondrous  strange,  the  like  yet 
never  heard  of. 
I  think,  it  cites  us,  brother,  to  the  field : 
That  we,  the  sons  of  brave  Flantagenet, 
Each  one  already  blazing  by  our  meeds,t 
Should,  notwithstanding,  join  our  lights   to 

gether. 
And  over-shine  the  earth,  as  this  the  world. 
Whate'er  it  bodes,  henceforward  will  I  bear 
Upon  my  target  three  fair  shining  suns. 
Rich.    Nay,    bear    three     daughters ; — By 
your  leave  I  speak  it, 
You  love  the  breeder  better  than  the  male. 

E7iter  a  Messenger. 
But  what  art  thou,  whose  heavy  looks  foretell 
Some  dreadful  story  hanging  on  thy  tongue  ? 
Mess.  Ah,  one  that  was  a  woeful  looker  on, 
When  as  the  noble  duke  of  York  was  slain. 
Your  princely  father,  and  my  loving  lord. 
Edw.  0,  speak  no  more  !  for  I  have  heard 

too  much. 
Rich.  Say  how  he  died,  for  I  will  hear  it  all. 
Mess.  Environed  he  was  with  many  foes  : 
And  stood  against  them,  as  the  hope  of  Troy^ 
Against  the  Greeks,   that  would  have  enter'd 

Troy. 
But  Hercules  himself  must  yield  to  odds  ; 
And  many  strokes,  though  with  a  little  axe. 
Hew  down  and  fell  the  hardest-timber'd  oak, 
By  many  hands  your  father  was  subdued  ; 
But  only  slaughter'd  by  the  ireful  arm 
Of  unrelenting  Clifford,  and  the  queen  : 
Who  crown'd  the  gracious  duke,    in  high  de 
spight ;  [wept, 

Laugh'd  in  his  face  ;  and  when  with  grief  ho 
The  ruthless  queen  gave  him,  to  dry.  his  cheeks^ 
A  napkin  steeped  in  the  harmless  blood 
Of  sweet  young  Rutland,  by  rough  Clifford 

slain : 
And,  after  many  scorns,  many  foul  taunts. 
They  took  his  head,  and  on  the  gates  of  York 
They  set  the  same ;  and  there  it  doth  remain, 
The  saddest  spectacle  that  e'er  I  view'd. 

Edw.  Sweet  duke  of  York,  cur  prop  to 
lean  upon ; 
Now  thou  art  gone,  we  have  no  staff,  no  stay  !— 
O  Clifford,  boist'rous  Clifford,  thou  hast  slain 
The  flower  of  Europe  for  his  chivalry  ; 
And  treacherou.^ly  hast  thou  vanquish'd  him, 
For,  hand  to  hand,  he  would  have  vanquish'd 

thee  !— 
Now  my  soul's  palace  is  become  a  prison : 
Ah,  would  she  break  from  hence!  thatthismy 
bodv 


■  Sufferin'S 


t  Demeaned  himself. 
JCcat  catlle,  cowp,  oxen.  Sc. 


"  Aurora  lakes  fur  a  time  lier  f.irewcll  of  llie  sua, 
when  she  ilismiists  liiiu  to  his  diurnal  conrse. 
t  The  clouds  in  ntpW  liimultuary  motion. 
*  Merit.  ^  Ho.-tnr. 


Go 
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Might  in  the  ground  be  closed  up  in  rest : 
For  never  henceforth  shall  I  joy  again, 
Never,  O  never,  shall  1  seemore  joy. 

Rich.  I    cannot  weep:    for   all  my  body's 

moisture  [heart : 

Scarce  serves  to  quench  my  furnace-burning 
Nor  can  my  tongue  unload  my  heart's  great 

burden ; 
For  self-same  wind,  that  I  should  speak  withal, 
Is  kindling  coals,  that  fire  all  my  breast. 
And  bum  me  up  with  flames,  that  tears  would 

quench. 
To  weep,  is  to  make  less  the  depth  of  grief: 
Tears  then,  for  babes;  blows,  and  revenge, 

for  me  ! — 
Richard,  I  bear  thy  name,  I'll  venge  thy  death. 
Or  die  renowned  by  attempting  it. 

Edw.  His  name  that  valiant  duke  hath  left 

with  tliee ; 
His  dukedom  and  his  chair  with  me  is  left. 
Rich.  Nay,  if  thou   be  that  princely  eagle's 

bird. 
Show  thy  descent  by  gazing  'gainst  the  sun ; 
For  chaiV  and  Dukedom,  throne  and  kingdom 

say  ; 
Either  that  is  thine,  or  else  thou  wert  not  his. 

March. — EnicrW Anv/icK  and  Montague,  with 
Forces. 

War.  How   now,  fair  lords?    What   fare? 

What  news  abroad  ? 
Rich.  Great  lord  of  Warwick,  if  we  should 
recount 
Our  baleful  news,  at  each  word's  deliverance. 
Stab  poniards  in  our  flesh  till  all  were  told. 
The  words  would  add  more  anguish  than  the 
wounds. 

0  valiant  lord,  the  duke  of  York  is  slain. 
Edw.  O  Warwick!  Warwick!  that  Planta- 

genet,  [tion. 

Which  held  thee  dearly  as  his  soul's  redemp- 
Is  by  the  stern  lord  ClitTord  done  to  death.* 
War.  Ten  days  ago  I  drown'd  these  news  in 
tears  : 
And  now,  to  add  more  measure  to  your  woes, 

1  come  to  tell  you  things  since  then  befall'n. 
After  the  bloody  fray  at  Wakefield  fought, 
Where  your  brave  father  breathed  his  latest 

gasp. 
Tidings,  as  swiftly  as  the  post  could  run, 
Were  brought  nie  of  your  loss,  and  his  depart. 
I  then  in  London,  keeper  of  the  king, 
Muster'd    my    soldiers,    gather'd    flocks    of 

friends. 
And  very  well  appointed,  as  I  thought, 
March'd   towards    Saint   Albans  to  intercept 

the  queen. 
Bearing  the  king  in  my  behalf  along  : 
For  by  my  scouts  I  was  advertized. 
That  she  was  coming  with  a  full  intent 
To  dash  our  late  decree  in  parliament. 
Touching  king  Henry's  oath,  and  your  succes- 
sion. 
Short  tale  to  make, — we  at  St.  Albans  met. 
Our    battles  join'd,    and  both    sides  fiercelj' 

fought : 
But,  whether  'twas  the  coldness  of  the  king. 
Who  look'd  full  gently  on  his  warlike  queen. 
That  rohb'd  my  soldiers  of  their  hated  spleen  ; 
Or  whether  'twas  report  of  her  success  ; 
Or  more  than  common  fearof  Clifford's  rigour. 
Who  tlnmders    to    his  captives — blood    and 

death. 
I  cannot  judge:  but  to  conclude  with  truth, 
•  Killfl. 


Their  weapons  like  to  lightning  came  and 

went; 
Our  soldier's — like  the  night-owl's  lazy  flight. 
Or  like  a  lazy  thrasher  with  a  flail, — 
Fell  gently  down,  as  if  they  struck  their  friends. 
I  cheer'd  them  up  with  justice  of  our  cause, 
With  promise  of  high  pay,  and  great  rewards: 
But  all  in  vain  they  had  no  heart  to  fight. 
And  we,  in  them,  no  hope  to  win  the  day, 
So  that  we  fled;  the  king,  unto  the  queen; 
Lord  George  your  brother,  Norfolk,  and  my- 
self. 
In  haste,  post-haste,  are  cometo  join  with  you; 
For  in  the  marches  here,  we  heard,  you  were. 
Making  another  head  to  fight  again. 

Edw.  Where  is  the  duke  of  Norfolk,  gentle 
Warwick?  [England? 

And  when    came  George  from    Burgundy  to 
War.  Some  six  miles  off  the  duke  is  with  the 
soldiers; 
And  for  your  brother, — hf>  was  lately  sent 
From  your  kind  aunt,  duchess  of  Burgundy. 
With  aid  of  soldiers  to  this  needful  war. 

Rich.  'Twas  odds,  belike,  when  valiant  War- 
wick fled : 
Oft  have  I  heard  his  praises  in  pursuit. 
But  ne'er  till  now,  his  scandal  of  retire. 

War.  Nor  now  my  scandal,   Richard,  dost 
thou  hear;  [mine 

For  thou  shah  know,  this  strong  right  hand  of 
Can  pluck  the  diadem  from  faint  Henry's  head. 
And  wring  the  awful  sceptre  from  his  fist ; 
Were  he  as  famous  and  as  bold  in  war. 
As  he  is  famed  for  mildness,  peace,  and  prayer. 
Rich.  I  know  it  well,  lord  Warwick;  blame 
me  not: 
'Tis  love,  I  bear  thy  glories,  makes  me  speak. 
But  in  this  troublous  time,  what's  to  be  done  ? 
Shall  we  go  throw  away  our  coats  of  steel. 
And   wrap    our    bodies    in   black   mourning' 

gowns, 
Numb'ring  our  Ave-Maries  with  our  beads  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  the  helmets  of  our  foes 
Tell  our  devotion  with  revengeful  arms? 
If  for  the  last,  say — Ay,  and  to  it,  lords. 

War.  Why,  therefore  Warwick  came  to  seek 
you  out : 
And  therefore  comes  my  brother  Montague. 
Attend  me,  lords.    The  proud  insulting  queen. 
With  Clifford,  and   the  haught*  Northumber- 
land, 
And  of  their  feather,  many  more  proud  birds, 
Have  wrought  the  easy  melting  king,  like  wax. 
He  swore  consent  to  your  succession. 
His  oath  enrolled  in  the  parliament; 
And  now  to  London  all  the  crew  are  gone. 
To  frustrate  both  his  oath,  and  what  beside 
May  make  against  the  house  of  Lancaster. 
Their  power,  1  think,  is  thirty  thousand  strong: 
Now,  if  the  help  of  Norfolk,  and  myself, 
With  all   tlie   friends  that  thou,  brave  earl  of 

March, 
Amongst  the  loving  Welchmen  canst  procure. 
Will  but  amount  to  five  and  twenty  thousand. 
Why,  Via  '■   To  London  will  we  march  amain: 
And  once  again  bestride  our  foaming  steeds. 
And  once  again  cry — Charge  upon  our  foes  ! 
But  never  oner  again  turn  back,  and  fly. 
Rich.   Ay,  now,  methinks,  I  hear  great  War- 
wick speak : 
Ne'er  may  he  live  to  see  a  sunshine  day. 
That  cries — Retire,  if  Warwick  bid  him  stay. 
Edw.  Lord  Warwick,  on  thy  shoulder  will 
I  lean;  [hour!) 

And  when  thou  fall'st,   (as  God   forbid  the 
*■  Lof>y. 


Scene  //.] 

Must  Edward  fall,  which   peril  heaven  fore 
fend! 
War.  No  longer  earl  of  March,  but  duke  of 
York  ; 
The  next  decree  is,  England's  royal  throne  : 
For  king  of  England  shall  thou  be  proclaim'd 
In  every  borough  as  we  pass  along  ; 
And  he,  that  tlirows  not  up  his  cap  for  joy. 
Shall  for  the  fault  make  forfeit  of  his  head. 
King    Edward, valiant    Richard, — Monta- 
gue,— 
Stay  we  no  longer  dreaming  of  renown, 
But  sound  the  trumpets,  and  about  our  task. 
Rich.  Then,  Clifford,  were  thy  heart  as  hard 
as  steel, 
(As  thou  hast  shown  it  flinty  by  thy  deeds,) 
1  come  to  pierce  it,  or  to  give  thee  mine. 
Ediv.  Then  strike  up,   drums ; — God,  and 
Saint  George,  for  us  ! 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

IVar.  How  now  ?  What  news  ? 
Mess.  The  duke  of  Norfolk  sends  you  woi'd 
by  me. 
The  queen  is  coming  with  a  puissant  host ; 
And  craves  your  company  for  speedy  counsel. 
War.  Why  then   it  sorts,*   brave  warriors  : 
Let's  away.  lExeunt 

SCENE  II.— Before  York. 
Enter  King  Henry,    Qiieen  Margaret,  the 
Prince  0/ Wales,  Clifford,  a/id  Northum- 
berland, with  forces. 

Q.  Mar.  Welcome   my   lord,  to  this  brave 
town  of  York  : — 
Yonder's  the  head  of  that  arch-enemy, 
That  sought  to    be   encompass'd   with   your 

crown : 
Doth  not  the  object  cheer  your  heart,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Hen.  Ay,  as  the  rocks  cheer  them  that 
fear  their  wreck  ; — 
To  see  this  sight,  it  irks  my  very  soul. — 
Withhold  revenge,  dear  God  !  'tis  not  my  faiUt,  j 
Not  wittingly  have  I  infringed  my  vow. 

Clif  My  gfi'acious  liege,  this  too  much  lenity 
And  harmful  j^ity,  must  be  laid  aside. 
To  whom  do  lions  cast  their  gentle  looks  ? 
Not  to  the  beast  that  would  usurp  their  den. 
Whose  hand  is  that  the  forest  bear  doth  lick? 
Not  his,  that  spoils  her  young  before  her  face. 
Who'scapes  the  lurking  serpent's  moital  sting  ? 
Not  he,  that  sets  his  foot  upon  her  back. 
The  smallest  worm  will  turn,  beingtrodden  on; 
And  doves   will  peck,    in   safeguard  of  their 

brood. 
Ambitious  York  did  level  at  thy  crown. 
Thou  smiling,  while  he  knit  his  angry  brows  : 
He,  but  a  duke,  would  have  his  son  a  king. 
And  raise  his  issue,  like  a  loving  sire  ; 
Thou,  being  a  king,  blessed  with  a  goodly  son. 
Didst  yield  consent  to  disinherit  him. 
Which  argued  thee  a  most  unloving  father. 
Unreasonable  creatures  feed  their  young: 
And  though  man's  face  be  fearful  to  their  eyes. 
Yet  in  protection  of  their  tender  ones, 
Who  hatli  not  seen  them  (even  with  those  wings 
Which  sometimes  they  have  used  with  fearful 
flight,) 
-  .Make  war  with  him  that  climb'd  unto  their  nest. 
Offering  their  own   lives  in  their  young's  de- 
fence ? 
For  shame,  my  liege,  make  them  your  pi-ece- 
Were  it  not  pity,  thatthis  goodly  boy      [dent! 

"  Why  tlieu  thif'3'i  are  as  tlicy  sliould  be. 
Vol.  II. 


Should  lose  his  birthright  by  his  father's  fault? 
And  long  hereafter  say  unto  his  child, — 
IVhat  my  greal-f^randfather  and  grand-sire  got. 
My  careless  father  fondly*  gave  away  ? 
Ah,  what  a  shame  were  tliis !  Look  on  the  boy  ? 
And  let  his  manly  face,  which  promiseth. 
Successful  fortune,  steel  thy  melting  heart. 
To  hold  tliine  own,  and  leave  thine  own  with 
him. 
K.  Hen.  Full  well   hath  Clifford  play'd  the 
orator, 
Inferring  arguments  of  mighty  force. 
But,  Clifford,  tell  me,  didst  thou  never  hear,— 
That  things  ill  got  had  ever  bad  success  ? 
And  happy  always  was  it  for  that  son. 
Whose  father  for  his  hoarding  went  to  hell  ? 
I'll  leave  my  son  my  virtuous  deeds  behind ; 
And  would  my  father  had  left  me  no  more ! 
For  all  the  rest  is  held  at  such  a  rate. 
As  brings  a  thousand-fold  more  care  to  keep, 
Than  in  possession  any  jot  of  pleasure. 
Ah,  cousin  York !  'would  thy  best  friends  did 

know, 
How  it  doth  grieve  me  that  thy  head  is  here  ! 
Q.   Mar.  My  lord,   cheer  up  your  spirits! 
Our  foes  are  nigh,  [faint. 

And  this  soft  courage  makes  your  followers 
You  promised  knighthood  to  our  forward  son; 
Unsheath  your  sword,  and  dub  him  presently. — 
Edward,  kneel  down. 

K.  Hen.  Edward  Plantagenet,  arise  a  knight; 

And   learn   this  lesson, — Draw  thy  sword  in 

right.  [leave 

Prince.  My  gracious  father,  by  your  kingly 

I'll  draw  it  as  apparent  to  the  crown. 

And  in  that  quarrel  use  it  to  the  death. 

Clif  Why,  that  is  spoken  like  a  toward 
prince. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  Royal  commanders,  be  in  readiness ; 
For,  with  a  band  of  thirty  thousand  men. 
Comes  Warwick,  backing  of  the  duke  of  York; 
And,  in  the  towns  as  they  do  march  along, 
Proclaims  him  king,  and  many  fly  to  him; 
Darraign  jour  battle!  for  th6y  are  at  hand. 
Clif.  I  would,  your  highness  would  depart 
the  field:  [sent. 

The  queen  hath  best  success  when  you  are  ab- 
Q.  Mar.  Ay,  good,  my  lord,  and  leave  us  to 

our  fortune. 
K.  Hen.  Why,  that's  my  fortune  too;  there- 
fore I'll  stay. 
North.  Be  it  with  resolution  then  to  fight. 
Prince.  My  royal  father,  cheer  these  noble 
lords. 
And  hearten  those  that  fight  in  your  defence  : 
Unsheath  your  sword,    good  father ;    cry  St. 

George. 
March. — Enter  Edward,   George,  Richard, 
Warwick,  Norfolk,  Montague,  and  Sol- 
diers. 

Edw.  Now,   perjured   Henry !     Wilt    thon 
kneel  for  grace, 
And  set  thy  diadem  upon  my  head; 
Or  bide  the  mortal  fortune  of  the  field  ? 

Q.  ilfar.  Go  rate  thy  minions,  proud  insult- 
ing boy  ! 
Becomes  it  thee  to  be  thus  bold  in  terms. 
Before  thy  sovereign,  and  thy  lawful  king  ? 

Edw.  I  am  his  king,  and  he  should  bow  his 
I  was  adopted  heir  by  his  consent:  [knee; 
Since  when,  his  oath  is  broke  ;  for,  as  I  hear, 

*  Foolishly. 

t  \  I.  c.  Ansnr^e  your  hnst,  put  yciir  liost  in  orJer. 
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Yon — that   are  king,   though   he  do  wear  the 

crown, — 
Have  caused  him,  by  new  act  of  parliament. 
To  blot  out  me,  and  put  his  own  son  in. 

67?/.  And  reason  too  ; 
Who  should  succeed  the  father,  but  the  son  ? 
Rich.  Are  you  there,  butcher  ? — O,  I  cannot 

speak. 
Clif.  Ay,  crook-back  ;  here  I  stand,  to  an- 
swer thee. 
Or  any  he  the  proudest  of  tliy  sort. 

Rich.  'Twas  you  that  kill'd  young  Rutland, 

was  it  not? 
Clif.  Ay,  and  old  York,  and  yet  not  satisfied. 
Rich.  For  God's  sake,   lords,  give  signal  to 

the  fight. 
War.  What  say'st  thou,  Henry,  wilt   thou 

yield  the  crown  ? 
Q.  Mar.  Why,  how  now  long-tongued  War- 
wick 1  Dare  you  speak  ? 
When  you  and  I  met  at  St.  Albans  last, 
Your  legs  did  better  service  than  your  hands. 
War.  Then  'twas  my  turn  to  fly,  and  now 

'tis  thine. 
Clif.  You  said  so  much  before,  and  yet  you 

fled. 
War.  'Twas  not  your  valour,  Clifibrd,  drove 

me  thence. 
North.  No,  nor  your   manhood,  that  durst 

make  you  stay. 
Rich.  Northumberland,   I   hold  thee  reve- 
rently I — 
Break  off  the  parle  ;  for  scarce  I  can  refrain 
The  execution  of  my  big-swollen  heart 
Upon  that  Clifford,  that  cruel  child-killer. 
Clif.  I  slew  thy  father:  call'st  thou  him  a 

child  ? 
Rich.  Ay,  like  a  dastard,  and  a  treacherous 
coward, 
As  thou  didst  kill  our  tender  brother  Rutland; 
But,  ere  sun-set,  I'll  make  thee  curse  the  deed. 
K.  Hen.  Have  done  with  words,  my  lords, 

and  hear  me  speak. 
Q.  Mar.  Defy  them  then,  or  else  hold  close 

thy  lips. 
K.  Hen.  I  pr'ythee,   give  no  limits  to  my 
I  am  a  king,  and  privileged  to  speak,  [tongue  ; 
Clif.  My  liege,   the  wound,  that  bred  tliis 
meeting  here, 
Cannot  be  cured  by  words ;   therefore  be  still. 
Rich.  Then  executioner,  unsheath  thy  sword: 
By  him  that  made  us  all,  I  am  resolved,* 
That  Clifibrd's  manhood  lies  upon  his  tongue. 
Edw.  Say,  Henry,  shall  I  have  my  right,  or 
no  ? 
A  thousand  men  have  broke  their  fasts  to-day, 
That  ne'er  shall  dine,  unless  thou  yield   the 
crown. 
War.  If  thou  deny,  their   blood  upon  thy 
head ; 
For  York  in  justice  puts  his  armour  on. 
Prince.  If  that   be   right,  which    Warwick 
says  is  right, 
There  is  no  wrong,  but  every  thing  is  right. 
Rich.  Whoever  got  thee,   there  thy  mother 
stands : 
For,  well  1  wot,  thou  hast  thy  mother's  tongue. 
Q.  Mar.  But  thou  art  neither  like  thy  sire, 
nor  dam  ; 
But  like  a  foul  misshapen  stigmatic, 
Mark'd  by  the  destinies  t  to  be  avoided. 
As  venom  toads,  or  lizards'  dreadful  stings. 
Rich.  Iron  of  Naples,  hid  with  English  gilt,t 

*  It  is  my  firin  persmaion. 

t  One  braodcd  by  nature. 

+  6ilt  i>  a  Buperticia4  i-overiDg  of  guld. 


Whose  father  bears  the  title  of  a  king, 
(As  if  a  channel*  should  be  call'd  the  sea, 
Shamest  thou  not,  knowing  whence  thou  art 

extraught. 
To  let  thy  tongue  detectt  thy  base-born  heart? 
Edw.  A  wisp  of  straw  were  worth  a  thou- 
sand crowns. 
To  make  this  shameless  callett  know  herself. — 
Helen  of  Greece  was  fairer  far  than  thou, 
Although  thy  husband  may  be  Meuelaus  :§ 
And  ne'er  was  Agamemnon's  brother  wrong'd 
By  that  false  woman,  as  this  king  by  thee. 
His  father  revell'd  in  the  heart  of  France, 
And  tam'd  the   king,    and  made  the  dauphin 

stoop ; 
And,  had  he  match'd  according  to  his  state, 
He  might  have  kept  that  glory  to  this  day  : 
But,  when  he  took  a  beggar  to  his  bed. 
And  graced  thy  poor  sire  with  his  bridal  day  ; 
Even  then  that  sunshine  brew'd  a  shower  for 
him,  [France, 

That   wash'd    his   father's    fortunes   forth  of 
And  heap'd  sedition  oh  his  crown  at  home. 
For  what  broach'd  this  tumult,  but  thy  pride  ? 
Hadst  thou  been  meek,  our  title  still  had  slept  j 
And  we,  in  pity  of  the  gentle  king. 
Had  slipp'd  our  claim  until  another  age. 

Geo.  But  when  we  saw  our  sunshine  made 
thy  spring, 
And  that  thy  summer  bred  us  no  increase. 
We  set  the  axe  to  thy  usurping  root :  [selves. 
And  though  the  edge  hath  something  hit  our- 
Yet,  know  thou  since  we  have  begun  to  strike,. 
We'll  never  leave,  till   we  have  hewn  thee 

down. 
Or  bathed  thy  growing  with  our  heated  bloods. 

Edw.  And,  in  this  resolution,  I  defy  thee  ; 
Not  willing  any  longer  conference. 
Since  thou  deny'st  the  gentle  king  to  speak. — 
Sound   trumpets! — Let   our    bloody     colours 

wave ! — 
And  either  victory,  or  else  a  grave. 
Q.  Mar.  Stay,  Edward. 
Edw.  No,  wrangling  woman ;  we'll  no  long- 
stay  : 
These  words  will  cost  ten  thousand  lives  to 
day.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— A  Field  of  Battle  between  Tow- 
ton  and  Saxlon  in  Yorkshire. 

Alarums:  Excursions. — Enter  Warwick. 

War.  Forspent  with  toil,  as  runners  with  a 

race, 
I  lay  me  down  a  little  while  to  breathe  : 
For  strokes  received,  and  many  blows  repaid. 
Have  robb'd  ray  strong-knit  sinews  of  their 

strength, 
And,  spite  of  spite,  needs  must  I  rest  a  while. 

Enter  Edward,  running. 

Edw.  Smile,  gentle  heaven  !  or  strike,  un- 
gentle death !  [clouded. 
For  this  world  frowns,  and  Edward's  sun  is 
War.    How    now,   my    lord?    What    hap? 
What  hope  of  good  ? 

Enter  George. 

Geo.  Our  hap  is  loss,  our  hope  but  sad  des- 
pair ; 
Our  ranks  are  broke,  and  ruin  follows  us : 
What  counsel  give  you,  whither  shall  we  fly  ? 

*  Kennel  was  then  pronounced  channel. 
t  'I'o  sliow  thy  meanness  of  birth  by  thy  indecent  rail- 
jug.  i  Rrab-  «  r  c.  A  cucltolil. 
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Edw.  Bootless  is  flight,  they  follow  us  with 
wings  ; 
And  weak  we  are,  and  cannot  shun  pursuit. 
Enter  Richard. 
Rich.    Ah,  Warwick,  why   hast   thou  with- 
drawn thyself  ? 
Thy    brother's   blood  the  thirsty   earth   hath 
drunk,  [lance : 

Broach'd  with  the  steely  point  of  Clifford's 
And,  in  the  very  pangs  of  death,  he  cried, — 
Like  to  a  dismal  clangor  heard  from  far, — 
Warwick,  revenge  !  Brother,  ret^enge  my  death  ■' 
■So  underneath  the  belly  of  their  steeds. 
That   stain'd    their   fetlocks    in  his  smoking 

blood, 
The  noble  gentleman  gave  up  the  ghost. 

War.  Then   let  the  earth   be  drunken  with 
our  blood  : 
I'll  kill  my  horse,  because  I  will  not  fly. 
Why  stand  we  like  soft  hearted  women  here. 
Wailing  our  losses,  whiles  the  foe  doth  rage  ; 
And  look  upon,*  as  if  the  tragedy 
Were  play 'd  in  jest  by  counterfeiting  actors  ? 
Here  on  my  knee  I  vow  to  God  above, 
I'll  never  pause  again,  never  stand  still, 
Till  either  death  hath  closed  these  eyes  of  mine. 
Or  fortune  given  me  measure  of  revenge. 
Edtv.  O  Warwick,  I  do  bend  my  knee  with 
thine ; 
And,  in  this  vow,  do  chain  my  soul  to  thine. — 
And  ere  my  knee  rise  from  the  earth's  cold 
face,  [thee, 

I^throw  my  hands,  mine  eyes,   my  heart  to 
Thou  setter  up  and  plucker  down  of  kings  ! 
Beseeching  thee, — if  with  thy  will  it  stands, 
That  to  my  foes  this  body  must  be  prey, — 
Yet  that  thy  brazen  gates  of  heaven  may  ope. 
And  give  sweet  passage  to  my  sinful  soul ! — 
Now,  lords,  take  leave  until  we  meet  again. 
Where'er  it  be,  in  heaven,  or  on  earth. 

Rich.  Brother,  give  me  thy  hand  ; — and  gen- 
tle Warwick, 
Let  me  embrace  thee  in  my  weary  arms  : — 
I,  that  did  never  weep,  now  melt  with  woe. 
That  winter  should  cut  off  our  spring-time  so. 
War.     Away,    away !    once     more,    sweet 

lords,  farewell. 
Geo.  Yet  let  us  all  together  to  our  troops. 
And  give  them  leave  to  fly  that  will  not  stay  ; 
And  call  them  pillars,  that  will  stand  to  us; 
And,  if  we  thrive,  promise  them  such  rewards 
As  victors  wear  at  the  Olympian  games  : 
This   may    plant   courage   in  their  quailingt 

breasts  ; 
For  yet  is  hope  of  life,  and  victory. — 
Fore-slowj:  no  longer,  make  we  hence  amain. 

i  Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.— Another  part  of  the 

Field. 
Excursions. — Enl,er  RichIrd  and  Clifford. 
Rich.  Now,    Clifibrd,   I  have  singled   thee 
alone : 
Suppose,  this  arm  is  for  the  duke  of  York, 
And  this  for  Rutland  ;  both  bound  to  revenge, 
Wert  thou  environ'd  with  a  brazen  wall. 
Clif.  Now,  Richard,  I  am  with  thee  here 
alone : 
This  is  the  hand,  that  stabb'd  thy  father  York: 
And  this  the  hand,  that  slew  thy  brother  Rut- 
land :  [death. 
And  here's  the  heart,  that  triumphs  in  their 

*  And  are  merespeot.itors. 

+  Siuking  iDio  dejection. 

X  To  fore-slow  is  to  be  dilatory,  to  loiter. 


And  cheers  these  hands  that  slew  thy  sire  and 

brother, 
To  execute  the  like  upon  thyself; 
An  so,  have  at  thee. 

\_Thcy  fight — WAKWicKfnicr*;  Clifford _/?Jej. 
Rich.  Nay,  Warwick,  single  out  some  other 
chase; 
For  I  myself  will  hunt  this  wolf  to  death. 

[£xeun^ 

SCENE  v.— Another  part  of  the  Field. 

Alarum. — Enter  King  Henry. 
K.  Hen.  This  battle  fares  like  to  the  morn- 
ing's war,  [hght, 
When   dying   clouds   contend   with   growing 
What  time  the  shepherd,  blowing  of  his  nails. 
Can  neither  call  it  perfect  day,  or  night. 
Now  sways  it  this  way,  like  a  mighty  sea. 
Forced  by  the  tide  to  combat  with  the  wind  ; 
Now  sways  it  that  v/ay,  like  the  self-same  sea. 
Forced  to  retire  by  fury  of  the  wind:    [wind; 
Sometime,  the   flood  prevails;  and  then,  the 
Now,  one  the  better ;  then,  another  best ; 
Both  tugging  to  be  victors,  breast  to  breast, 
Yet  neither  conqueror,  nor  conquered : 
So  is  the  equal  poise  of  the  fell  war. 
Here  on  this  molehill  will  I  sit  me  down. 
To  whom  God  will,  there  be  the  victor)^ ! 
For  Margaret,  my  queen,  and  Cliflbrd  too, 
Have  chid  me  from  the  battle  ;  swearing  both, 
They  prosper  best  of  all  when  I  am  thence. 
'Would  I  were  dead  !  if  God's  good  will  were 

so : 
For  what  is  in  this  world,  but  grief  and  woe  ? 
0  God  !  methinks,  it  were  a  happy  life. 
To  be  no  better  than  a  homely  swain  ; 
To  sit  upon  a  hill,  as  I  do  now. 
To  carve  out  dials  quaintly,  point  by  point, 
Thereby  to  see  the  minutes  how  they  run  : 
How  many  make  the  hour  full  complete, 
How  many  hours  bring  about  the  day. 
How  many  days  will  finish  up  the  year. 
How  many  years  a  mortal  man  may  live. 
When  this  is  known,  then  to  divide  the  times : 
So  many  hours  must  I  tend  my  flock  ; 
So  many  hours  must  I  take  my  rest ; 
So  many  hours  must  I  contemplate ; 
So  many  hours  must  I  sport  myself; 
So  many  days  my  ewes  have  been  with  young; 
So  many  weeks  ere  the  poor  fools  will  yean  ; 
So  many  years  ere  I  shall  sheer  the  fleece  : 
So  minutes,  hours,  days,  weeks,  months,  and 

years, 
Fass'd  over  to  the  end  they  were  created, 
Would  bring  white  hairs  unto  a  quiet  grave. 
Ah,   what  a  life  were  this  !  How  sweet !  How 

lovely ! 
Gives  not  the  hawthorn  bush  a  sweeter  shade 
To  shepherds,  looking  on  their  sillj^  sheep, 
Than  doth  a  rich  embroider'd  canopy 
To  kings,  that  fear  their  subjects'  treachery  ? 
O,  yes,  it  doth  ;  a  thousand  fold  it  doth. 
And   to    conclude, — The   shepherd's   homely 

curds. 
His  cold  thin  drink  out  of  his  leather  bottle, 
His  wonted  sleep  under  a  fresh  tree's  shade, 
All  which  secure  and  sweetly  he  enjoys, 
Is  far  beyond  a  prince's  delicates. 
His  viands  sparkling  in  a  golden  cup. 
His  body  couched  in  a  curious  bed,  [him. 

When  care,   mistrust,   and   treason   wait   on 

Alarum. — Enter  a  Sos  that  has  killed  his  Fa- 
ther, dragging  in  the  dead  Body. 

Son.  Ill   blows   the  wind,    that   profits    no 
body. — 


ro 


THIRD  P^mX  OF  KING  HENRY  VI. 


I  Act  II. 


This  man,  whom  hand  in  hand  I  slew  in  fight, 
May  be  possessed  with  some  store  of  crowns  : 
And  I,  that  haply  take  them  from  him  now. 
May  yet  ere  night,  yield  both  ray  life  and  them 
To  some  man  else,  as  this  dead  man  doth  to 

me. — 
Who's  this?  O  God!  it  is  my  father's  face, 
Whom  in  this  conflict  I  unawares  have  kill'd. 
O  heavy  times,  begetting  such  events  ! 
From  London  by  the  king  was  I  press'd  forth  ; 
My  father,  being  the  earl  of  Warwick's  man. 
Came   on  the  part   of  York,  press'd  by  his 

master ; 
And  I,  who  at  his  hands  receiv'd  my  life, 
Have  by  my  hands  of  life  bereaved  him. — 
Pardon  me,  God,  1  knew  not  what  I  did  ! — 
And  pardon,  father,  for  I  knew  not  thee  ! — 
My  tears  shall  wipe  away  these  bloody  marks; 
And  no  more  words  till  they  have  flow'd  their 

fill. 
K.  Hen.   O   piteous    spectacle  !    O    bloody 

times  ! 
Whilst  lions  war,  and  battle  for  their  dens, 
Poor  harmless  lambs  abide  their  enmity. — 
Weep,  wretched  man,  I'll  aid  thee  tear  for 

tear : 
And  let  our  hearts,  and  eyes,  like  civil  war 
Be  blind  with  tears,  and  break  o'ercharged 

with  grief. 

Enter  a  Father  who  hath  killed  his  Son,  tvitli 
the  Body  in  his  Arms. 

Fafk.  Thou  that  so  stoutly  had  resisted  me. 
Give  me  thy  gold,  if  thou  hast  any  gold  ; 
For  I  have  bought  it  with  a  hundred  blows. — 
But  let  me  see  : — Is  this  our  foeman's  face  ? 
Ah,  no,  no,  no,  it  is  mine  only  son  ! — 
Ah,  boy,  if  any  life  be  left  in  thee, 
Throw  up  thine  eye  ;  see,   see,  what  showers 

arise, 
Blown  with  the  windy  tempest  of  my  heart, 
Upon  thy  wounds,  that   kill  mine   eye    and 

heart ! — 
O,  pity,  God,  this  miserable  age  ! — 
What  stratagems,*  how  fell,  how  butcherly, 
Erroneous,  mutinous,  and  unnatural, 
This  deadly  quarrel  daily  doth  beget ! — 
O  boy,  thy  father  gave  thee  life  too  soon. 
And  hath  bereft  thee  of  thy  life  too  late  ! 

K.  Hen.  Woe  above  woe  !  Grief  more  than 
common  grief!  [deeds  I — 

O,  that  my    death  would  stay  these  ruthful 
O  pity,  pity,  gentle  heaven,  pity  ; — 
The  red  rose  and  the  white  are  on  his  face, 
The  fatal  colours  of  cm-  striving  houses  : 
The  one  his  purple  blood  right  well  resembles  ; 
The  other,  his  pale  cheek,  methinks,  present : 
Wither  one  rose,  and  let  the  other  flourish  ! 
If  you  contend,  a  thousand  lives  must  wither. 

Son.  How  will  my  mo(her,  for  a  father's 
death, 
Take  on  with  me  and  ne'er  be  satisfied  ! 

Path.   How  will  my  wife,  for  slaughter  of 
my  son, 
Shed  seas  of  tears,  and  ne'er  be  satisfied  ! 

K.  Hen.  How  will  the  country,    for  these 
woeful  chances, 
Misthinkt  the  king,  and  not  be  satisfied  ? 

Son.  Was  ever  son,  so  rued  a  father's  death  ? 

Falh.  Was  ever  father,  so  bemoan'd  a  son  ? 

K.  Hen.  Was  ever  king,  so  grieved  for  sub- 
jects' woe  ? 
Much  is  your  sorrow  ;  mine,  ten  times  so  much. 

*  This  word  here  mesEs  dreadful  events. 
Yhink  unfavouraMy  of. 


Son.  I'll  bear  thee  hence,  where  I  may  weep 
my  fill.  [jE.ti7  with  the  Body. 

Fath.  These  arms  of  mine  shall  be  thy  wind- 
ing sheet ; 
My  heart,  sweet  boy,  shall  be  thy  sepulchre  ; 
For  from  my  heart  thine  image  ne'er  shall  go. 
My  sighing  breast  shall  be  thy  funeral  bell ; 
And  so  obsequious  will  thy  father  be. 
Sad  for  the  loss  of  thee,  having  no  more, 
As  Priam  was  for  all  his  valiant  sons.       [will. 
I'll  bear  thee  hence  ;  and  let  them  fight  that 
For  I  have  murder'd  where  I  should  not  kill. 
\^Exit  with  the  Body. 
K.  Hen.  Sad-hearted  men,  much  overgone 
with  care. 
Here  sits  a  king  more  woeful  than  you  are. 

Alariuns :  E.xcursions. — Enter  Queen  Marga- 
ret, Prince  of  Wales,  and  Exeter. 

Prince.  Fly,  father,  fly  !  for  all  your  friends 
arc  fled. 
And  Warwick  rages  like  a  chafed  bull : 
Away  !  for  death  doth  hold  us  in  pursuit. 
Q.  Mar.  Mount  you.  my  lord,  towards  Ber- 
v,'ick  post  amain  ;  [hounds, 

Edward  and  Richard,   like  a  brace  of  grey- 
Having  the  fearful  flying  hare  in  sight, 
With  fiery  eyes,  sparkling  for  very  wrath. 
And  bloody  steel  grasp'd  in  their  ireful  hands, 
Ai'e  at  our  backs  ;  and  therefore  hence  amain. 
Exe.  Away!  for   vengeance    comes    along 
with  them  : 
Nay,  stay  not  to  expostulate,  make  speed  ; 
Or  else  come  after,  I'll  away  before.  '" 

K.  Hen.  Nay,  take  me  with  thee,  good  sweet 
Exeter ; 
Not  that  I  fear  to  stay,  but  love  to  go 
Whither  the  queen  intends.  Forward  ;  away  ! 

[_  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— The  same. 
A  loud  Alarum. — Enter  Clifford  wounded. 
Clif.  Here  burns  my  candle  out,  ay,  here  it 
dies, 
Which,  while  it  lasted,  gave  king  Henry  light. 

0,  Lancaster  !  I  fear  thy  overthrow. 
More  than  my  body's  parting  with  my  soul. 
My  love,  and  fear,  glew'd  many  friends  to 

thee ; 
And,  now  I  fall,  thy  tough  commixtures  melt. 
Impairing    Henry,    strength'ning    mis-proud 

York, 
The  common  people  swarm  like  summer  flies  : 
And  whither  fly  the  gnats,  but  to  the  sun  ? 
And  who  shines  now,  but  Henry's  enemies  ? 
O  Phoebus  !  hadst  thou  never  given  consent 
That  Phap'ton  should  check  thy  fiery  steeds. 
Thy  burning  car  never  had  scorch'd  the  earth ; 
And,    Hem-y,    hadst   thou  sway'd    as    kings 

should  do. 
Or  as  thy  father,  and  his  father,  did. 
Giving  no  ground  unto  the  house  of  York, 
They  never  then  had  sprung  like  summer  flies  ; 

1,  and  ten  thousand  in  this  luckless  realm, 
Had  left  no  mourning  widows  for  our  death. 
And   thou  this   day   hadst  kept  thy   chair  in 

peace. 
For  what  doth  cherish  weeds,  but  gentle  air  ? 
And  what  make  robbers  bold,  but  too  much 

lenity  ?  [wounds  ; 

Bootless    are    plaints,    and    cureless   are   my 
No  way  to  fly,  nor  strength  to  hold  our  flight : 
The  foe  is  merciless,  and  will  not  pity  ; 
For,  at  their  hands,  I  have  deserved  no  pity  ; 
The  air  hath  got  into  my  deadly  wounds, 
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And   much  efluse  of  blood  doth    make    me  I      Rich.  What,  not  an  oath  ?    Nay,  then  the 

faint : —  [rest ;  world  goes  hard,  [oath : 

Come,  York,  and  Richard,  Warwick,  and  the  '  When   Clifford   cannot  spare   his    friends  an 
1  stabb'd  your  father's  bosoms,  split  his  breast.  !  I  know  by  tiiat,  he's  dead  ;  and,  by  my  soul 


{_He  faints. 

Alarum  and  Retreat. — E7i<erEDWARD,GE0RGE, 
Richard,  Montague,  Warwick,  and  Sol- 
diers. 

Edw.  Now  breathe  we,  lords ;  good  fortune 
bids  us  pause,  [looks. — 

And  smooth  the  frowns  of  war  v/ith  peaceful 
Some  troops  pursue  the  bloody-minded  queen  ; 
That  led  calm  Henry,  tliough  he  were  a  king. 
As  doth  a  sail,  fiU'd  with  a  fretting  gust, 
Command  an  ai'gosy  to  stem  the  waves. 
But  think  you,  lords,  that  Cliflbrd  fled  with 
them  ? 
War.  No,  'tis  impossible  he  should  escape  ; 
For,  though  before  his  face  I  speak  the  words. 
Your  brother  Richard  mark'd  him  for  the  grave ; 
And,  wheresoe'er  he  is,  he's  surely  dead. 

[Clifford  groans  and  dies. 
Edw.  Whose  soul  is  that  which  takes  her 

heavy  leave  ? 
Rick.  A  deadly  groan,  like  life  and  death's 

departing. 
Edw.  See  who  it  is :  and  now  the  battle's 
ended. 
If  friend  or  foe,  let  him  be  gently  used. 

Rich.  Revoke  that  doom  of  mercy,  for  'tis 
Clifford ; 
Who,  not  contented  that  he  lopp'd  the  branch. 
In  hewing  Rutland  when  his  leaves  put  forth, 
But  set  his  miu'dering  knife  unto  the  root 
From  whence  that  tender  spray  did  sweetly 

spring, 
I  mean  our  princely  father,  duke  of  York. 
War.  From  off  the  gates  of  York  fetch  down 
the  head,  [there : 

Your  father's    head,    which    Clifford  placed 
Instead  whereof,  let  this  supply  the  room  ; 
Measure  for  measure  must  be  answered. 
Ediv.  Bring  forth  this  fatal  screech-owl  to 
our  house, 
That  nothing  sung  but  death  to  us  and  ours  : 
Now  death  shall  stop  his  dismal  threatening 

sound. 

And  his  ill-boding  tongue  no  more  shall  speak. 

\_  Attendants  bring  the  Body  forward. 

War.  I  think  his  understanding  is  bereft : — 

Speak,  Cliflbrd,  dost  thou  know  who  speaks  to 

thee  ?—  [life, 

Dark   cloudy  death  o'ershadcs  his  beams  of 

And  he  nor  sees,  nor  hears  us  what  we  say. 

Rich.  O  'would  he  did  !    And  so,  perhaps,  he 
'Tis  but  his  policy  to  counterfeit,  [doth  ; 

Because  he  would  avoid  such  bitter  taunts 
Which  in  the  time  of  death  he  gave  our  father. 
Geo.  If  so  thou  think'st,  vex  him  with  eager 

words.* 
Rich.    Clifford,  ask  mercy,  and  obtain  no 

grace. 
Edw.  Clifford,  repent  in  bootless  penitence. 
War.  Clifford,  devise  excuses  for  tliy  faults. 
Geo.  While  we  devise  fell  tortures  for  thy 

faults. 
Rich.  Thou  didst  love  York,  and  I  am  son  to 

York. 
Edw.  Thou  pitied'st  Rutland,  I  will  pity  thee. 
Geo..  Where's  captain  Margaret  to  fence  you 

now  ? 
War.  They  mock  thee,  Clifford  !  Swear  as 
thou  wast  wont. 

*  So  iir  word?,  words  of  a«pprity. 


If  this  right  hand  would  buy  two  hours'  life, 
That  I  in  all  despite  might  rail  at  him. 
This  hand  should  chop  it  off;  and  with  the  is- 
suing blood 
Stifle  the  villain,  whose  unstaunched  thirst 
York  and  young  Rutland  could  not  satisfy. 
War.  Ay,  but  he's  dead :  Off  with  the  trai- 
tor's head, 
And  rear  it  in  the  place  your  father's  stands. — 
And  now  to  London  with  triumphant  march, 
Tliere  to  be  crowned  England's  royal  king. 
From  whence   shall  Warwick  cut  the  sea  to 

France, 
And  ask  the  lady  Bona  for  thy  queen  : 
Soshalt  thou  sinew  both  these  lands  together; 
And,  having  France  thy  friend,  thou  shalt  not 

dread 
The  scatter'd  foe,  that  hopes  to  rise  again  ; 
For  though  they  cannot  greatly  sting  to  hurt, 
Yet  look  to  have  them  buz,  to  offend  thine  ears. 
First,  will  I  see  the  coronation ; 
And  then  to  Brifanny  I'll  cross  the  sea, 
To  effect  this  marriage,  so  it  please  my  lord. 
Edw.  Even  as  thou  wilt  sweet  Warwick,  let 
it  be: 
For  on  thy  shoulder  do  I  build  my  seat ; 
And  never  will  I  undertake  the  thing. 
Wherein  thy  counsel  and  consent  is  wanting.- 
Richard  ;  I  will  create  thee  duke  of  Gloster;— 
And  George,  of  Clarence; — Warwick,  as  our- 

self. 
Shall  do,  and  undo,  as  him  pleaseth  best. 
Rich.  Let  me  be  duke  of  Clarence,  George 
of  Gloster ; 
For  Gloster's  dukedom  is  too  ominous. 

War.  Tut,  that's  a  foolish  observation  ; 
Richard  be  duke  of  Gloster:  now  to  London, 
To  see  these  honours  in  possession.    [^Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  l.—A  Chase  in  the  North  of  England 

Enter  Two  Keepers,  with  Cross-bow  sin  their 
Hands. 

1  Keep.  Uxiderthis  thick-grown  brake*  we'll 
shroud  ourselves  ;  [come  ; 

For  through  this  laundt  anon  the  deer  will 
And  in  this  covert  we  will  make  our  stand, 
Culling  the  principal  of  all  the  deer. 

3  Keep.    I'll  stay  above    the  hill,  so  both 
may  shoot, 

1  Keep.  That  cannot  be;  the  noise  of  thy 

cross-bow 
Will  scare  the  herd,  and  so  my  shoot  is  lost. 
Here  stand  we  both  and  aim  we  at  the  best : 
And,  for  the  time  shall  not  seem  tedious, 
I'll  tell  thee  what  befell  me  on  a  day. 
In  this  self-place  where  now  we  mean  to  stand. 

2  Keep.  Here  comes  a  man,  let's  stay  till  he 

be  past. 

Enter  Kini 


Henry,  disguised,  with  a  Prayer 
bonk. 


K. 


Hen.  From  Scotland  am  I  stolen,   even 

of  pure  love. 
To  greet  mine  own  land  with  my  wishful  sight. 
No,  Harry,  Harry,  'tis  no  land  of  thine; 
Thy  place  is  fill'd,  thy  sceptre  wrung  from  thee. 
Thy   balm   wash'd   off,  wherewith  thou  wast 

anointed : 

?kel,  f  A  plain  extended  between  wood>. 
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No  bending  knee  will  call  thee  Caesar  now, 
No  humble  suitors  press  to  speak  for  right, 
No,  not  a  man  comes  for  redress  of  thee ; 
For  how  can  I  help  them,  aiid  not  myself? 

1  Keep.  Ay,  here's  a  deer  whose  skin's  a 

keeper's  fee  : 

This  is  the  quondam  king;  let's  seize  upon  him. 
K.  Hen.  Let  me  embrace  these  our  adversi- 
ties; 

For  wise  men  say,  it  is  the  wisest  course. 

2  Keep.  ^V'hy  linger  we  ?  Let  us  lay  hands 

upon  him. 

1  Keep.  Forbear  awhile  ;  we'll  hear  a  little 

more. 
K.  Hen.  My   queen,  and  son,  are  gone  to 

France  for  aid  ; 
And,  as  I  hear,  the  great  commandingWarwick 
Is  thither  gone,  tocravethe  French  king's  sister 
To  wife  for  Edward:  if  this  news  be  true, 
Poor  queen,  and  son,  your  labour  is  but  lost ; 
For  Warwick  is  a  subtle  orator,  [words. 

And  Lewis   a  prince  soon  won   with  moving 
By  this  account,  then  Margaret  may  win  him  ; 
For  she's  a  woman  to  be  pitied  much  : 
Her  sighs  will  make  a  battery  in  his  breast ; 
Her  tears  will  pierce  into  a  marble  heart ; 
The  tiger  will  be  mild,  while  she  doth  mourn  ; 
And  Nero  will  be  tainted  with  remorse. 
To  hear,  and  see,  her  plaints,  her  brinish  tears. 
Ay,  but  she's  come  to  beg ;  Warwick,  to  give: 
She,  on  his  left  side,  craving  aid  for  Henry; 
He,  on  his  right,  asking  a  wife  for  Edward. 
She  weeps  and  says — her  Henry  is  deposed; 
He  smiles,  and  says — his  Edward  is  install'd  : 
That  she,  poor  wretch,  for  grief  can  speak  no 

more :  [wrong, 

Whiles   Warwick  tells   his  title,  smooths  the 
Inferreth  arguments  of  mighty  strength  ; 
And,  in  conclusion,  wins  the  king  from  her. 
With  promise  of  his  sister,  and  what  else, 
To   strengthen   and   support  king   Edward's 

place.  [soul, 

O  Margaret,  thus  'twill  be;  and  thou,  poor 
Art  then  forsaken,  as  thou  went'st  forlorn. 

2  Keep.  Say,  what  art  thou,  that  talk'st  of 

kings  and  queens  ? 
K.  Hen.  More  than  I  seem,  and  less  than 
I  was  born  to  : 
A  man  at  least,  for  less  I  should  not  be  ; 
And  men  may  talk  of  kings,  and  why  not  I  ? 
2  Keep.  Ay,  but  thou  talk'st  as  if  thou  weit 

a  king. 
K.  Hen.  Why  so,  I  am,  in  mind  ;  and  that's 

enough. 
2  Keep.  But,  if  thou  be  a  king,  where  is  thy 

crown  ? 
K.  Hen.  My  crown  is  in  my  heart,  not  on 
my  head ; 
Not  deck'd  with  diamonds  and  Indian  stones, 
Nor  to  be  seen  :  my  crown  is  call'd  content; 
A  crown  it  is,  that  seldom  kings  enjoy. 

2  Keep.  Well,    if  you  be  a  king  crown'd 
with  content,  [tented 

Your  crown  content,    and  you,  must  be  con- 
To  go  along  with  us:  for,  as  we  think, 
You  are  the  king,  king  Edward  hath  depos'd  ; 
And  we  his  subjects,  sworn  in  all  allegiance. 
Will  apprehend  you  as  his  enemy. 

K-  Hen.  But  did  you  never  swear,  and  break 

an  oath  ? 
2  Keep.  No,  never  such  an  oath ;  nor  will 

not  now. 
K.  Hen.  Where  did  you  dwell,  when  I  was 

king  of  England  ? 
2  Keep.  Here  inthis  country,  where  we  now 
remain. 
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K.  Hen.    I    was    anointed    king   at    nine 
months  old'; 
My  father,  and  my  grandfather,  were  kings ; 
And  you  were  sworn  ti-ue  subjects  unto  me: 
And  tell  me,  then,  have  you  not  broke  your 
oaths  ? 
1   Keep.  No ; 
For  we  were  subjects,  but  while  you  were  king. 
K.  Hen.  Why,  am  I  dead?  Do  I  not  breathe 
a  man  ? 
.\h,  simple,  men,  you  know  notwhatyou  swear. 
Look,  as  I  blow  this  feather  from  my  face, 
And  as  the  air  blows  it  to  me  again. 
Obeying  with  my  wind  when  I  do  blow, 
And  yielding  to  another  when  it  blows, 
Commanded  always  by  the  greater  gust ; 
Such  is  the  lightness  of  you  common  men. 
But  do  not  break  your  oaths  ;  for,  of  that  sin 
My  mild  entreaty  shall  not  make  you  guilty. 
Go  where  you  will,  the  king  shall  be  comman- 
ded ;  , 
And  be  you  kings;  command,  and  I'll  obey. 
1  Keep.  We  are  true  subjects  to  the  king, 

king  Edward. 
K.  Hen.  So  would  you  be  again  to  Henry, 
If  he  were  seated  as  king  Edward  is. 

1  Keep.   We  charge  you,    in  God's   name, 
and  in  the  king's, 
To  go  with  us  unto  the  officers. 

K.  Hen.  In  God's  name,  lead ;  your  king's 
name  be  obey'd  :  [form  ; 

And  what  God  will,  then  let  your  king  per- 
And  what  he  will,  I  humbly  yield  unto. 

\^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — London. — ARoominlhe  Palace. 

Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,    Clarence, 
and  Lady  Grey. 

K.  Edw.  Brother  of  Gloster,   at   Saint  Al- 
bans' field 
The  lady's  husband.  Sir  John  Grey,  was  slain; 
His  lands  then  seized  on  by  the  conqueror  : 
Her  suit  is  now  to  repossess  those  lands ; 
Which  we  in  justice  cannot  well  deny, 
Because  in  quarrel  of  the  house  of  York 
The  worthy  gentleman  did  lose  iiis  life. 

Glo.  Your  highness  shall  do  well ;  to  grant 
her  suit ; 
It  were  dishonour  to  deny  it  her. 

K.  Edw.  It  were  no  less;  but  yet  I'll  make 

a  pause. 
Glo.  Yea  !  is  it  so  ? 
I  see  the  lady  hath  a  thing  to  grant, 
Before  the  king  will  grant  her  humble  suit. 
Clar.    He  knows  the   game;    how  true  he 
keeps  the  wind  ?  [^Aside. 

Glo.  Silence.  [Aside. 

K.  Edw.  Widow,   we  will  consider  of  your 
suit. 
And  come  some  other  time  to  know  our  mind. 
L.   Grey.  Right   gracious    lord,    I    cannot 
brook  delay  : 
May  it  please  your  highness  to  resolve  me  now ; 
And  what  your  pleasure  is,  shall  satisfy  me. 
Glo.  \^Aside.\  Ay,   widow?  Then  I'll  war- 
rant you  all  your  lands. 
An  if  what  pleases  him,  shall  pleasure  you. 
Fight,  closer,  or,  good   faith,  you'll   catch  a 
blow. 
Clar.  I  fear  her  not,  unless  she  chance  to 
fall.  \^  Aside. 

Glo.  God  forbid  that  I  for  he'll  take  vanta- 
ges. \_  Aside. 
K.  Edw.  How  many  children  hast  thou,  wi- 
dow ?  Tell  me. 
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Scene  //.] 

Clar.  I  think  he  means  to  beg  a  child  of  her. 

[^  Aside. 
Glo.  Nay,  whip  me  then;  he'll  rather  give 

her  two.  \^  Aside. 

L.  Grey.  Three,  my  most  gracious  lord. 
Glo.  You  shall  have  four,  if  you'll  be  rul'd 

by  him.  [Aside. 

K.  Edw.  'Twere  pity,  they  should  lose  their 

father's  land. 
L.  Grey.  Be  pitiful,  dread  lord,  and  grant  it 

then. 
K.  Ediv.  Lords,  give  us  leave  ;  I'll  try  this 

widow's  wit. 
Glo.  Ay,  good  leave*   have  you ;  for  you 

will  have  leave,  [crutch. 

Till  youth   take  leave,  and  leave  you  to  the 

[Gloster  and  Clarence  retire  to  the 
other  side. 
K.  Edw.  Now  tell  me,  madam,  do  you  love 

your  children  ? 
L.  Grey.  Ay,  full  as  dearly  as  I  love  myself. 
K.  Ediv.  And  would  you  not  do  much  to  do 

them  good  1 
L.  Grey.  To  do  them  good,  I  would  sustain 

some  harm. 
K.  Ediv.  Then  get  your  husband's  land,  to 

do  them  good.  Ij6**y- 

L.  Grey.  Therefore  I   came  unto  your  ma- 
K.  Edw.  I'll  tell  you  how  these  lands  are  to 

be  got. 
L.  Grey.  So  shall  you  bind  me  to  your  high- 
ness' service. 
K.  Edw.  What  service  wilt  thou  do  me,  if  I 

give  them  ? 
L.  Grey.  What  you  command  that  rests  in 

me  to  do. 
K.  Edw.  But  you  will  take  exceptions  to  my 

boon. 
L.  Grey.  No,  gracious  lord,  except  I  cannot 

do  it. 
K.  Edw.  Ay,  but  thou  canst  do  what  I  mean 

to  ask. 
L.  Grey.  Why,  then,   I  will   do   what  your 

grace  commands. 
Glo.  He  plies   her   hard;  and    much  rain 

wears  the  marble.  {^Aside. 

Clar.  As   red  as   fire!  Nay,  then   her  wax 

must  melt.  [^Aside. 

L.  Grey.  Why  stops  my   lord?  Shall  I  not 

hear  my  task?  [king. 

K.  Edw.  An  easy   task;  'tis  but  to  love  a 
L.  Grey.  That's  soon  perform'd,  because  I 

am  a  subject. 
K.  Edw.  Why  then,  thy  husband's  lands  I 

freely  give  thee. 
L.  Grey.  I  take  my  leave,  with  many  thou- 
sand thanks. 
Glo.  The  match  is  made;  she  seals  it  with 

a  curt'sy.  [^  Aside. 

K.  Edw.  But   stay   thee,    'tis  the  fruits  of 

love  I  mean. 
L.  Grey.  The  fruits  of  love  I  mean,  my  lov- 
ing liege. 
A'.  Edw.  Ay,  but,  I  fear  me  in  another  sense, 
What  love,  think'st  thou,  1  sue  so  much  to  get  ? 
L.  Grey.  My  love   till  death,    my    humble 

thanks,  my  prayers ; 
Thatlove,  which  virtue  begs,  and  virtue  grants. 
K.  Ediv.  No,  by  my  troth,  I  did  not  mean 

.«uch  love. 
L.    Grey.  Why,  then  you   mean  not   as  I 

thought  you  did. 
K.  Edw.  But  now  you  partly  may  perceive 

my  mind. 

•  This  phrase  implies  reaJiness  of  assent. 
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L.  Grey.  My  mind  will  never  grant  what  I 
perceive 
Your  liighness  aims  at,  if  1  aim  aright. 

K.  Edw.  To  tell  thee  plain,  I  am  to  lie  with 

tliee. 
L.  Grey.  To  tell  you  plain,  I  had  rather  lie 

in  prison. 
K.  Edw.  AVhy,  then  thou  shalt  not  have  thy 

husband's  lands. 
L.  Grey.  Why,  then  mine  honesty  shall  be 
my  dower  ; 
For  by  that  loss  I  will  not  purchase  them. 
K.  Edw.  Therein  tliou  wrong'st  thy  children 

mightily. 
L.  Grey.  Hereinyour  highness  wrongs  both 
them  and  me. 
But,  mighty  lord,  this  merry  inclination, 
Accords  not  with  the  the  sadness*  of  my  suit; 
Please  you  dismiss  me,  either  with  ay,  or  no. 
K.  Edw.  Ay  ;  if  thou  wilt  say  ay,  to  my  re- 
quest : 
No  :  if  thou  dost  say  no,  to  my  demand. 
L.  Grey.  Then,  no,  my  lord.     My  suit  is  at 

an  end. 
Glo.  The  widow  likes  him  not,  she  knits  her 
hrows.  \_  Aside. 

Clar.  He  is  the  bluntest  wooer  in  Christen- 
dom. \^  Aside. 
K.  Edw.  \_Aside.'\  Her  looks  do  argue  her 
replete  with  modesty  ; 
Her  words  do  show  her  wit  incomparable  ; 
All  her  perfections  challenge  sovereignty; 
One  way,  or  other,  she  is  for  a  king  ; 
And  she  shall  be  my  love,  or  else  my  queen. — 
Say,  that  king  Edward  take  thee  for  his  queen  ? 
L.  Grey.  'Tis  better  said  than  done,  my  gra- 
cious lord: 
I  am  a  subject  fit  to  jest  withal, 
But  far  unfit  to  be  a  sovereign. 

K.  Edw.  Sweet  widow,  by  my  state,  I  swear 
to  thee, 
I  speak  no  more  than  what  my  soul  intends  ; 
And  that  is  to  enjoy  thee  for  my  love. 

L.  Grey.  And  that  is  more  than  I  will  yield 
unto : 
I  know,  I  am  too  mean  to  be  your  queen ; 
And  yet  too  good  to  be  your  concubine. 

K.  Edw.  You  cavil,  widow ;  I  did  mean,  my 

queen. 
L.  Grey.  'Twill  grieve  your  grace,  my  sons 

should  call  you — father. 
K.  Edw.  No   more,  than  when  thy  daugh- 
ters call  thee  mother. 
Thou  art   a  widow,  and  thou  hast  some  chil 

dren ; 
And,  by  God's  mother,  I,  being  but  a  bachelor. 
Have  other  some;  why,  'tis  a  happy  thing 
To  be  the  father  unto  many  sons. 
Answer  no  more,  for  thou  shalt  be  my  queen. 
Glo.  The  ghostly  father  now  hath  done  his 
shrift.  [Jwrfe. 

Clar.  W^hen  he  was  made  a  shriver,  'twas 
for  shift.  \^Aside. 

K.  Ediv.  Brothers,  you  muse  what  chat  we 

two  have  had. 
Glo.  The  widow likesit  not,  forshe  looks  sad. 
K.  Edw.  You'd  think  it  strange,  if  I  should 

marry  her. 
Clar.  To  whom,  my  lord  ? 
K.  Eivd.  Why,  Clarence,  to  myself. 
Glo.  That  would  be  ten   days'  wonder,  at 

the  least. 
Clar.  That's   a  day  longer  than  a  wonder 

lasts. 
Glo.  By  so  much  is  the  wonder  in  extremes. 
'■  The  seriotisacBf. 
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K.  Edw.  Well,  jest  on,  brothers  :  I  can  tell 
yoM  both, 
Her  suit  is  granted  for  her  husband's  lands. 

Enter  a  Nobleman 


[Ad  in. 

Seeking  a  way,  and  straying  from  the  way. 
Not  knowing  how  to  find  the  open  air. 
But  toiling  desperately  to  find  it  out, — 
Torment  myself  to  cafch  tlie  English  crown  : 

^'""'  "  "         "' .    I  And  from  that  torment  1  will  free  myself, 

Nob.  My  gracious  lord,  Heniy  your  foe  is  j  ^^^  j^^^.  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^j  ^^.jtlj  ^  bloody  axe. 

taken  '.  VViiv,  I  can  smile,  and  murder  while  I  smile; 

And,  cry,  content,  to  that  which  grieves  my 

heart; 
And  wet  my  cheeks  with  artificial  tears, 
And  frame  "my  face  to  all  occasions. 
I'll  drown  more  sailors  than  the  mermaid  shall ; 
I'll  slay  more  gazers  than  the  basilisk ; 


taken 
And  broughtyour  prisoner  to  your  palace  gate. 
K.  Edw.  Sec,  that  he  be  convey'd  unto  the 
Tower : 
And  go  we,  brothers,  to  the  man  that  took  him, 
To  question  of  his  apprehension. — 
AVidow,  go  you  along ;— Lords,  use  her  hon- 
ourable. I'll  play  the  orator  as  well  as  Nestor, 
lExeunt  King  Edward,  Lady  Grey,  *-la-  p^^^j^.^  ,^^i.^,  ^^j^,  ^j^j^„  Ulysses  could, 
RENCE,  and  Lord.  ^^j  uj^p  ^  Sinon,  take  anotlier  Troy : 
Glo.  Ay,  Edward  will  use  women  honour-   j  ^^^  .^^^  colours  to  tlie  cameleon  ; 

ably.  Lan,  |  change  shapes,  with  Proteus,  for  advantages, 

Would  he  were  wasted,  marrow,  bones,    and  ,  ^^^^  ^^^  ^.j^^  murd'rous  Machiavel  to  school. 
That  from  his  loins  no  hopeful   branch  may  !  q^^^  j  j^  ^^^■^^^  ^^^  cannot  get  a  crown  .' 

cni-ino-  T..*  I  <.,<>.-<.  it  fiii-tVif>r  nil'    I'll  nl 


sprmg. 

To  cross  me  from  the  golden  time  I  look  for  . 
And  yet,  between  my  soul's  desh  e,  and  me, 
(The  lustful  Edward's  title  buried,)        [ward. 


Tut '  were  it  further  ofi',  I'll  pluck  it  down. 

\_Exit. 

SCENE  IIL— France.- A  Room  in  the  Palace. 


Is  Clarence,  Henry,    and  his  son  young  Ed- ,  p;our("s/t.    Enter  Lf.v!1s  the  French  King,  and 


And  all  the  unlook'd-for  issue  of  their  bodies. 
To  take  their  rooms,  ere  I  can  place  myself: 
A  cold  premeditation  for  my  purpose  ! 
Why,  then  I  do  but  dream  on  sovereignty  ; 
Like  one  that  stands  upon  a  promontory. 
And   spies  a   far-ofi'  shore  where    he  would 

tread. 
Wishing  his  foot  were  eo|nal  with  his  eye  ; 
And  chides  the   sea  that   sunders  him  from 

thence. 
Saying— he'll  lade  it  dry  to  have  his  way : 
So  do  1  wish  the  crown,  being  so  far  off; 
And  so  I  chide  the  means  that  keep  me  from 
And  so  I  say— I'll  cut  the  causes  off,  [it : 

Flattering  me  with  impossibilities. — 
My  eye's  too  quick,  my   heart  o'erweens  too 

much,  [them. 

Unless  my    hand   and   strength   could   equal 
Well,  say  there  is  no  kingdom  then  for  Richard; 
AVhat  other  pleasure  can  the  world  afford  ? 
I'll  make  my  heaven  in  a  lady's  lap, 
And  deck  my  body  in  gay  ornaments,  [looks. 
And  witch  sweet  ladies  with  my  words  and 
O  miserable  thought!  and  more  unlikely. 
Than  to  accomplish  twenty  golden  crowns  ! 
Why,  love  forswore  me  in  my  mother's  womb: 
And,  for  I  should  not  deal  in  her  soft  laws 
She  did  corrupt  frail  nature  with  a  bribe 
To  shrink  mine  arm  up  like  a  wither'd  shrub  ; 
To  make  an  envious  mountain  on  my  back, 
AVhere  sits  deformity  to  mock  my  body  ; 
To  shape  my  legs  of  an  unequal  size ; 
To  disproportion  me  in  every  part. 
Like  to  a  chaos,  or  an  unlick'd  bear-whelp, 
That  carries  no  impression  like  the  dam. 
And  am  I  then  a  man  to  be  belov'd  ? 
O,  monstrous  fault,  to  harbour  such  a  thought  ! 
Then,  since  this  earth  affords  no  joy  to  me. 
But  to  command,  to  check,  to  o'erbear  such 
As  are  of  better  person  than  myself,  [crown  ; 
I'll  make  my   heaven— to  dream    upon    the 
And,  whiles  I  live,  to  account  this  world  but 
hell,  [head, 

Until    my    misshap'd    trunk    that   bears  this 
Be  round  impaled'  with  a  glorious  crown. 
And  yet  1  know  not  how  to  get  the  crown, 
For  many  lives  stand  between  me  and  home  : 
And  I, — like  one  lost  in  a  thorny  wood. 
That  rents   the  thorns,    and  is  rent  with  the 
thorns ; 

liucircled. 


Lady  Bona,  attended;    the  King  takes  hia 
State.   Then  enter  Queen  Margaret,  Prince 
Edward,  her  son,  and  the  Earl  o/ Oxford. 
K.  Lew.  Fair   queen   of  England,  worthy 
Margaret,  IRising. 

Sit  down  with  us  ;  it  ill  befits  thy  state, 
And  birth,   that  thou   should'st  stand,  while 
Lewis  doth  sit. 
Q.  Mar.  No,  mighty  king  of  France  ;  now 
Margaret  [serve, 

Must   strike    her   sail,  and  leam  a  while  to 
Where  kings  command.     I  was,  I  must  con- 
fess,     ^ 
Great  Albion's  queen  in  former  golden  days : 
But  now  mischance  hath  trod  my  title  down, 
And  with  dishonour  laid  me  r.n  the  ground  ; 
Where  I  must  take  like  seat  unto  my  fortune. 
And  to  my  humble  seat  conform  myself. 

K.    Lew.    Why,    say,  fair    queen,    whence 

springs  this  deep  despair  ? 
Q.  Mar.  From  such  a  cause  as  fills  mine 
eyes  with  tears. 
And  stops  my  tongue,  while  heart  is  drown'd 
in  cares. 
K.  Leio.  Whate'er  it  be,  be  thou  still  like 
thvself, 
And  sit  thee  by  our  side  :  yield  not  thy  neck 
\^Seatsher  by  him. 
To  fortune's  yoke,  but  let  thy  dauntless  mind 
Still  ride  in  triumph  over  all  mischance. 
Be  plain,  queen  Margaret,  and  tell  thy  grief ; 
It  shall  be  eas'd,  if  France  can  yield  relief. 
Q.  Mar.  Those  gracious  words  revive  my 
droopiii^'^  thoughts,  [speak. 

And  give    my    tongue-tied  sorrows  leave  to 
Now,  tlierefore,  be  it  knomi  to  noble  Lewis, — 
That  Henry,  sole  possessor  of  my  love, 
Is,  of  a  king,  become  a  banish'd  man. 
And  forc'd  to  live  in  Scotland  a  tbrlorn  ; 
While  proud  ambitious  Edward,  duke  of  York, 
Usurps  the  regal  title,  and  the  seat 
Of  England's  true-anointed  lawful  king. 
This  is  the  cause,  that  I,  poor  Margaret,—   ^ 
Witli  this  my  son,  prince  Edwaid,  Henry  s 

heir, — 
Am  come  to  crave  thy  just  and  lawful  aid ; 
And,  if  thou  fail  us,  all  our  hope  is  done: 
Scotland  hath  will  to  help,  but  cannot  help ; 
Our  people  and  our  peers  are  both  misled, 
Ourtieasure  seiz'd,  our  soldiers  put  to  flight. 
And,  as  thou  sce'st.  ourselves  in  heavy  phght 


Scene  III.'] 

K.  Lew.  Renowned  queen,   with  patience 
calm  the  storm, 
While  we  betliiuk  a  means  to  break  it  oft'. 
Q.  Mnr.  The   more   we   say,  the  stronger 

grows  our  foe. 
K.  Lew.  The  more  I  say,  tlie  more  I'll  suc- 
cour thee. 
Q.  Mar.  O,  but  impatience  vvaiteth  on  true 
sorrow :  [row. 

And  see,  where  comes  the  breeder  of  my  sor- 
Enter  Warwick,  attended. 
K-    Lew.    What's   he,  approachcth  boldly 

to  our  presence  ? 
Q.   Mar.  Our  earl  of  ^Varwick,  Edward's 

greatest  friend. 
K.  Lew.  Welcome,  brave  Warwick !  What 
brings  thee  to  France  ? 

{^Descending  from  his  Slate,  Q^uten 
Margaret  rises. 
Q.  Mar.  Ay  ^  now  begins  a  second  storm  to 
rise ; 
For  this  is  he,  that  moves  both  wind  and  tide. 
War.  From  worthy  Edward,  king  of  Albion, 
My  lord  and  sovereign,  and  thy  vowed  friend, 
I  come, — in  kindness,  and  unfeigned  love, — 
First,  to  do  greetings  to  thy  royal  person  ; 
And,  then,  to  crave  a  league  of  amity  ; 
And,  lastly,  to  confirm  that  amitv 
With  nuptial  knot,  if  thou  vouchsafe  to  grant 
That  virtuous  lady  Bona,  thy  fair  sister, 
To  England's  king  in  lawful  marriage. 

Q.  Mar.  If  that  go  forward,  Henry's  hope  is 

done. 
War.  And,  gracious   madam,    [^To  Bona.] 
in  our  king's  behalf, 
I  am  commanded,  with  your  leave  and  favour. 
Humbly  to  kiss  your  hand,  and  with  my  tongue 
To  tell  the  passion  of  my  sovereign's  heart ; 
Where  fame,  late  entering  at  his  heedful  ears, 
Hath  plac'dthy  beauty's  iniage,  and  thy  virtue. 
Q.  Mar.  King  Lewis, — and   lady  Bona, — 
hear  me  speak. 
Before  you  answer  Warwick.     His  demand 
Springs  not  from  Edward's  well-meant  honest 
But  from  deceit,  bred  by  necessity ;  [love. 

For  how  can  tyrants  safely  govern  home. 
Unless  abroad  they  purchase  great  alliance? 
To  prove  him  tyrant,  this  reason  may  suffice,- 
That Henry  liveth  still:  but  were  he  dead. 
Yet  here  prince  Edward  stands,  king  Henry's 
son.  [marriage 

Look  therefore,  Lewis,  that  by  this  league  and 
Tliou  draw  not  on  thy  danger  and  dishonour : 
For  though  usurpers  sway  the  rule  a  while, 
Yet  heavens   are  just,   and  time  suppreSseth 
wrongs. 
War.  Injurious  Margaret ! 
Frince.  And  why  not  queen, 
War.  Because  thy  father  Henry  did  usurp  ; 
And  thou  no    more  art   prince,    than  she  is 
queen. 
Or/.  Then  Warwick  disannuls  great  John 
of  Gaunt, 
Which  did  subdue  the  greatest  part  of  Spain  ; 
And,  after  John  of  Gaunt,  Henry  the  fourth. 
Whose  wisdom  was  a  mirror  to  the  wisest ; 
And,  after  that  wise  prince,  Henry  the  fifth, 
AVho  by  his  prowess  conquered  all  France  ; 
From  these  our  Henry  lineally  descends. 
War.  Oxford,   how  haps  it,  in  this  smooth 
discourse, 
You  told  not,  how  Henry  the  sixth  hath   lost 
All  that  which  Henry  the  fifth  had  gotten  ? 
Methinks,  these  peers  of  France  sliould  smile 
at  that 
Vol.  U. 
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But  for  the  rest, — You  tell  a  pedigree 
Of  threescore  and  two  years  ;  a  silly  time 
To  make  prescription  for  a  kingdom's  worth. 
Oxf.    Why    Warwick,    canst    thou    speak 
against  thy  liege, 
Wliom  thou  obey'd'st  thirty  and  six  years, 
And  not  bewray  tliy  treason  with  a  blush  ? 
War.  Can  Oxford,  that  did  ever  fence  the 
right, 
Now  buckler  falsehood  with  a  pedigree? 
For  shame,  leave  Henry,  and  call  Edward 
king.  [doom 

Oxf.  Call  him  my  king,  by  whose  injurious 
My  elder  brotlier,  the  lord  Aubrey  Vere, 
Was  done  to  death  ?  and   more  than  so,  my 

father. 
Even  in  the  downfall  of  his  raellow'd  years, 
When  nature  brought  him  to  the  door  of  death? 
No,  Warwick,  no;  while  life  upholds  this  arm, 
This  arm  uplioldsthe  house  of  Lancaster. 
War.  And  I  the  house  of  York. 
K.  Lew.  Queen  Margaret,  prince  Edward, 
and  Oxford, 
Vouchsalc,  at  our  request,  to  stand  aside. 
While  I  use  further  conference  with  Warwick. 
Q.    Mar.    Heaven  grant,    that   Warwick's 
words  bewitch  liim  not ! 
[Retiring  with  the  Prince  and  Oxford. 
K.  Lew.  Now,  Warwick,  tell  me,  evenupon 
thy  conscience. 
Is  Edward  your  true  king?  for  I  were  loath, 
To  link  with  him  that  were  not  lawful  chosen. 
War.  Thereon  I  pawn  my  credit  and  mine 

honour. 
K.  Lew.  But  is  he  gracious  in  the  people's 

eye? 
War.  The  more  that  Henry  was  unfortunate. 
Jv.  Leic.  Then  further, — all  dissembling  set 
aside, 
Tell  me  for  truth  the  measure  of  his  love 
Unto  our  sister  Bona. 

War.  Such  it  seems, 
As  may  beseem  a  monarch  like  himself. 
Myself  have  often  heard  him  say,  and  swear, — 
That  tiiis  his  love  was  an  eternal  plant ; 
Whereof  the  root  was  fix'd  in  virtue's  ground, 
The  leaves  and  fruit  maintain'd  with  beauty's 

sun ; 
Exempt  from  envy,*  but  not  from  disdain, 
Unless  the  lady  Bona  quit  his  pain. 

K.  Lew.  Now,  sister,  let  us  hear  your  firm 

resolve. 
Bona.  Your  grant,  or  your  denial,  shall  be 
mine  :  [day. 

Yet  I  confess,  [To  War.]   that  often  ere  this 
When  I  have  heard  your  king's  desert  re- 
counted. 
Mine  ear  hath  tempted  judgment  to  desire. 
K.  Lew.  Then,  Warwick,  thus, — Our  sister 
shall  be  Edward's; 
And  now  fortliwith  shall  articles  be  drawn 
Touching  the  jointure  that  your   king  must 

make. 
Which  with  her  dowry  shall  be  counterpois'd  :- 
Draw  near,  queen   Margaret ;  and  be  a  wit- 
ness, 
Tliat  Bona  shall  be  wife  to  the  English  king. 
Prince.  To  Edward,  but  not  to  the  English 

king. 
Q.  Mar.  Deceitful  Warwick!  it  was  thy  de- 
By  this  alliance  to  make  void  my  suit ;      [vice 
Before  thy  coming,  Lewis  was  Henry's  friend. 
K.  Lew.  And  still  is  friend  to  him  and  Mar- 
garet : 

Malice,  or  hatred. 
10 
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But  if  your  title  to  the  crown  be  weak, — 
As  may  appear  by  Edward's  good  success, — 
Then  'tis  but  reason,  that  J  be  releas'd 
From  giving  aid,  which  late  I  proniis'd. 
Yet  shall  you  have  all  kindness  at  my  hand. 
That  your  estate  requires,  and  mine  can  yield. 
War.  Henry  now  lives  in  Scotland,  at  his 

ease; 
Where  having  nothing,  nothing  he  can  lose. 
And  as  for  you  yonyseii',oin  t^uondam  queen, — 
You  have  ji  father  able  to  maintain  you  ; 
And    better    'twere,   you   troul)led    liim    than 

France. 
Q.  3Inr.  Peace,    impudent   and   shameless 

Warwick,  peace; 
Proud  setter-up  and  puller-down  of  kings ! 
I  will  not  hence,  till  with  my  talk  and  tears, 
Both  full  of  truth,  1  make  king  Lewis  behold 
Thy  sly  conveyance,*  and  thy  lord's  false  love; 
For  both  of  you  are  birds  of  selt-same  feather. 
l^A  Horn  soimded  within. 
K.  Lew.  Warwick,  this  is  some  post  to  us, 

or  thee. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  My  lord  ambassador,  these  letters  are 
for  you ; 
Sent  from  your  brother,  marquis  Montague. 
These  from  our  king  unto  your  majesty. — ■ 
And,    madam,  these  for  you;  from  whom,  I 
know  not. 

To  Margaret.   They  all  read  their  Letters 

Oxf.  I  like  it  well,  that  our  fair  queen  and 

mistress  [his. 

Smiles  at  her  news,  while  Warwick  frowns  at 

Prince.  Nay,  mark,  how  Lewis  stamps  as  he 

were  nettled : 

I  hope,  all's  for  the  best. 

K.Lew.  Warwick,  what  are  thy  news?  and 

yours,  fair  queen  ? 
Q.  Mar.  Mme,  such  as  fill  my  heart  with  un- 

hop'd  joys. 
War.  Mine  full  of  sorrow  and  heart's  dis- 
content. 
K.  Lew.  What !   has  your  king  married  the 
lady  Grey  ? 
And  now,  to  sooth  your  forgery  and  his, 
Sends  me  a  paper  to  persuade  me  patience  ? 
Is  this  the  alliance  that  he  seeks  with  France  ? 
Dare  he  presume  to  scorn  us  in  this  manner  .' 
Q.  Mar.  I  told  your  majesty  as  much  before  : 
This   proveth  Edward's  love,  and  Warwick's 
honesty. 
War.  King  Lewis,  I  here  protest, — in  sight 
of  heaven, 
And  by  the  hope  I  hare  of  heavenly  bliss, — 
That  I  am  clear  from  this  misdeed  of  Edward's  ; 
No  more  my  king,  for  he  dishonours  me  ; 
But  most  himself,  if  he  could  see  his  shame. — 
Did  I  forget,  that  by  the  house  of  York 
My  father  came  untimely  to  his  death  '/ 
Did  I  let  pass  the  abuse  done  to  my  niece  ? 
Did  I  impale  him  with  the  regal  crown  ? 
Did  I  put  Henry  from  his  native  right ; 
And  am  I  guerdon'dt  at  the  last  with  shame  ? 
Shame  on  himself!  for  my  desert  is  honour. 
And,  to  repair  my  honour  lost  for  him, 
I  here  renounce  him,  and  return  to  Henry  : 
My  noble  queen,  let  former  grudges  pass, 
And  henceforth  I  am  thy  true  servitor ; 
I  will  revenge  his  wrong  to  lady  Bona, 
And  replant  Henry  in  his  former  state. 

Q.  Mar.  Warwick,  these  words  have  turn'd 
my  hate  to  love  ; 
And  I  forgive  and  quite  forget  old  faults, 
""  Juggliug.  ♦  R  eivsr'Iel? 


lAet  in. 

I  And  joy  that  thou   becom'st   king   Henry's 
I  friend. 

War.  So  much  his  friend,  ay,  his  unfeign'd 
friend, 
That,  if  king  Lewis  vouchsafe  to  furnish  us 
With  some  few  bands  of  chosen  soldiers, 
I'll  undertake  to  land  them  on  our  coast, 
And  iorce  the  tyrant  from  his  seat  by  war. 
'Tis  not  his  new-made  bride  shall  succour  him: 
And  as  for  Clarence, — as  my  letters  tell  me, 
He's  very  likely  now  to  fall  from  him; 
For  matching  more  for  wanton  lust  than  hon- 
our, 
Or  than  for  strength  and  safety  of  our  country. 
Bona.     Dear  brother,  how  shall  Bona  be  re- 
veng'd, 
But  by  thy  help  to  this  distressed  queen  ? 
Q.  Mar.  Renowned  prince,  how  shall  poor 
Henry  live. 
Unless  thou  rescue  him  from  foul  despair? 
Bona.  My  quarrel,  and  this  English  queen's, 

are  one. 
War.  And  mine,  fair  lady  Bona,  joins  with 

yours. 
K.  Lew.  And  mine,  with  hers,  and   thine, 
and  Margaret's. 
Therefore,  at  last,  I  firmly  am  resolv'd, 
You  shall  have  aid. 

Q.  Mar.  Let  me  give  humble  thanks  for  all 

at  once. 
K.  Lew.  Then  England's  messenger,  return 
in  post ; 
And  tell  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  king, — 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers. 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his  new  bride: 
Thou  seest  what's  past,    go  fear*  thy  king 
withal. 
Bona.  Tell  him.  In  hope  he'll  prove  a  wi- 
dower shortly, 
I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake. 

Q.  Mar.  Tell  him.  My  mourning  weeds  are 
laid  aside. 
And  I  am  leady  to  put  armour  on. 

War.  Tell  him  from  me,  That  he  hath  done 
me  wrong; 
And  therefore  I'll  uncrown  him,  ere't  be  long. 
There's  thy  reward;  begone-        [£;rj7  Mess. 

A'.  Lew.  But,  Warwick,  thou. 
And  Oxford,  with  five  thousand  men. 
Shall  cross  the  seas,  and  bid  false  Edward 

battle: 
And,  as  occasion  serves,  this  noble  queen 
And  prince  shall  follow  with  a  fresh  supply. 
Yet,  ere  thou  go,  but  answer  me  one  doubt; — 
What  pledge  have  we  of  thy  firm  loj'alty? 
IVar.  This  shall  assure  my  constant  loyal- 
ty :— 
That  if  our  queen  and  this  young  prince  agree, 
I'll  join  mine  eldest  daughter,  and  my  joy. 
To  him  forthwith  in  holy  wedlock  bands. 
Q.  Mar.  Yes,  I  agree,  and  thank  you  for 
your  motion; — 
Son  Edward,  she  is  fair  and  virtuous. 
Therefore  delay  not,  give  thy  hand  to  U'ar- 

wick ; 
And,  with  thy  hand,  thy  faith  irrevocable. 
That  only  Warwick's  daughter  shall  be  thine. 
Prince.  Yes,  I  accept  her,  for  she  well  de- 
serves it; 
And  here,  to  pledge  my  vow,  I  give  my  hand. 
\_He  gtres  his  hand  to  Warwick. 
K.  Lew.  Why  stay  we  now?  These  soldiers 
shall  be  levied. 
And  thou,  lord  Bourbon,  our  high  admiral, 
Shall  waft  them  over  with  our  royal  fleet. — 


Scene  /.] 

I  long,  till  Edward  fall  by  war's  mischance, 
For  mocking  marriage  with  a  dame  of  France. 
\_Exennt  all  but  Warwick. 
War.  I  came  from  Edwmd  as  ambasssador. 
But  I  return  iiis  sworn  and  mortal  foe: 
Mivtter  of  marriage  was  tlie  cliarge  he  gave  me. 
But  dreadful  war  shall  answer  his  demand. 
Had  he  none  else  to  make  a  stale,*  but  me  / 
Then  none  but  I  shall  turn  his  jest  to  sorrow. 
1  was  the  chief  that  rais'd  him  to  the  crown. 
And  I'll  be  chief  to  bring  him  down  again  : 
JSot  that  I  pity  Henry's  misery. 
But  seek  revenge  on  Edward's  mockery. 

lExit. 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  L— London.— A  Koom  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  GhosTKR,  Clarence,  Somerset,  Mon- 
tague, and  others. 
Glo.  Now  tell  me,  brother  Clarence,  what 
think  you 
Of  this  new  marriage  with  the  lady  Grey  ? 
Hath  not  our  brother  made  a  worthy  choice  ? 
Clar.  Alas,  you  know,'tis  far  from  hence  to 
France  ; 
How  could  he  stay  till  Warwick  made  return  ? 
Sam.  My  lords, forbear  this  talk;  herecomee 
the  king. 
Flourish.  Enter  King'E.DVfARD,  attended;  Lady 
Grey,  as   Queen ;   Pembroke,   Stafford, 
Hastings,  and  others. 
Glo.  And  his  well-chosen  bride. 
Clar.  I  mind  to  tell  him  plainly  what  I  think. 
jK.  Edw.  Now  brotlier  of  Clarence,  how  like 
you  our  choice, 
That  you  stand  pensive,  as  half  malecontent  ? 
Clar.  As  well  as  Lewis  of  J' ranee,  or  the  earl 
of  Warwick ;  [ment, 

Which  are  so  weak  of  courage,    and  in  judg- 
That  they'll  take  no  oflenceat  our  abuse. 
K.  Edw.  Suppose  they  take  ofl'ence  without 
a  cause,  [ward, 

They  arc  but  Lewis  and  Warwick  ;  I  am  Ed- 
Your  king  and  Warwick's,  and  must  have  my 
will. 
Glo.  And  you  shall  have  your  will,  because 
our  king : 
Yet  hasty  marriage  seldom  proveth  well. 
K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  Richard,  are  you  of- 
fended too  ? 
Glo.  Not  1 :  [ver'd 

No ;  God  forbid,  that  I  shovdd  wish  them  se- 
Whom  God    hath  join'd   together:    ay,   and 

'twere  pity. 
To  sunder  them  that  yoke  so  well  together. 
K.  Edw.  Settingyour  scorns,  and  your  mis- 
like  aside. 
Tell  me  some  reason,  why  the  lady  Grey 
Should  not  become  my  wife,  and  England's 

queen  : — 
And  you  too,  Somerset,  and  Montague, 
Speak  freely  what  you  think. 

Clar.  Then  this   is  my  opinion, — that  king- 
Lewis 
Becomes  your  enemy,  for  mocking  him 
About  the  marriage  of  the  lady  Bona. 

Glo.  And  Warwick,  doing  what  you  gave  in 
charge. 
Is  now  dishonour'd  by  this  new  marriage. 
K.  Edw.  What,  if  both  Lewis  and  Warwick 
be  appeas'd. 
By  such  invention  as  I  can  devise  ? 

Mont.  Yet  to  have  join'd  with   France  in 
such  alliance, 

*  A  stalking  horse,  a  prftence. 
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Would  more   have  strengthen'd  this  our  com- 
monwealth [marriage. 
'Gaiiist  foreign   storms,  than  any  home-bred 
Hast.  Whv.  knows  not  Montague,  that  of 
itself' 
England  is  safe,  if  true  within  itself? 

Mont.   Ves;  but  the  safer,  when  'tis  back'd 

with  France. 
Hast.  'Tis  better  using  Fiance,  than  trusting 
France : 
Let  us  be  back'd  with  God,  and  with  the  seas,*' 
Which  he  hath  given  for  fence  impregnable. 
And  with  their  helps  only  defend  ourselves; 
In  them,  and  in  ourselves,  our  safety  lies. 
Clar.   For   this   one  speech,  lord  Hastings 
well  deserves 
To  have  the  heir  of  the  lord  Hungerford. 
K.  Edw.    Ay,  what  of  that?  it  was  my  will, 
and  grant ; 
And,  for  this  once,  my  will  shall  stand  for  law. 
Glo.   And  yet,  methinks,  your  grace  hath 
not  done  well. 
To  give  the  heir  and  daughter  oflord  Scales 
Unto  the  brother  of  your  loving  bride; 
She  better  would  have  fitted  me,  or  Clarence ; 
But  in  your  bride  you  buiy  brotherhood. 
Clar.  Or  else  you  would  not  have  bestow'd 
the  heirt 
Of  the  lord  Bonville  on  your  new  wife's  son, 
And  leave   your  brothers  to  go  speed   else- 
where. 
K.  Edw.  Alas,  poor  Clarence!  is  it  for  a  wife, 
Thatthouart  malecontent .'  I  will  provide  thee. 
Clar.  hi  choosing  for  yourself  you  show'd 
your  judgment ; 
Which  being  shallow,  you  shall  give  me  leave 
To  play  the  broker  in  mine  own  behalf  ; 
And,  to  tliat  end,  I  shortly  mind  to  leave  you. 
K.  Edw.  Leave  me,  or  tarry.  Edward  will 
be  king. 
And  not  be  tied  unto  his  brother's  will. 

Q.  Elis.  My  lords,  before  it  pleas'd  his  ma- 
To  raise  my  state  to  title  of  a  queen,        [jesty 
Do  me  but  right,  and  you  must  all  confess 
That  I  was  not  ignoble  of  descent. 
And  meanerthan  myself  have  had  like  fortune. 
But  as  this  title  honours  me  and  mine. 
So  your  dislikes,  to  whom  1  would  be  pleasing, 
Do  cloud  my  joys   with  danger  and  with  sor- 
row. 
K.  Edw.  My   love,  forbear  to   fawn  upon 
their  frowns : 
What  danger,  or  what  sorrow  can  befall  thee. 
So  long  as  Edward  is  thy  constant  friend. 
And  their  true   sovereign,  whom  they   must 

obey  ? 
Nay,  whom  they  shall  obey,  and  love  thee  too. 
Unless  they  seek  for  hatred  at  my  hands  : 
Which  if  they  do,  yet  will  I  keep  thee  safe, 
And  they  shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  my  wrath. 
Glo.  I  hear,  yet  say  not  much,  but  think  the 
more.  [^Aside. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  messenger,  what  letters,  or 
what  news. 
From  France  ? 

Mess.  My  sovereign  liege,  no   letters  ;  and 
few  words. 
But  such  as  I,  without  your  special  pardon. 
Dare  not  relate. 

*  This  has  heen  the  advice  of  every  man  who  iy  any 
age  untleritoort  anJ  favoiircii  the  interest  of  England. 

t  The  iieircsses  of  great  estates  were  in  the  worship 
of  the  kin?)  who  nmtched  them  to  his  favourites. 
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K.  Edw.  Goto,  wo  pardoa thee:  Therefore, 
in  brief, 
Tell  me   their   words    as  near  as  thou  canst 
guess  them.  [letters  ? 

What    answer    makes  king  Lewis  unto  our 
Mess.  At  my  depart,  these   were  his  very 
words  ; 
Go  tell  false  Edward,  thy  supposed  king,— 
That  Lewis  of  France  is  sending  over  maskers, 
To  revel  it  with  him  and  his7iew  bride. 
K-  Edw.    Is  Lewis  so  brave  1   belike,    he 
thinks  me  Henry. 
But  what  said  lady  Bona  to  my  marriage  ? 
Mess.  These  were   her  words,   utter'd  with 
mild  disdain  ; 
Tell  him,  in  hope  he'll  prove  a  widower  shortly, 
I'll  wear  the  willow  garland  for  his  sake. 

K.  Edw.  1  blame  not  her,   she  could   say 

little  less  ;  [queen ; 

She  had  the  wrong.     But  what  said  Henry's 

For  1  have  heard,  tbatslie  was  there  in  place,* 

Mess.   Tell  him,  quoth   she,   my  mourning 

weeds  are  done,\ 

And  lam  ready  to  put  armour  on. 

K.Edw.  Belike,    she  minds    to    play   the 
Amazon. 
But  what  said  Warwick  to  these  injuries  ? 
Mess.  He,  more  incens'd  against  your  ma- 
jesty [words ; 
Than   all   the  rest,  discharg'd  me  with  these 
Tell  him  for  mc,  that  he  hath  done  me  wrong. 
And  therefore  ril  uncrown  him,  ere't  belong. 
K.  Edw,  Ha  !  durst  the  traitor  breathe  out 
so  proud  words  ? 
Well,  I  will  arm  mo,  being  thus  forwarn'd  : 
They  shall  have  wars,  and  pay  for  their  pre- 
sumption. 
But  sav,  is  Warwick  friends  with  Margaret  ? 
Mess.  Ay,  gracious  sovereign;  they  are  so 
link'd  in  friendship, 
That  young  prince  Edward  marries  Warwick's 
daughter. 
Clar.  Belike,  the  elder  ;  Clarence  will  have 
the  younger. 
Now,  brother  king,  farewell,  and  sit  you  fast. 
For  I  will  hence  to  Warwick's  other  daughter ; 
That,  though  I  want  a  kingdom,  yet  in  mar- 
I  may  not  prove  inferior  to  yourself. —    [riage 
You,  that  love  me  and  Warwick,  follow  me. 
\_Exit  Clakence,  a7id  Somerset  follows. 
Glo.  Not  I: 
My  thoughts  aim  at  a  further  matter  ;  I 
Stay  not  for  love  of  Edward,  but  the  cro^-i-n. 
•^  lAside. 
K.  Edw.  Clarence  and  Somerset  both  gone 
to  Warwick  ! 
Yet  am  I  arm'd  against  the  worst  can  happen  ; 
And  haste  is  needful  in  this  desperate  case. — 
Pembroke,  and  Stafford,  you  in  our  behalf 
Go  levy  men,  and  make  prepare  for  war; 
They  are  already,  or  quickly  will  be  landed: 
Myself  in  person  will  straight  follow  you. 

{^Exeunt  Pembroke  and  Stafford. 
But,  ere  I  go,  Hastings,— and  Montauge, — 
Resolve  my  doubt.     You  twain  of  all  the  rest. 
Are  near  to  Warwick,  by  blood,  and  by  alli- 
ance: 
Tell  me,  if  you  love  Warwick  more  than  me  ? 
If  it  be  so,  then  both  depart  to  him ; 
I  rather  wish  you  foes,  than  hollow  friends ; 
But  if  you  mind  to  hold  your  true  obedience, 
Give  me  assurance  with  some  friendly  vow. 
That  I  may  never  have  you  in  suspect. 

Mont.  So  God  help  Montague,  as  he  proves 
true ! 
*  Present.  t  Thrown  off. 


Hast.  And  Hastings,  as  he  favours  Edward's 

cause ! 
K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,   will    you 

stand  \>y  us  ? 
Glo.  Ay  in  despite  of  all  that  shall  withstand 

you. 

K.  Ediv.  Why  so  :  then  am  I  sure  of  victory. 
Now  therefore  let  us  hence ;  and  lose  no  hour. 
Till  we  meet  Warwick  with  his  foreign  power. 

[^Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  plain  in  Warwickshire. 

Enter  Warwick  a7id  Oxford  tvith  French  and 
other  Forces. 

War.  Trust  me,  my  lord,  all  hitlierto  goes 
well ; 
The  common  people  by  numbers  swarm  to  us. 

Enter  Clarence  and  Somerset. 

But,  see,  where  Somerset  and  Clarence  come;— 
Speak  suddenly,  my  lords,  are  we  all  friends  ? 
Clar.  Fear  not  that,  my  lord. 
War.  Then,  gentle  Clarence,  welcome  unto 
Warwick ; 
And   welcome,     Somerset: — I  hold     it   cow- 
ardice, 
To  rest  mistrustful  where  a  noble  heart 
Hath  pawn'd  an  open  hand  in  sign  of  love  ; 
Else   might  I  think,  that  Clarence,  Edward's 

brother, 
Were  but  a  feigned  friend  to  our  proceedings; 
But  welcome,  Clarence ;  my  daughter  shall  be 

thine. 
And  now  what  rests,  but,  in  night's  overture, 
Thy  brother  being  carelessly  encamp'd, 
His  soldiers  lurking  in  the  towns  about. 
And  but  attended  by  a  simple  guard,     [sure  ? 
We  may   surprize  and  take  him  at  our  plea- 
Our  scouts  have  found  the  ad  ventui-e  very  easy : 
That  as  Ulysses,  and  stout  Diomede, 
With  sleight  and   manhood  stole   to  Rhesus' 

tents. 
And  brought  from  thence  the  Thracian   fatal 
steeds;  [mantle, 

So  we,  well   covcr'd   with   the  night's  black 
At  unawares  may  beat  down  Edward's  guard, 
And  seize  himself;  I  say  not — slaughter  him, 
For  I  intend  but  only  to  surprize  him. — 
You,  that  will  follow  me  to  this  attempt. 
Applaud  the  name  of  Henry,  withyoiu-  leader. 
[  They  all  cry  Henry ! 
Why,  then,  let's  on  our  way  in  silent  sort : 
For  Warwick  and  his  friends,  God  and  Saint 
George !  lExeunt. 

SCENE  III.— Edward's  Camp,  7iear  Warwick. 

Enter  certain  Watchmen,  to  guard  the  King's 
Tent. 

1  Watch.  Come  on,  mj-  masters,  each  man 
take  his  stnnd ; 

The  king,  by  tliis,  is  set  him  down  to  sleep. 

2  Watch.  What,  will  he  not  to-bed  ? 

1  Watch.  Why,  no:  for  he  hath  made  a  so- 
lemn vow 

Never  to  lie  and  take  his  natural  rest. 

Till  Warwick,  or  himself,  be  quite  suppress'd. 

2  Watch.  To-morrow  then,   belike,  shall  be 
the  da^'. 

If  Warwick  be  so  near  as  men  report. 

3  Watch.  But  say,  I  pray,  what  nobleman 
is  that, 

I  That  with  the  king  here  resteth  in  his  tent  ? 
'      1   Watch.  'Tis  the  lord  Hastings,  the  king's 
chiefest  friend. 
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3  Watch.  O,  is  it  so  ?  But  why  commands 
the  king-,  [him, 

That  his  chief  followers  lodge  in  towns  about 
While  he  himself  keepeth  in  the  cold  field  l 

2  Watch.    'Tis  the  more  honour,    because 

more  dangerous. 

3  Watch.  Ay ;    but  give   mc   worship  and 

quietness, 
I  like  it  better  than  a  dangerous  honour. 
If  Warwick  knew  in  what  estate  he  stands, 
'Tis  to  be  doubted,  he  would  waken  liini. 

1  Watch.  Unless  our  halberts  did  shut  up 

his  passage. 

2  Watch.  Ay  ;  wherefore  else  guard  we  his 

royal  tent, 
But  to  defend  his  person  from  night-foes  ? 

Enter  Warwick,  Clarence,  Oxford,  Somer- 
set, and  Forces. 

War.  This  is  his  tent;  and  see,  where  stand 
his  guard. 
Courage,  my  masters :  honour  now,  or  never ! 
But  follow  me,  and  Edward  shall  be  ours. 

1  Watch.  Who  goes  there  ? 

2  Watch.  Stay,  or  thou  diest. 

[Warwick,  and  the  rest,  cry  all — Warwick! 
WaxwicV.'.  and  set  upon  the  Guard;  who 
fly,  crying — Arm !  Arm  ! — Warwick  and 
the  rest  following  them. 

The  drum  beating,  and  Trumpets  sounding, 
Re-enter  Warwick,  and  the  rest,  bringing 
the  King  out  in  a  Gown,  sitting  in  a  Chair; 
Gloster  and  Hastings /j/. 

Som.  What  are  they  that  fly  there  ? 

War.  Richard,  and  Hastings:  let  them  go, 
here's  the  duke. 

K.  Edw.  The  duke!  why,  Warwick,  when 
we  parted  last. 
Thou  calld'st  me  king  ? 

War.  Ay,  but  the  case  is  alter'd  : 
When  you  disgrac'd  me  in  my  embassade. 
Then  I  degraded  you  from  being  king. 
And  come  now  to  create  you  duke  of  York. 
Alas  !  how  should  j'ou  govern  any  kingdom. 
That  know  not  how  to  use  ambassadors  ; 
Nor  how  to  be  contented  with  one  wife; 
Nor  how  to  use  your  brothers  brotherly  ; 
Nor  how  to  study  for  the  people's  welfare  ; 
Nor  how  to  shroud  yourself  from  enemies  ? 

K.  Edw.  Yea,  brother  of  Clarence,  art  thou 
here  too  ?  [down. — 

Nay,   then  I  see,  that  Edward   needs    must 
Yet,  Warwick,  in  despite  of  all  mischance. 
Of  thee  thyself,  and  all  thy  complices, 
Edward  will  always  bear  himself  as  king : 
Though  fortune's  malice  overthrow  my  state. 
My  mind  exceeds  the  compass  of  her  wheel. 

War.  Then,  for  his  mind,*  be  Edward  Eng- 
land's king  :  [  Takes  off  his  Crown. 
But  Henry  now  shall  wear  the  English  crown, 
And  be  true  king  indeed ;  thou  but  the  sha- 
dow.— 
My  lord  of  Somerset,  at  my  request. 
See  that  forthwith  duke  Edward  be  convey'd 
Unto  my  brother,  archbishop  of  York. 
When  I  have  fought  with  Pembroke  and  his 

fellows, 
I'll  follow  you,  and  tell  what  answer 
Lewis,  and  the  lady  Bona,  send  to  him  : — 
Now,    for   a  while,    farewell,  good    duke  of 
York, 

K.  Edw.  What  fates  impose,  that  men  must 
needs  abide; 

"  I,  e.  In  his  mind  ;  as  faras  his  own  mind  goes. 


It  boots  not  to  resist  both  wind  and  tide. 

lExit  King  Edward,  led  out ;  Somerset 
with  him. 
Oxf.  What  now  remains,  my  lords,  for  us 
to  do ; 
But  march  to  London  with  our  soldiers? 

War.  Ay,  that's  the  first  thing  that  we  have 
to  do  ; 
To  free  king  Henry  from  imprisonment, 
And  see  him  seated  in  the  regal  throne. 

\_Exeuvt. 


SCENE  IV.— London.— A  Roominthe  Palace. 

Enter  Q^ueen  Elizabeth  and  Rivers. 

Riv.  Madam,  what  makes  you  in  this  sud- 
den change  ? 
Q.  Eliz.  Why,  brother  Rivers,  are  you  yet 
to  learn, 
What  late  misfortune  isbefall'n  king  Edward? 
Riv.  What,  loss  of  some  pitch'd  battleagainst 

Warwick  ? 
Q.  Eliz.  No,  but  the  loss  of  his  own  royal 

person. 
Riv.  Then  is  my  sovereign  slain  ? 
Q.  Elis.  Ay,   almost   slain,    for  he  is  taken 
prisoner  ; 
Either  betray 'd  by  falsehood  of  his  guard. 
Or  by  his  foe  surpriz'd  at  unawares  : 
And,  as  I  further  have  to  understand. 
Is  new  committed  to  the  bishop  of  York, 
Fell  Warwick's  brother,  and  by  that  our  foe. 
Riv.  These  news,  I  must  confess,  are  full  of 
grief: 
Yet,  gracious  madam,  bear  it  as  you  may; 
Warwick   may  lose,  that  now  hath  Avon  the 
day. 
Q.  Elis.  'Till  then,  fair  hope  must  hinder 
life's  decay. 
And  I  the  rather  wean  me  from  despair, 
For  love  of  Edward's  offspring  in  my  womb  : 
Tliis  is  it  that  makes  me  bridle  passion. 
And  bear  with  mildness  my  misfortune's  cross ; 
Ay,  ay,  for  this  I  draw  in  many  a  tear, 
And  stop  the  rising  of  blood-sucking  sighs, 
Lest  with  my  sighs  or  tears  I  blast  or  drown 
King  Edward's  fruit,  tme  heir  to  the  English 
crown. 
Riv.  But,  madam,  where  is  Warwick   then 

become? 
Q.  Elis.  I  am  informed,  that   he  comes  to- 
wards London, 
To  set  tiie  crown  once  more  on  Henry's  head: 
Guess  thou  the  rest;  king  Edward's   friends 

must  down. 
But,  to  prevent  the  tyrant's  violence, 
(For  trust  not  him  that  hath  once  broken  faith,) 
I'll  hence  forthwith  unto  the  sanctuary. 
To  save  at  least  the  heir  of  Edward's  right ; 
There  shall  I  rest  secure  from  force,  and  fraud. 
Come  therefore,  let  us  fly,  while  we  may  fly  ; 
If  Warwick  take  us,  we  are  sure  to  die. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— A  Park  near  Middleham  Castle 
in  Yorkshire. 

Enter  Gloster,  Hastings    Sir  William 
Stanley,  and  others. 

Glo.  Now,   my  lord  Hastings,  and  Sir  Wil- 
liam Stanley-, 
Leave  ofi'to  wonder  wliy  I  drew.you  hither, 
Into  this  chiefest  thicket  of  the  park. 
Thus  stands  the   case :  You  know^  our  king 

my  brother. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  bishop  here,  at  whose  hands 
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He  hath  good  usage  and  gi  eat  liberty  ; 
And  often,  but  attended  with  weak  guard, 
Conies  hunti)ig  this  way  to  disport  himself. 
I  have  advertis'd  him  by  secret  means, 
That  if  about  tliis  hour,  he  make  this  way, 
Under  the  colour  of  his  usual  game. 
He  shall  here  find  his  friends,  with  horse  and 

men, 
To  set  him  free  from  his  captivity. 

Enter  King  Edward,  and  a  HuNXSiMAN. 
Hunt.  This  way,  my  lord;  for  this  way  lies 

the  game. 
K.  Edw.   Nay,  this  way,   man;  see,  where 

the  huntsman  stand. — 
Now,  brother  of  Gloster,  lord  Hastings,   and 

the  rest, 
Stand  you  thus  close,  to  steal  the  bisliop'sdeer? 
Glo.  Brother,  the  time  and  case  requireth 

haste  ; 
Your  horse  stands  ready  at  the  park  corner. 
K.  Edw.  But  whither  shall  we  then  ? 
Hast.  To  Lynn,    my   lord ;  <tnd  ship  from 

thence  to  Flanders. 
Glo.    Well  guess'd,    believe   me  ;    for  that 

was  my  meaning. 
K.  Edw.  Stanley,  I  will  requite  thy  forward- 
ness. 
Glo.  But  wherefore   stay  we  ?  'tis  no  time 

to  talk. 
K.   Edw.     Huntsman,    what  say'st  thou  ? 

wilt  thou  go  along  ? 
Hunt.  Better  do  so,  than  tarry  audbehang'd. 
Glo.  Come  then,  away  ;  let's  have  no  more 

ado. 
K-  Edw.  Bisliop,  farewell :  shield  thee  from 

Warwick's  frown ; 
And  pray  that  I  may  repossess  the  crown. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— A  Room  in  the  Tower. 
Enter  King  Henry,    Clarence,   Warwick, 
Somerset,  young  Richmond,  Oxford,  Mon- 
tague, Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  and  At- 
tendants. 

K.  Hen.   Master  lieutenant,   now  that  God 

and  friends 
Have  shaken  Edward  from  the  regal  seat ; 
And  turn'd  ray  captive  state  to  liberty, 
My  fear  to  hope,  my  sorrows  unto  joys  ; 
At  our  enlargement  what  are  thy  due  fees  ? 
Lieu.  Subjects    may    challenge  nothing  of 

their  sovereigns  ; 
But,  if  an  humbie  prayer  may  prevail, 
I  then  crave,  pardon  of  yoar  majesty. 

K.  Hen.  For  whiit,  lieutenant  ?  for  well  using 

nie  ?  [ness, 

Nay,   be  thou  sure,  I'll  well  requite  thy  kind- 
For  that  it  made  my  imprisonment  a  pleasure: 
Ay   such  a  pleasure  as  incaged  birds 
Conceive,  wlien,  after  many  moody  thoughts, 
At  last,  by  notes  of  household  harmony, 
They  quite  forget  their  loss  of  liberty  : — 
But,  Warwick,  after  God,  thou  set'st  me  free. 
And  chiefly  therefore  I  thank  God,  and  thee; 
He  «  as  the  author,  thou  the  instrument. 
Therefore,  that  1  may  conquer  fo)  tune's  spite. 
By  living  low,  where  fortune  cannot  hurt  me  ; 
And  that  the  people  of  this  blessed  land. 
May  not  be  punish'd  witii  my  thwarting  stars  ; 
Warwick,   although  my   head   still  wear  the 

crown, 
I  here  resign  my  government  to  thee. 
For  thou  art  fortunate  in  all  thy  deeds. 

War.  Your  grace  hath   still   been  fara'd  for 

^  irtnous : 
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And  now  may  seem  as  wise  as  virtuous, 
Fy  spying,  and  avoiding,  fortune's  malice. 
For  few  men  rightly  tenipei  with  the  stars  v^ 
Yet  in  this  one  thing  let  me  blame  your  grace 
For  choosing  me,  when  Clarence  is  in  placet 
Clar.  No,  Warwick,  thdu  art  worthy  of  the 
sway. 
To  whom  the  heavens,  in  thy  nativity, 
Adjudg'd  an  olive  branch,  and  laurel  crowD, 
As  likely  to  be  blessed  in  per'.ce,  and  war  ; 
And  uieieibre  I  yield  thee  ray  Uee  consent. 
War.  And  I  choose  Clarence  only  for  pro- 
tector.   - 
K.  Hen.  Warwick  and  Clarence,    give  me 
both  your  hands ; 
Now  join  your  hands,  and,  with  your  hands, 

your  hearts. 
That  no  dissention  hinder  government : 
1  make  you  both  protectors  of  this  land ; 
While  I  myself  will  lead  a  private  life, 
And  in  devotion  spend  my  latter  days. 
To  sin's  rebuke,  and  my  Creator's  praise. 
iiar.  What  answers  Clarence  to  his  sove^ 

reign's  will  ? 
Clar.  That  he  consents,   if  Warwick  yield 
consent ; 
For  on  thy  fortune  I  repose  myself. 

War.  VVhy   then,  though  loath,  yet  must  1 
be  content : 
We'll  yoke  together,  like  a  double  shadow 
To  Henry's  body,  and  supply  his  place  ; 
I  mean,  in  bearing  weight  of  government. 
While  he  enjoys  the  honour,  and  his  ease. 
And,  Clarence,  now  then  it  is  more  than  need- 
ful, 
Forthwith  that  Edward  be  pronounc'd  a  traitor. 
And  all  his  lands  and  goods  be  confiscate. 
Clar.  What   else  ?  and  that  succession  be 

determin'd. 
War.  Ay,  therein   Clarence  shall  not  want 

his  part. 
K.  Hen.  But,  with  the  first  of  all  your  chief 
afiairs. 
Let  me  entreat,  (for  1  command  no  more,) 
That  Margaret  your  queen,  and  my  son  Edward, 
Be  sent  for,  to  return  from  France  with  speed : 
For,  till  I  see  them  here,  by  doubtful  fear 
My  joy  of  IHjerty  is  half  eclips'd. 

Clar.  It  shall  be  done,  my  sovereign,  with 

all  speed. 
K.  Hen.  My  lord  of  Somerset,   what  youth 
is  that. 
Of  whom  you  seem  to  have  so  tender  care  ? 
Som.  My  liege,  it  is  young  Henry;  earl  of 

Richmond. 
K.   Hen.  Come  hither,  England's  hope:  If 
secret  powers 

JiLayshij  Hand  on  his  Head. 
Suggest  but  truth  to  my  divining  thoughts. 
This  pretty  lad+  will  prove  our  country's  bliss. 
His  looks  are  full  of  peaceful  majesty; 
His  head  by  nature  frain'd  lo  wear  a  crown, 
His  hand  to  wield  a  sceptre  ;  and  himself 
Likely,  in  time,  to  bless  a  regal  throne. 
Make  much  of  him,  my  lords  ;  for  this  is  he. 
Must  help  you  more  than  you  are  hurt  by  me. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

War.  What  news,  my  friend? 
Mess.  That  Edward  is  escaped  from  }  om 
brother. 
And  fled,  as  he  hears  since,  to  Burgundy. 
War.  Unsavoury  news :  But  how  made  he 
escape  ? 

»  Few  locn  coiironn  their  temper  to  their  <J«stiny. 
-  Prcseiif.  t  Al'lerward  Henry  VII. 
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Mess.  He  was  convey'd  by  Richard  duke  of ,  He'll  soon  find  means  to  make  the  body  follow 


Gloster, 

And  the  lord  Hasting's,  who  attended*  him 
In  secrft  ambush  on  the  forest  side, 
And  from  the  bishop's  liuntsmcn  rescued  him  ; 
For  hunting  was  liis  daily  exercise. 

IVar.  My  brother  was   too   careless  of  his 

charge. — 
"But  let  us  hence,  my  sovereign,  to  provide 
A  salve  for  any  sore  that  may  betide. 

[Exeunt  Ki'ii^  Henry.  War.  Clar.  Lieut. 

and  Attendants. 
Som.  My  lord,  I  like  not  of  this  flight  of 

Edward's : 
For,  doubtless,  Burgundy  will  yield  him  help; 
And  we  shall  have  more  wars,    before  't  be 

long. 
As  Henry's  late  presaging  prophecy 
Did  glad  my  heart,  with   hope  of  this  young 

Richmond; 
So  doth  my  heart  misgive  me,  in  these  conflicts 
What  may  befall  him,  to  his  harm,  and  ours : 
Therefore,  lord  Oxford,  to  prevent  the  worst. 
Forthwith  we'll  send  him  hence  to  Britany, 
Till  storms  be  past  of  civil  enmity. 

O.r/.  Ay;for,  ifEdwaid  repossess  the  crown, 
'Tis  like,   that  Richmond  with  the  rest  shall 

down. 
Som.  It  shall  be  so  ;  he  shall  to  Britany, 
Come  therefore,  let's  about  it  speedily. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  VII.— Before  York. 

Enter  King  Edward,    Gloster,   Hastings, 
and  Forces. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  brother  Richard,  lord  Hast- 
ings, and  the  rest ; 
Yet  thus  far  fortune  maketh  us  amends, 
And  says — that  once  more  I  shall  interchange 
My  waned  state  for  Henry's  regal  crown. 
Well  have  we  pass'd,  and  now  repass'd  the 

seas, 
And  brought  desired  lielp  from  Burgundy : 
What  then  remains,  we  being  thus  arriv'd 
From  Ravensburg  haven  before  the  gates  of 

York, 
But  that  we  enter,  as  into  our  dukedom  ? 
Glo.  The  gates  made  fast ! — Brother,  I  like 
not  this  ; 
For  many  men,  that  stumble  at  the  threshold. 
Are  well  foretold — that  danger  lurks  within. 
K.  Edw.  Tush,  man  !  abodements  must  not 
now  artVight  us  : 
By  fair  or  foul  means  we  must  enter  in, 
For  hither  will  our  friends  repair  to  us. 

Hast.  My  liege,    I'll   knock   once  more,  to 
summon  them. 
Enter,  on  the  Walls,  the  Mayor  of  York,  and 
his  Brethren. 
May.  My   lords,   we   were   forewarned   of 
your  coming. 
And  shut  the  gates  for  safety  of  ourselves  ; 
For  now  we  owe  allegiance  unto  Henry. 
K.  Edw.  But,  master  mayor,  if  Henry  be 
your  king, 
Yet  Edward,  at  the  least,  is  duke  of  York. 
May.  True,  my  good  lord  ;  I  know  you  for 

no  less. 
K.  Edw.  Why,  and  I  challenge  nothing  but 
my  dukedom; 
As  being  well  content  with  that  alone. 

Glo.  But  when  the  fox  hath  once  got  in  bis 
nose. 

"  /.  r.  Waited  for  Iiiin. 


[Aside. 

Httsl.  Wh)',  master  mayor,  why  stand  you 

in  a  doubt .' 

Open  the  gates,  we  are  king  Henry's  friends. 

May.  Ay,  say  you  so?  the  gates  shall  then 

be  open'd.  [Exeunt  from  above. 

Glo.   A  wise  stout  captain,  and  persuaded 

soon  ! 
Hast.  The  good  old  man  would  fain  that  all 
wore  well. 
So  'twere  not  'longof  him  :*  but,  being enter'd, 
I  doubt  not,  1,  but  we  shall  soon  persuade 
Both  liim,  and  all  his  brothers,  unto  reason. 
Re-enter  the  Mayor  «??c?<wo  aldermen  below. 
K.   Edw.   So,   master  mayor:   these  gates 
must  not  be  shut. 
But  in  the  night,  or  in  the  time  of  war. 
What !  fear  not,  man,butyield  me  up  the  keys; 
[  Takes  his  keys. 
For  Edward  will  defend  the  town,  and  thee, 
And  all  those  friends  that  deign  to  follow  me. 
Drum. — Enter  Montgomery,  and  Forces. 

marching. 
Glo.  Brother,  this  is  Sir  .John  Montgomery, 
Our  trusty  friend,  unless  I  be  di-ceiv'd. 

K.  Edw.  Welcome,  Sir  John!  But  why  come 

you  in  arms  ? 
Mo7it.  To  help  king  Edward  in  his  time  of 
storm. 
As  every  loyal  subject  ought  to  do. 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,  good  Montgomery  :  But 
we  now  forget 
Our  title  to  the  crown ;  and  only  claim 
Our  dukedom,  till  God  please  to  send  the  rest, 
Mont.  Then  fare  you  well,    for  I  will  hence 
again  ; 

I  came  to  serve  a  king,  and  not  a  duke, — 
Drummer,  strike  up,  and  let  us  march  away. 
[A  March  begun. 
K.  Edw.  Nay,  stay.  Sir  John,  a  while;  and 
we'll  debate. 
By  what  safe  means  the  crown  may  be  recover'd 
Mont.  What  talk  you  of  debating  ?  in  few 
words. 
If  you'll  not  here  proclaim  yourself  our  king, 
I'll  leave  you  to  your  fortune;  and  be  gone. 
To  keep  tlieni  back  that  come  to  succouryou: 
Why  should  we  fight,  if  you  pretend  no  title  '.' 
Glo.  Why,  brother,  wherefore  stand  youoa 

nice  points  '! 
K.   Edw.   When   we  grow    stronger,   then 
we'll  make  our  claim  : 
Till  then,  'tis  wisdom  to  conceal  our  meaning. 
Hast.  Away  with  scrupulous  wit !  now  arms 

must  rule. 
Glo.   <\nd  fearless  minds  climb  soonest  unto 
crowns. 
Brother,  we  will  proclaim  you  out  of  hand  ; 
The  bruitt  thereof  will  bringyou  many  friends. 
K.  Edw.  Then  be  it  as  you  will ;  for  'tis  my 
And   Henry   but  usurps  the  diadem,     [right, 
Mo7it.  Ay,  now  my  sovereign  speaketh  like 
himself; 
And  now  will  I  be  Edward's  champion. 

Hast.    Sound,  trumpet;    Ed«'ard  shall    be 

here  proclaim'd  : — 

Come,  fellow-soldier,  make  thou  proclamation. 

[  Gives  him  a  Paper.  Flourish. 

Sold.  [Reads.'\   Edward  the  foxirth,  by  the 

^race  of  God,  king  of  England  and  France,  and 

lord  of  Ireland,  ^c. 

*  The  ir.«.-'or  is  wi'llnr;  we  should  euter,  so  he  ni»y 
net  he  TiTaiflttl.  '  Noise,  report. 
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ilfo7i«.  And  whosoe'er  gainsays  kingEdward's 
By  this  I  challenge  him  to  single  tight,     [right, 
[  Thro'ws  down  his  Gauntlet. 
All.  Long  live  king  Edward  the  fourth  ! 
K.  Edw.  Thanks,  brave  Montgomery; — aiid 
thanks  unto  you  all. 
If  fortune  serve  me,  I'll  requite  this  kindness. 
Now,  for  this  night,  let's  harbour  herein  York: 
And  when  the  morning  sun  shall  raise  his  car 
Above  the  border  of  this  horizon,         [mates  ; 
We'll    forward    towards    Warwick,   and    his 
For,  well  I  wot,*  that  Henry  is  no  soldier. — 
Ah,  froward  Clarence  ! — how  evil  it  beseems 

thee, 
To  flatter  Henry,  and  forsake  thy  brother  ! 
Yet,  as  we  may,  we'll  meet  both  thee  and  War- 
wick.— 
Come  on,  brave  soldiers ;  doubt  not  of  the  day  ; 
And,  that  once  gotten,  doubt  not  of  large  pay. 

Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIIL— London.— A  Room  in  the  Pa- 
lace. 

Enter  King  Henry,  Warwick,  Clarence, 
Montague,  Exeter,  and  Oxford. 

War.  What  counsel,  lords?  Edward  from 
Belgia, 
With  hasty  Germans,  and  blunt  Hollanders, 
Hath  pass'd  in  safety  through  the  narrow  seas, 
And  with   his  troops  doth  march   amain   to 

London ; 
And  many  giddy  people  flock  to  him. 

Oa/.  Let's  levy   men,  and  beat  him  back 

again. 
Clar.  A  little  fire  is  quickly  trodden  out ; 
Which,  being  sufler'd,  rivers  cannot  quench. 
IVar.  In  Warwickshire  I  have  true-hearted 
friends, 
Not  mutinous  in  peace,  yet  bold  in  war ; 
Those  will  I  muster  up  : — and  thou,  son  Cla- 
rence, 
Shalt  stir,  in  Suflblk,  Norfolk,  and  in  Kent, 
The    knights    and   gentlemen  to    come  with 

thee : — 
Thou,  brother  Montague,  in  Buckingham, 
Northampton,  and  in  Leicesteishire,  shalt  find 
Men  well    inclin'd   to  hear  what  thou  com- 
mand'st: —  [lov'd. 

And  thou,  brave  Oxford,  wondrous   well  be- 
In  Oxfordshire  shall  muster  up  thy  friends. — 
My  sovereign,  with  the  loving  citizens, 
Like  to  his  island,  girt  in  with  the  ocean. 
Or  modest  Dian,  circled  with  her  nymphs, — 
Shall  rest  in  London,  till  we  come  to  liim. — 
Fair  lords,  take  leave,  and  stand  not  to  reply. — 
Farewell,  my  sovereign. 

K.    Hen.    Farewell,   my    Hector,   and   my 

Troy's  true  hope. 
Clar.  In  sign  of  truth,  I  kiss  your  highness' 

hand. 
K.  Hen.  Well-minded  Clarence,  be  thou  for- 
tunate ! 
Mont.  Comfort,  my  lord ; — and  so  I  take  my 

leave. 
Oxf.  And  thus  {kissing  Henry's  Aanrf.]     I 

seal  my  truth,  and  bid  adieu. 
K.  Hen.  Sweet  Oxford,  and  my  loving  Mon- 
tague, 
And  all  at  once,  once  more  a  happy  farewell. 
War.  Farewell,   sweet   lords  ;  let's  meet  at 
Coventry. 
lExeunt  War.  Clar.  Oxf.  and  Most. 
K.  Hen.  Here   at  the  palace  will  I  rest  a 
while.  f 

Know. 


Cousin  of  Exeter,  what  thinks  your  lordship  ? 
Methinks,  the  power,  that  Edward  hath  in  field, 
Should  not  be  able  to  encounter  mine. 

Exc.  The  doubt  is,  that  he  will  seduce  the 
rest. 

K.  Hen.  That's  not  my  fear,  my  meed*  hath 
got  me  fame. 
I  have  not  stopp'd  mine  ears  to  their  demands, 
Nor  posted  off  their  suits  with  slow  delays  ; 
My  pi(y  hath  been  balm  to  heal  their  wounds, 
My  mildness  hath  allay'd  their  swelling  griefs. 
My  mercy  dry'd  their  water-flowing  tears  : 
I  have  not  been  desirous  of  their  wealth. 
Nor  much  oppress'd  them  with  great  subsidies, 
Nor  forward   of  revenge,  though  they  much 
err'd  ;  [me  ? 

Then  why  should  they  love  Edward  more  than 
No,  Exeter,  these  graces  challenge  grace  : 
And,  when  the  lion  fawns  upon  the  lamb. 
The  lamb  will  never  cease  to  follow  him. 

{Sftoul  tcithin.  A  Lancaster!  A  Lancaster! 

Exe.  Hark,  hark,  my  lord!  what  shouts  are 
these  ? 

Enter  king  Edward,  Gloster,  and  Soldiers. 

K.  Ediv.  Seize  on  the  shame-fac'd  Heilry, 

bear  him  hence. 

And  once  again  proclaim  us  king  of  England. 

You  are  the  fount,  that  makes  small  brooks  to 

flow ;  [dry. 

Now  stops  thy  spring  ;  my  sea  shall  suck  them 

And  swell  so  much  the  higher  by  their  ebb. — 

Hence  whh  him  to  the  Tower ;  let   him  not 

speak. 

[Exeunt  some  with  king  Henry. 
And,  lords,  towards   Coventry  bend  we  our 

course, 
V/here  peremptory  Warwick  now  remains  : 
The  sun  shines  hot,  and,  if  we  use  delay, 
Cold  biting  winter  mars  our  hop'd-for  hay.f 

Glo.  Away  betimes,  before  his  forces  join. 
And  take  the  great-grown  traitor  unawares: 
Brave  warriors,  march  amain  towards  Coven- 
try. [Exeimt- 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— Coventry. 

Enter,  ■nponthe walls,  Warwick,  the  Mayor  of 
Coventry,  two  Messengers,  aad  others. 

War.  Where  is  the  post,  that  came  from  val- 
iant Oxford ! 
How  far  hence  is  thy  lord,  mine  honest  fellow  ? 

1  Mess.    By   this   at   Dunsmore,  marching 

hitherward. 
War.  How  far  offis  our  brother  Montague  ? — 
Where  is  the  post  that  came  from  Montague  ? 

2  Mess.  By  this  at  Daintry,  with  a  puissant 

troop. 

Enter  Sir  John  Somerville. 
War.  Say,  Somerville,  what  says  my  loving 
son  ? 
And,  by  the  guess,  how  nigh  is  Clarence  now  ? 
Som.  At  Southam  I  did  leave   him  with  his 
forces. 
And  do  expect  him  here  some  two  hours  hence. 
[Drum  heard. 
War.  Then    Clarence  is  at  hand,  I  hear  his 

drum. 
Som.  It  is  not  his,  my  lord ;  here  Southam 
lies ;  [Warwick. 

The  drum  your  honour  hears,  marcheth  from 

'    .Meril. 

t  Tlie  illusion  r  to  the  prnverl>,  "  MsVe  Iny  while 

■!■(... Ml  «l,;pr--.-' 
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JVar,  Who  should  that  be?  belike,  unlook'd- j      K.  Edw.  So    other  foes  may  set  upon  our 

for  friends.  backs. 

Som.  They  are  at  hand,  and  you  shall  quick-   Stand  we  in  good  array  ;  for  tliey,  no  doubt, 
ly  know.  I  Will  issue  out  again,  and  bid  us  battle. 

Drums.     Enter  King  Edward,  Gloster,  and  '*"  "o^  t'^e  f^'ty,  lj<"'»g  bi>t  of  small  defence, 


Forces,  marching. 
K.  Edw.  Go,    trumpet,   to   the  walls,  and 

sound  a  parle. 
Glo.  See,  how  the  surly  Warwick  mans  the 

wall. 
War.    O,   unbid  spite !    is   sportful  Edward 
come?  [duc'd, 

Where,  slept  our  scouts,  or  how  are  they  se- 
That  we  could  hear  no  news  of  his  repair  ? 
K.  Edw.  Now,  Warwick,  wilt  thou  ope  the 
city  gates,  [knee  ? 

Speak  gentle   words,  and   humbly   bend  tliy 
Call    Edward — king,  and  at  his   hands  beg 

mercy , 
And  he  shall  pardon  thee  these  outrages. 
War.  Nay,  rather,  wilt  thou  draw  thy  forces 
hence,  [down  ? — 

Confess  who   set  thee  up  and  pluck'd    thee 
Call  Warwick — patron,  and  be  penitent. 
And  thou  shalt  still  remain  the  (Juke  of  York. 
Glo.  I  thought,  at  least,  he  would  have  said 
the  king ; 
Or  did  he  make  the  jest  against  his  will  ? 
War.  Is  not  a  dukedom.  Sir,  a  goodly  gift. 
Glo.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  for  a  poor  earl  to  give  ? 
I'll  do  thee  service  for  so  good  a  gift.* 

War.  'Twas  I,  that  gave  the  kingdom  to  thy 

brother. 
jBl.  Edw.  Why,   then   'tis   mine,  if  but  by 

Warwick's  gift. 
War.  Thou  art  no  atlas  for  so  great  a  weight: 
And,  weakling  Warwick  takes  his  gift  again  ; 
And  Henry  is  my  king,  Warwick  his  subject. 
K.  Edw.  But  Warwick's   king  is  Edward's 
prisoner : 
And,  gallant  Warwick,  do  but  answer  this, — 
What  is  the  body,  when  the  head  is  off? 
Glo.  Alas,  that  Warwick  had  no  more  fore- 
cast. 
But  whiles  he  thought  to  steal  the  single  ten. 
The  king  was  slily  finger'd    from  the  deck  t; 
You  left  poor  Henry  at  the  bishop's  palace. 
And,  ten  to  one,  you'll  meet  him  in  the  Tower. 
K.  Edw.  'Tis   even  so ;  yet  you  are   War- 
wick still. 
Glo.  Come,  Warwick,  take  the  time,  kneel 
down,  kneel  down  : 
Nay,  when?  strike  now,  or  else  the  iron  cools. 
War.  I   had  rather  chop  this  hand  off  at  a 
blow, 
And  with  the  other  fling  it  at  thy  face. 
Than  bear  so  low  a  sail,  to  strike  to  thee. 
K.  Edw.  Sail  how  thou  canst,   have  wind 
and  tide  tliy  friend  ; 
This   hand,  fast  wound  about   thy  coal-black 

hair, 
Shall  whiles  the  head  is  warm,  and  new  cut  off, 
Write  in    the     dust   this    sentence   with  thy 

blood, — 
Wind-changing  Warwick  now  can  change  no 
more. 
Enter  Oxford  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  0  cheerful  colours !  see,  where  Oxford 

comes ! 
Oxf.  Oxford,  Oxford,  for  Lancaster ! 

[Oxford  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 
Glo.  The  gates  are  open,  let  us  enter  too. 
*  /.  e.  Enroll  mysell  among  thy  dependants, 
t  A  pack  of  cards  was  anciently  termeJ  a  deck  of  Cdrds. 

v^)^,.  n. 


We'll  quickly  rouse  the  traitors  in  the  same. 
IVar.  O,  welcome,  Oxford  !  for  we  want  thy 
help. 

Enter  Montague,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Mont.  Montague,  Montague,  for  Lancaster! 
[iie  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 
Glo.  Thou  and   thy  brother  both  shall  buy 
this  treason 
Even  with  the  dearest  blood  your  bodies  bear. 
K.  Edw.  The    harder   match'd,  the  greater 
victory  ; 
My  mind  presageth  happy  gain,  and  conquest. 

Enter  Somerset,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

Som.  Somerset,  Somerset,  for  Lancaster ! 

[ife  and  his  Forces  enter  the  City. 
Glo.  Two  of  thy  name,  both  dukes  of  So- 
merset, 
Have  sold  their  lives  unto  the  house  of  York; 
And   thou  shalt   be   the  third,  if  this   sword 
hold. 

Enter  Clarence,  with  Drum  and  Colours. 

War.  And  lo,  where  George  of  Clarence 
sweeps  along. 
Of  force  enough  to  bid  his  brother  battle  ; 
With  whom  an  upright  zeal  to  right  prevails. 
More  than  the  natm-e  of  a  brother's  love  : — 
Come,  Clarence,  come ;  thou  wilt,  if  Warwick 
calls. 
Clar.  Father  of  Warwick,  know  you  what 
this  means ; 

[  Taking  the  red  Rose  out  of  his  Cap. 
Look  here,  I  throw  my  infamy  at  thee  : 
I  will  not  ruinate  my  father's  house,    [gether. 
Who  gave  his  blood  to  lime*  the  stones  to- 
And   set  up   Lancaster,   Why,  trow'st  thou, 

Warwick, 
That  Clarence  is  so  harsh,  so  blunt, t  unnatural, 
To  bend  the  fatal  instruments  of  war 
Against  his  brother,  and  his  lawful  king  ? 
Perhaps,  thou  wilt  object  my  holy  oath  : 
To  keep  that  oath,  were  more  impiety       [ter. 
Than  Jephtha's,  when  he  sacrific'd  his  daugh- 
I  am  so  sorry  for  my  trespass  made. 
That,  to  deserve  well  at  my  brother's  hands, 
I  here  proclaim  myself  thy  mortal  foe ; 
With  resolution,  whereso'er  I  meet  thee, 
(As  I  will  meet  thee,  if  tliou  stir  abroad,) 
To  plague  thee  for  thy  foul  misleading  me. 
And  so,  proud-hearted  Warwick,  I  defy  thee. 
And  to  my  brother  turn  my  blushing  cheeks. — 
Pardon  me,  Edward,  I  will  make  amends; 
And,  Richard,  do  not  frown  upon  my  faults. 
For  I  will  henceforth  be  no  more  unconstant. 
K.  Edw.  Now  welcome  more,  and  ten  times 
more  belov'd, 
Than  if  thou  never  hadst  deserv'd  our  hate. 
Glo.  Welcome,  good  Clarence  ;  this  is  bro- 
ther-like. 
War.  O  passingt  traitor,  perjur'd,  and  un- 
just ! 
K.  Edw.  What,   Warwick,   wilt  thou  leave 
the  town,  and  fight? 
Or  shall  we  beat  the  stones  about  thine  ears  ? 

*  /  e.  To  cetneot. 

t  Stupid,  insensible  of  pateroal  foadness. 

t  Eminent,  e5re§ious. 
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War.  Alas,  I  am  not  coop'd  here  for  defence : 
I  will  away  towards  Barnet  presently. 
And  bid  thee  battle,  Edward,  if  thou  dar'st. 
K.  Ediv.  Yes,  Warwick,  Edward  dares,  and 
leads  the  way  : — 
Lords  to  the  field  :  Saint  George  and  victory. 
\_March.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— A  Field  of  Battle  near  Barnet. 

Alarums  and  Excursions.  Enter  King  Edward, 
bringing  ill  VVakwick  wounded. 

K.  Edw.  So,  lie  thou  there  :  die  thou,    and 

die  our  fear ; 
For  Warwick  was  a  bug,*  that  fear'd  tus  all. — 
Now,  Montague,  sit  fast ;  I  seek  for  thee. 
That  Warwick's  bones  may   keep   thine  com- 
pany. \^Exit. 
War.  Ah,  who  is  nigh  ?  come  to  me,  friend, 

or  foe, 
And  tell  me  who  is  victor,  York,  or  Warwick  ? 
Why  ask  I  that  ?  my  mangled  body  shows. 
My  blood,  my  want  of  strength,  my  sick  heart 

shows. 
That  I  must  yield  my  body  to  the  earth, 
And  by  my  fall,  the  conquest  to  my  foe. 
Thus  yields  the  cedar  to  the  axe's  edge. 
Whose  arms  gave  shelter  to  the  princely  eagle 
Under  whose  shades  the  ramping  lion  slept  ? 
Whose  top-branch  overpeer'd  Jove's  spreading 

tree,  [wind, 

And  kept  low  shrubs  from  winter's  powerful 
These  eyes,  that  now  are  dimm'd  with  death's 

black  veil. 
Have  been  as  piercing  as  the  mid-day  sun, 
To  search  the  secret  treasons  of  the  world  : 
The  wrinkles  in   my   brows,   now  fiU'd   with 

blood, 
Were  liken'd  oft  to  kingly  sepulchres  ; 
For  who  liv'dking,  but  I  could  dig  his  grave? 
And  who  durst  smile,  when  Warwick  bent  his 

brow  ? 
Lo,  now  my  glory  smear'd  in  dust  and  blood  ! 
My  parks,  my  walks,  my  manors  that  I  had, 
Even  now  forsake  me ;  and  of  all  my  lands. 
Is  nothing  left  me  but  my  body's  length  ! 
Why,  what  is  pomp,  rule,  reign,  but  earth  and 

dust  ? 
And,  live  we  how  we  can,  yet  die  we  must. 

Enter  Oxford  and  Somerset. 

Sam.  Ah,  Warwick,  Warwick  !  wert  thou  as 
we  are. 

We  might  recover  all  our  loss  again  ! 

The  queen  from  France  hath   brought  a  puis- 
sant power ; 

Even  now  we  heard  the  news  :  Ah,  could'st 
thou  fly  ! 
War.  Why,  then  I  would  not  Ay. — Ah,  Mon- 
tague, 

If  thou  be  there,  sweet  brother,  take  my  hand 

And  with  thy  lips  keep  in  my  .soul  a  while  ! 

Thou  lov'stmenot ;  for,  brother,  if  thou  didst. 

Thy  tears    would   wash  this   cold   congealed 
blood. 

That  glews  my  lips,  and  will  not  let  me  speak. 

Come  quickly,  Montague,  or  lam  dead. 

Sam.  Ah,  Warwick,  Montague  hath  breath'd 
his  last ; 

And  to  the  latest  gasp,  cried  out  for  Warwick, 

And  said — Commend  nie  to  my  valiantbrother. 

And  more  he  would  have  said ;   and  more  he 
spoke, 


■  BuKbear. 


f  Terrified. 


lAct  V. 

Which  sounded  like  a  cannon  in  a  vault, 
That  might  not  be  distinguish'd  ;  but,  at   last, 
I  well  might  hear  deliver'd  with  a  groan, — 
0,  farewell,  Warwick  ! — 

War.  Sweet  rest  to  his  soul ! —  [bids 

Fly,  lords  and  save  yourselves  ;  for   Warwick 
You  all  farewell,  to  meet  again  in  heaven. 

IDies. 
Oxf.  Away,  away,  to  meet  the  queen's  great 
power ! 
\_Exeunt,  bearing  off  Warwick's  Body. 

SCENE  III— Another  part  of  the  Field. 

Flourish. — Enter  King  Edward  in  triumph  : 
with  Clarence,  Gloster,  and  the  rest. 
K.  Edw.  Thus  far  our  fortune  keeps  an  up- 
ward course, 
And  we  are  grac'd  with  wreaths  of  victory. 
But  in  the  midst  of  this  bright-shining  day, 
I  spy  a  black,  suspicious,  threat'unig  cloud, 
That  will  encounter  witii  our  glorious  sun, 
Ere  he  attain  his  easeful  western  bed : 
I  mean,    my  lords, — those  powers,   that   the 

queen 
Hath  rais'd  in  Gallia,  have  arriv'd  our  coast. 
And,  as  we  hear,  march  on  to  fight  with  us. 
Clar.  A  little  gale  will  soon  disperse  that 
cloud, 
And  blowit  to  the  source  froj|»  whence  it  came: 
Thy  very  beams  will  dry  those  vapours  up ; 
For  every  cloud  engenders  not  a  storm. 

Glo.  The  queen  is   valu'd   thirty  thousand 
strong. 
And  Somerset,  with  Oxford,  fled  to  her  ; 
If  she  have  time  to  breathe,  be  well  assur'd, 
Her  faction  will  be  full  as  strong  as  ours. 
K.  Edw.  We  are  advertis'd   by  our  loving 
friends,  [bury ; 

That  they  do  hold  their  course  towards  Tewks- 
We  having  now  the  best  at  Barnet  field. 
Will  thither  straight.  For  willingness  rids  way; 
And,  as  we  march,  our  strengtli  will  be  aug- 
mented. 
In  every  county  as  we  go  along. — 
Strike  up  the  drum ;  cry — Courage  !  and  away. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF. — Plains  near  Teivksbury. 

March. — Enter  Q,ueen  Margaret,  Prince  Ed- 
VFARD,  Somerset,  Oxford,  and  Soldiers. 

Q.  Mar.  Great  lord.',  wise  men  ne'er  sit  and 
wail  their  loss. 

But  checrly  seek  how  to  redress  their  harms. 

What  though  the  mast  be  now  blown  over- 
board. 

The  cable  broke,  the  holding  anchor  lost, 

And  half  our  sailors  swallow'd  in  the  flood  ? 

Yet  lives  our  pilot  still :  Is't  meet,  that  he 

Should  leave  the  helm,  and,  like  a  fearful  lad, 

With  tearful  eyes  add  water  to  the  sea. 

And  give  more  strength  to  that  which  hath  too 
much  ; 

Whiles,  in  his  moan,  tlieship  splits  on  the  rock, 

Which  industry  and  courage  might  have  sav'd  ? 

Ah  what  a  shame  !  ah,  wliat  a  fault  were  this  ! 

Say,  \Varwick  was  our  anchor  ;  What  of  that  ? 

And  Montague  our  top-mast ;  What  of  him  ? 

Ourslaughter'd  friends  the  tackles  ;  What  of 
these  .' 

Why  is  not  Oxford  here  another  anchor  ? 

And  Somerset  another  goodly  mast ;     [lings  ? 

The  friends  of  France  our  shrouds  and  tack- 

And,  tliough  unskilful,  why  not  Ned  and  I 

For  once  allow'd  the  skilful  pilot's  charge  ? 

We  will  not  from  the  helm,  to  sit  and  weep  ; 
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But  keep  our  course,  though  the  rough  wind 

say — no,  [wreck. 

From  shelves  and  rocks  that  threaten  us  with 

As  good  to  chide  the  waves,  as  speak  them 

fair. 
And  what  is  Edward,  but  a  ruthless  sea? 
What  Clarence,  but  a  quicksand  of  deceit  ? 
And  Richard,  but  a  ragged  fatal  rock  ? 
All  these  the  enemies  to  our  poor  bark. 
Say,  you  can  swim  ;  alas,  'tis  but  a  while : 
Tread  on  the  sand  ;  why,  there  you  quickly 

sink : 
Bestride  the  rock  ;  the  tide  will  wash  you  off. 
Or  else  you  famish,  that's  a  threefold  death. 
This  speak  I,  lords,  to  let  you  understand. 
In  case  some  one  of  you  would  fly  from  us, 
That  thei'e's  no  hop'd-for  mercy  with  the  bro- 
thers, 
More  than  with  ruthless  waves,  with  sands, 

and  rocks. 
Why,  courage,  then  !  what  cannot  be  avoided, 
'Twere  childish  weakness  to  lament,  or  fear. 
Prince.  Methinks,  a  woman  of  this  valiant 
spirit  [words, 

Should,   if  a  coward  heard  her   speak   these 
Infuse  his  breast  with  magnanimity, 
And  make  him,  naked,  foil  a  man  at  arms, 
I  speak  not  this,  as  doubting  any  here  : 
For,  did  I  but  suspect  a  fearful  man, 
He  should  have  leave  to  go  away  betimes; 
Lest  in  our  need,  he  miglit  infect  another, 
And  make  him  of  like  spirit  to  himself. 
If  any  such  be  here,  as  God  forbid  ! 
Let  him  depart,  before  we  need  his  help. 
Orf.   Women  and  children    of  so   high  a 
courage  !  [shame. — 

And  warriors   faint !   why,   'twere   perpetual 
O,  brave  young  prince  !  thy  famous  grand- 
father [live. 
Doth  live  again  in  thee;  Long  may'st  thou 
To  bear  his  image,  and  renew  his  glories  .' 
Som.  And  he,  that  will  not  fight  for  such  a 
hope. 
Go  home  to  bed,  and,  like  the  owl  by  day, 
If  he  arise,  be  mock'd  and  wonder'd  at. 

Q.  3Iar.  Thanks,  gentle  Somerset ; — sweet 

Oxford,  thanks. 
Prince.  And  take  his  thanks,  that  yet  hath 
nothing-  else. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  Prepare  you,  lords,  for  Edward  is  at 
hand. 
Ready  to  fight;  therefore  be  resolute. 

Oxf.  I  thought  no  less:  it  is   his  policy. 
To  haste  thus  fast,  to  find  us  unprovided. 
Som.  But  he's  deceiv'd,  we  are  in  readiness. 
Q.  Mar.   This  cheers   my  heart  to  see  your 

forwardness. 
Oxf.   Here  pitch  our  battle,  hence  we  will 
not  budge. 
March.     Enter  at  a  distance,  King  Edward, 
Clarence,  Gloster,  and  Forces. 

K.  Edw.  Brave  followers,  yonder  stands  the 

thorny  wood. 
Which,  by  the  heavens'  assistance,  and  your 

strength, 
Must  by  the  roots  be  hewn  up  yet  ere  night. 
I  need  not  add  more  fuel  to  your  fire. 
For  well  I  wot,*  ye  blaze  to  burn  them  out : 
Give  signal  to  the  fight,  and  to  it,  lords. 

Q.  Mar.    Lords,   knights,   and  gentlemen, 

what,  I  should  say, 
My  tears  gainsay  ;t  for  every  word  I  speak. 


Know. 


t  Cniav,  deny. 


Ye  see,  I  drink  the  wafer  of  mine  eyes. 
Therefore,  no  more  but  this  : — Henry,  your- 

sovereign. 
Is  prisoner  to  the  foe  ;  his  state  usurp'd, 
His  realm  a  slaughterhouse,  his  subjects  slain, 
His  statutes  canccll'd,  and  his  treasure  spent ; 
And  yonder  is  the  wolf,  that  makes  this  spoil. 
You   fight  in  justice:    then,  in  God's    name, 

lords. 
Be  valiant,  and  give  signal  to  the  fight. 

[Exeunt both  Armies. 

SCENE  v.— Another  part  of  the  same. 
Alarums:  Excursions;  and  afterwards  a  Re- 
treat. T/ie?z£7i<erii!'?ig-EDWARD,  Clarence, 
Gloster,  aiid  Forces  ;  with  Queen  1\Iarga- 
RET,  Oxford,  and  Somerset,  Prisoners. 

K.  Edw.  Now,  here  a  period  of  tumultuous 
broils. 
Away  with  Oxford  to  Hammes'  casFle*  straight : 
For  Somerset,  off  with  his  guilty  head. 
Go,   bear  them  hence ;  I  will   not  hear  them 
speak. 
Oxf.  For  my  part,  I  will  not  trouble  thee 

with  words. 
Som.  Nor  I,  but  stoop  with  patience  to  mv 
fortune. 
[Exeunt  Oxford  and  Somerset,  guarded. 
Q.  Mar.  So  part  we  sadly  in  this  troublous 
world. 
To  meet  with  joy  in  sweet  Jerusalem. 

K.  Edw.  Is  proclamation  made, — that,  who 
finds  Eilward, 
Shall  have  a  high  reward,  and  he  his  life? 
Glo.  It  is:  and,  lo,  where  youthful  Edward 
comes. 

Enter  Soldiers,  with  Prince  Edward. 

K.  Edw.  Bring  forth  the  gallant,  let  us  hear 
him  speak: 
What !  can  so  young  a  thorn  begin  to  prick  ? 
Edward,  what  satisfaction  canst  thou  make, 
For  bearing  arms,  for  stirring  up  my  subjects. 
And  all  the  trouble  thou  hast  turn'd  me  to  ? 
Prince.  Speak  like  a  subject,  proud  ambi- 
tious York  ! 
Suppose,  that  I  am  now  my  father's  mouth  ; 
Resign  thy   chair,  and,  where  I  stand,  kneel 

thou. 

Whilst  I  propose  the  self-same  words  to  thee, 
Which,  traitor,  thou  wouldst  have  me  answer 
to. 
Q.  Mar.  Ah,  that  thy  father  had  been  so  re- 

solv'd ! 
Glo.    That  you  might  still  have  worn  the 
petticoat. 
And  ne'er  have  stol'n  the  breech   from  Lan- 
caster. 
Prince.  Let  .ffisopf  fable  in  a  winter's  night ; 
His  currish  riddles  sort  not  with  this  place. 
Glo.   By  heaven,  brat,  I'll  plague  you   for 

that  word. 
Q.  Mar.   Ay,  thou  wast  born  to  be  a  plague 

to  men. 
Glo.  For  God's  sake,  take  away  this  captive 

scold. 
Prince.  Nay,  take  away  this  scolding  crook- 
back  rather. 
K.  Edw.  Peace,  wilful  boy,  or  I  will  charmj; 

your  tongue. 
Clar.  Untutor'd  lad,  thou  art  too  malapert. 

*  A  castle  in  Picarily. 

t  The  Prince  calls  Richnrd,  for  his  crookedness,  ^sop. 
ti.e.  t  will  compel  you  lo  he  as  silent  as  if  voii  were 
depriTCiI  of  speech  by  enchantment. 
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Prince.  I  know  iny  duty,  you  are  all  undu- 
tiful :  [George, — 

Lascivious     Edward, — and     thou     perjur'd 
And  thou  misshapen  Dick, — I  tell  you  all, 
I  am  your  better,  traitors  as  ye  are  ; — 
And  thou  usurp'st  my  father's  right  and  mine. 
K.  Edw.  Take  that,  the  likeness  of  this  rail 
er  here.  IStabs  him. 

Glo.  Sprawl'st  thou  ?  take  that,  to  end  thy 
agony.  [^Gi.Q.  stabs  him. 

Clar.  And  there's  for  twitting  me  with  per- 
jury. [Clar.  stabs  him. 
Q.  Mar.  O,  kill  me  too ! 
Glo.  Marry,  and  shall.       Offers  to  kill  her. 
K.  Edw.  Hold,  Richard,  hold,  for  we  have 

done  too  much. 
Glo.  Why  should  she  live,  to  fill  the  world 

with  words?* 
K.  Edw.  What !  doth  she  swoon  ?  use  means 

for  her  recovery. 
Glo.  Clarence,    excuse  me  to  the  king  my 
brother; 
I'll  hence  to  London  on  a  serious  matter : 
Ere  ye  come  there,  be  sure  to  hear  some  news. 
Clar.  What?  what? 

Glo.  The  Tower,  the  Tower!  lExit. 

Q.  Mnr    O,  Ned,  sweet  Ned !  speak  to  thy 
mother,  boy  !  [derers! — 

Canst   thou   not   speak  ? — O   traitors  !     mur- 
Thcy,  thatstabb'd  Caesar,  shed  no  blood  at  all. 
Did  not  offend,  nor  were  not  worthy  blame. 
If  this  foul  deed  were  by,  to  equal  it. 
He  was  a  man;  this,  in  respect,  a  child; 
And  men  ne'er  spend  their  fury  on  a  child,  [it  ? 
What's  worse  than  murderer,  that  I  may  name 
No,  no  ;  my  heart  will  burst,  an  if  I  speak : — 
And  I  will  speak,  that  so  my  heart  may  burst. 
Butchers  and  villains,  bloody  cannibals  ! 
How  sweet  a  plant  have  you  untimely  cropp'd  ! 
You  have  no  children,  butchers  !  if  you  had 
The  thought  of  them  would  have  stirr'd  up  re- 
morse : 
But,  if  you  ever  chance  to  have  a  child. 
Look  in  his  youth  to  have  him  so  cut  off, 
As,  deathsmen !  you  have  rid  this  sweet  young 
prince  ! 
K.  Edw.  Away  with  her ;  go,  bear  her  hence 

perforce. 

Q.  Mar.  Nay,  never  bear  me  hence,  despatch 

me  here;  [death: 

Here  sheath  thy  sword,  I'll  pardon  thee  my 

What!  wilt  thou  not  ?-then,  Clarence,  do  it  thou. 

Clar.  By  heaven,  I  will  not  do  tliee  so  much 

ease. 
Q.   Mar.  Good  Clarence,  do ;   sweet  Clar- 
ence, do  thou  do  it. 
Clar.   Didst   thou   not   hear   me   swear,    I 

would  not  do  it. 

Q.  Mar.  Ay,  but  thou  usest  to  forswear  thy- 

'Twas  sin  before, t  but  now,  'tis  charity,  [self; 

What!  wilt  thou   not?    where  is  that  devil's 

butcher,  [thou  ? 

Hard-fa vour'd  Richard  ?  Richard,  where  art 

Thou  are  not  here  :  Murder  is  thy  alms-deed  ; 

Petitioners  for  blood  thou  ne'er  put's  back. 

K.  Edw.  Away,  I  say;  I  charge  ye,    bear 

her  hence. 
Q.  Mar.  So  come  to  you,  and  yours,  as  to 
this  prince!  ^Exit,  led  out  forcibly. 
K.  Edw.  Where's  Richard  gone  ? 
Clar.  To  London,  all  in  post;  and,  as  I  guess. 
To  make  a  bloody  supper  in  the  Tower. 
K.  Edw.  He's  sudden,  if  a  thing  comes  in 
his  head. 

*  Dispute,  coDtenlion. 

•f  Sh«  alludes  to  the  desertion  of  Clirence. 


{Act  V. 
Now  march  we  hence :  discharge  the  common 
sort  [don, 

With  pay  and  thanks,  and  let's  away  to  Lon- 
And  see  our  gentle  queen  how  well  she  fares  ; 
By  this,  I  hope,  she  hath  a  son  for  me. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  VI. — London. — A  Roominthe  Tower. 

King  Henry  is  discovered  sitting  with  a  Book 

in  his  Hand,  the  Lieutenant  attending.  Enter 

Gloster. 

Glo.  Good  day,    my  lord !  What,   at  your 

book  so  hard  ? 
K.  Hen.    Ay,  my   good  lord :  My  lord,  I 
should  say  rather ; 
'Tis  sin  to  flatter,  good  was  little  better : 
Good  Gloster,  and  good  devil,  were  alike, 
And  both  preposterous  ;  therefore,  not  good 
lord. 
Glo.  Sirrah,  leave  us  to  ourselves:  we  must 
confer.  ^Exit  Lieutenant. 

K.  Hen.    So   flies    the  reckless*  shepherd 
from  the  wolf: 
So  first  the  harmless  sheep  doth  yield  his  fleece. 
And  next  his  throat  unto  the  butcher's  knife. — 
What  scene  of  death  hath  Roscius  now  to  act  ? 
Glo.    Suspicion  always    haunts  the  guilty 
mind  ; 
The  thief  do  fear  each  bush  an  officer. 

K.  Hen.  The  bird,  that  hath  been  limed  in  a 
bush,  [bush  : 

With  trembling    wings    misdoubtetht    every 
And  I,  the  hapless  male  to  one  sweet  bird. 
Have  now  the  fatal  object  in  my  eye, 
Where  my  poor  young  was  lim'd,  was  caught, 
and  kill'd. 
Glo.  Why,  what  a  peevish!  fool  was  that  of 
Crete, 
That  taught  bis  son  the  ofiice  of  a  fowl  ? 
And   yet,  for  all    his    wings,    the    fool    was 
drown'd. 
K.  Hen.  I,  Daedalus ;  my  poor  boy,  Icarus 
Thy  father,  Minos,  that  denied  our  course  ; 
The  sun,  that  sear'd  the  wings  of  my  sweet  boy 
Thy  brother  Edward  ;  and  thyself,  the  sea, 
Whose  envious  gulf  did  swallow  up  his  life. 
Ah,  kill  me  with  thy  weapon,  not  with  words  ! 
My  breast  can  better  brook  thy  dagger's  point 
Than  can  my  ears  that  tragic  history. — 
But  wherefore  dostthoucome  ?  is't  for  my  life  ? 
Glo.   Think'st  thou,  I  am  an  executioner  ? 
K.  Hen.  A  persecutor,  I  am  sure,  thou  art; 
If  murdering  innocents  be  executing. 
Why,  then  thou  art  an  executioner? 

Glo.  Thy  son  I  kill'd  for  his  presumption. 
K.  Hen.  Had'st  thou  been  kill'd,  when  first 
thou  didst  presume. 
Thou  hadst  not  liv'd  to  kill  a  son  of  mine. 
And  thus  I  prophesy, — that  many  a  thousand, 
Which  now  mistrust  no  parcel^  of  my  fear  ; 
And  many  an  old  man's  sigh,  and  many  a  wi- 

dow's. 
And  many  an  orphan's  water-standing  eye. — 
Men  for  their  sons,  wives  for  their  husbands' 

fate. 
And  orphans  for  their  parents'  timeless  death,- 
Shall  rue  the  hour  that  ever  thou  wast  born. 
The  owl  shriek'd  at  thy  birth,  an  evil  sign  ; 
The  night-crow  cried,  aboding  luckless  time ; 
Dogs  howl'd,  and  hideous  tempests  shook  down 

trees  ; 
The  raven  rook'd||  her  on  the  chimney's  top, 
And  chattering  pies  in  dismal  discords  sung. 

*  Careless,    t  To  misdoubl  is  to  suspect  danger,  to  fear. 
X  Childish.  §  No  part  of  what  my  fears  presage. 
II  To  rook,  signified  to  squat  down  or  Jodge  «n  any 
thing. 


Scene  F//.] 


THIRD  PART  OF 


Thy  mother  felt  more  than  a  mother's  pain, 
And  yet  brought   forth   less   than  a  mother's 
To  wit, — an  indigest  deformed  lump,    [hope  ; 
Not  like  the  fruit  of  such  a  goodly  tree,  [born, 
Teeth  hadst  thou  in  thy  head,  when  thou  wast 
To  signify, — thou  cam'st  to  bite  the  world  : 
And,  if  tlie  rest  be  true  which  1  have  heard, 
Thou  cam'st. — 

Glo.  I'll  hear  no  more; — Die,  prophet,  in 
thy  speech;  \_Stabs  him. 

For  this,  amongst  the  rest,  was  I  ordain'd. 

K.  Hen.  Ay,  and  for  much  more  slaughter 
after  this. 

0  God  !  forgive  my  sins,  and  pardon  thee  ! 

\_Dies. 
Glo.  What,  will  the  aspiring  blood  of  Lan- 
caster 
Sink  in  the  ground  ?  I  thought  it  would  have 
mounted.  [death  ! 

See,  how  my  sword  weeps  for  the  poor  king's 

0,  may  such  purple  tears  be  always  shed 
From   those  that   wish   the   downfal  of   our 

house  ! — 
If  any  spark  of  life  be  yet  remaining, 
Down,    down  to  hell ;   and   say — I  sent  thee 

thither,  [  Stabs  him  again. 

1,  that  have  neither  pity,  love,  nor  fear. — 
Indeed,  'tis  true,  that  Henry  told  me  of; 
For  I  have  often  heard  my  mother  say, 

1  came  into  the  world  with  my  legs  forward  : 
Had  I  not  reason,  think  ye,  to  make  haste, 
And  seek  their  ruin  that  usurp'd  our  right  ? 
The  midwife  wonder'd ;  and  the  women  cried, 
0,  Jesus  bless  us,  he  is  born  with  teeth  ! 

And  so  I  was  ;  which  plainly  signified — 
That  I  should  snarl,  and  bite,   and  play  the 

dog.  [so, 

Then  since  the  heavens  hare  shap'd  my  body 
Let  hell  makecrook'd  my  mind  to  answer  it. 
I  have  no  brother,  I  am  like  no  brother : 
And  this  word — love,  which  greybeards  call 

divine, 
Be  resident  in  men  like  one  another. 
And  not  in  me  ;  I  am  myself  alone. —    [light ; 
Clarence  beware  ;  thou  keep'st  me  from  the 
But  1  will  sort*  a  pitchy  day  for  thee: 
For  I  will  buz  abroad  such  prophecies, 
That  Edward  shall  be  fearful  of  his  life  ; 
And  then,  to  purge  his  fear,  I'll  be  thy  death. 
King  Henry,  and  the  prince  his  son,  are  gone: 
Clarence,  thy  turn  is  next,   and  then  the  rest ; 
Counting  myself  but  bad,  till  I  be  best. — 
I'll  throw  thy  body  in  another  room. 
And  triumph,  Henry,  in  thy  day  of  doom. 

lExit. 

SCENE  VII.— The   same.— A  Room,   in  the 
Palace. 

King  Edward  is  discovered  sitting  on  his 
Throne;  Queen  Elizabeth  icith  the  infant 
Prince,  Clarnce,  Glostir,  Hastings,  and 
others,  near  him. 

K.  Edw.  Once  more  we  sit  in  England's 
royal  throne, 

*  Select. 
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Re-purchas'd  with  the  blood  of  enemies. 
What  valiant  foe-men,  like  to  autumn's  corn, 
Have  we  mow'd  down,  in  tops  of  all  their 

pride? 
Three  dukes  of  Somerset,  threefold  renown'd 
For  hardy  and  undoubted  champions  : 
Two  Cliffords,  as  the  father  and  the  son, 
And  two  Northumberlands ;  two  braver  men 
Ne'er  spurr'd  their  courses  at  the  trumpet's 

sound  : 
With  them,  the   two  brave  bears,   Warwick 

and  Montague, 
That  in  their  chains  fetter'd  the  kingly  lion, 
And  made  the  forest  tremble  when  they  roar'd. 
Thus  have  we  swept  suspicion  from  our  seat, 
And  made  our  footstool  of  security. — 
Come  hither,  Bess,  and  let  me  kiss  my  boy : — 
Young  Ned,  for  thee,  thine  uncles,  and  myself, 

[night  ; 
Have  in   our  armours   watch'd    the   winter's 
Went  all  a  foot  in  summer's  scalding  heat. 
That   thou    might'st   repossess  the  crown  in 

peace ; 
And  of  our  labours  thou  shalt  reap  the  gain. 
Glo.  I'll  blast  his  harvest,  if  your  head  were 

laid  ; 
For  yet  I  am  notlook'd  on  in  the  world. 
This  shoulder  was  ordain'd  so  thick,  to  heave ; 
And  heave  it  shall  some  weight,  or  break  my 

back : — 
Work  thou  the  way, — and  thou  shalt  execute. 

I  Aside. 
K.  Edw.    Clarence,    and  Gloster,  love  my 

lovely  queen ; 
And  kiss  your  princely  nephew,  brothers  both. 
Clar.  The  duty  thati  owe  untoyour  majesty, 
I  seal  upon  the  lips  of  this  sweet  babe. 

K.  Edw.  Thanks,   noble  Clarence ;  worthy 

brother,  thanks. 
Glo.  And,  that  I  love  the  tree  from  whence 

thou  sprang'st. 
Witness  the  loving  kiss  I  give  the  fruit : — 
To  say  the  truth,  so  Judas  kiss'd  his   ) 

master;  V   Aside. 

And  cried-all  hail!  when  as  he  meant  ) 

— all  harm. 
K.  Edw.    Now  am  I  seated  as  my  soul  de- 
lights, 
Having    my    country's   peace,    and  brothers 

loves. 
Clar.    What   will  your    grace    have   done 

with  Margaret  ? 
Reignier,  her  father,  to  the  king  of  France 
Hath  pawn'd  the  Sicils  and  Jerusalem, 
And  hither  have  they  sent  it  for  her  ransom. 
K.  Edw.  Away  with  her,  and  waft  her  hence 

to  France.  [time 

And  now  what  rests,  but   that  we  spend  the 
With  stately  triumphs,*  mirthful  comic  shows, 
Such  as  befit  the  pleasures  of  the  court  ? — 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets  ! — farewell,  sour 

annoy  ! 
For  here,  I  hope,  begins  our  lasting  joy. 

lExeunt. 

*  Public  shows. 
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Scene,  England. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L— London.— A  Street. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  Now  is  the  winter  of  our  discontent 

Made  glorious  summer  by  this  sun  of  York ; 

And  all  the  clouds,  that  lowr'd  upon  our  house, 

In  the  deep  bosom  of  the  ocean  buried. 

Now  are  our  brows    bound   with   victorious 

wreaths  ; 
Our  bruised  arms  hutig  up  for  monuments  : 
Our  stern  alarums  chang'd  to  merry  meetings. 
Our  dreadful  marches  to  delightful  measures.* 
Grim-visag'd  war  hath  smooth'd  his  wrinkled 

front ; 
And  now, — instead  of  mouutingbarbedt  steeds. 
To  fright  the  souls  of  fearful  adversaries, — 
He  capers  nimbly  in  a  lady's  chamber. 
To  the  lascivious  pleasing  of  a  lute. 
But  I, — that  am  not  shap'd  for  sportive  tricks. 
Nor  made  to  court  an  amorous  looking-glass  ; 
I  that   dm   rudely  stamp'd,   and  want  love's 

majesty. 
To  strut  before  a  wanton  ambling  nymph  ; 
I,  that  am  curtail'd  of  this  fair  proportion, 
Cheated  of  feature  by  dissembling  nature, 
Deform'd,  untinish'd,  sent  before  my  time 

*  Dances  t  Armed. 


Into  this  breathing  world,  scarce  half  made  up,. 
And  that  so  lamely  and  unfashionable, 
That  dogs  bark  at  me,  as  I  halt  by  them  ; — 
Why  I,  in  this  weak  piping  time  of  peace. 
Have  no  delight  to  pass  away  the  time  : 
Unless  to  spy  my  shadow  in  the  sun, 
And  descant  on  mine  own  deformity  ; 
And  therefore, — since  I  cannot  prove  a  lover, 
To  entertain  these  fair  well-spoken  days, — 
I  am  determined  to  prove  a  villain. 
And  hate  the  idle  pleasures  of  these  days. — 
Plots  have  I  laid,  inductions  '  dangerous. 
By  drunken  prophecies,  libels,  and  dreams, 
To  set  my  brother  Clarence,  and  the  king. 
In  deadly  hate,  the  one  against  the  other: 
And,  if  king  Edward  be  as  true  and  just, 
As  I  am  subtle,  false,  and  treacherous. 
This  day  should  Clarence  closely  be  mew'dup : 
About  a  prophecy,  whicli  says — that  G 
Of  Edward's  heirs  the  murderer  shall  be. 
Dive,  thoughts,  down  to  my  soul !    here  Cla- 
rence comes. 

Enter  Clarence,  guarded,  and  Brakenbury. 
Brother,  good  day :  What  means  this  armed 

guard, 
T>at  waits  upon  your  grace  ? 

Picparaiion?  for  mischief. 


'Scene  7.] 

Clar.  His  majesty. 
Tendering  my  persons  safety,  hath  appointed 
This  conduct  to  convey  me  to  the  Tower. 
Glo.  Upon  what  cause  ? 
Clar.  Because  uiy  name  is — George. 
Glo.  Alacli,  my  lord,  that  fault  is   none  of 
yours ; 
He  should,  forthat,  commit  your  godfathers  : — 
O,  belike,  his  majesty  hath  some  intent, 
That  you  shall  be  new  christieu'd  in  the  Tower. 
But  what's  the  matter,  Clarence?  may  I  know? 
Clar.  Yea,  Richard,  when  I  know;  for  I 
protest. 
As  yet  I  do  not:  but,  as  I  can  learn, 
He  hearkens  iifter  prophecies,  and  dreams  ; 
And  from  the  cross-row  plucks  the  letter  G, 
And  says — a  wizard  told  him,  that  by  G 
His  issue  disinherited  should  be  ; 
And,  for  my  name  of  George  begins  with  G, 
It  follows  in  his  thought,  that  I  am  he : 
These,  as  I  learn,  and  such  like  toys*  as  these. 
Have  mov'd  his  highness  to  commit  me  now. 
Glo.  Why,  this  it  is,  when  men  are  rul'dby 
women  ; 
"lis  not  the  king,  that  sends  you  to  the  Tower; 
My  lady  Grey,  his  wife,  Clarence,  'tis  she, 
That  tempers  him  to  this  extremity. 
Was  it  not  she,  and  that  good  man  of  worship, 
Anthony  Woodeville,  her  brother  thejre,    [er  ; 
That  made  him  send  lord  Hastings  to  the  Tow- 
From  whence  this  present  day  he  is  deliver'd  ? 
We  are  not  safe,  Clarence,  we  are  not  safe. 
Clar.  By   heaven,  I  think,   there  is  no  man 
secure,  [heralds 

But  the  queen's  kindred,  and  night-walking 
That  trudge  betwixt  the  king   and  mistress 

Shore. 
Heard  you  not,  what  an  humble  suppliant 
Lord  Hastings  was  to  her  for  his  delivery  ? 

Glo.  Humbly  complaining  to  her  deity 
Got  my  lord  chamberlain  his  liberty. 
I'll  tell  you  what, — I  think,  it  is  our  way, 
If  we  will  keep  in  favour  with  the  king. 
To  be  her  men,  and  wear  her  livery  ; 
The  jealous  o'er  worn  widow,  and  herself,t 
Since  that  our  brother  dubb'd  them  gentlewo- 
Are  mighty  gossips  in  this  monarchy,     [men, 
Brak.  I  beseech  your  graces  both  to  pardon 
me ; 
His  majesty  hath  straitly  given  in  charge, 
That  no  man  shall  have  private  conference. 
Of  what  degree  soever,  with  his  brother. 
Glo.    Even  so  ?   an  please    your  worship, 
Brakenbury, 
You  may  partake  of  any  thing  we  say  : 
We  speak  no  treason,  man  ; — We  say,  the  king 
Is  wise,  and  virtuous  ;  and  his  noble  queen 
Well  struck  in  years  ;  fair,  and  not  jealous  : 
We  say,  that  Shore's  wife  hath  a  pretty  foot, 
A  cherry  lip, 

A  bonny  eye,  a  passing  pleasing  tongue  ; 
And  the  queen's  kindred  are  made  gentlefolks  : 
How  say  you.  Sir  ?  can  you  deny  all  this  ? 
Brak.    With   this,   my   lord,   myself   have 

naught  to  do. 
Glo.  Naught  to  do  with  mistress  Shore  ?  I 
tell  thee,  fellow. 
He  that  doth  naught  with  her,  excepting  one. 
Were  best  to  do  it  secretly,  alone. 
Brak.  What  one,  my  lord  ? 
Glo.  Her  husband,  knave : — Would'st  thou 

betray  me? 
Brak.  I  beseech  your  grace  to  pardon  me ; 
and,  withal. 
Forbear  your  conference  with  the  noble  duke. ' 
-  Fancies.  f  The  Queen  and  Shore. 
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Clar.  We  know  thy  charge,  Brakenbun- 
and  will  obey.  ' 

Glo.    We   are  the    queen's   abjects,*  and 
must  obey. 
Brother,  farewell :  I  will  unto  the  king  ; 
And  whatsoever  you  will  employ  me  in  — 
Were  it,  to  call  king  Edward's  widow— sister 
I  will  perform  it  to  enfranchise  you.  ' 

Mean  time,  this  deep  disgrace  in  brotherhood. 
I  ouches  me  deeper  than  you  can  imagine. 
Clar.  I  know  it  pleaseth  neither  of  us  well. 
Glo.  Well,  your  imprisonment  shall  not  be 
I  wiJl  deH/tr  yuu,  oi  else  He  for  you  :  [Ion"-  • 
Mean  time,  have  patience.  "  ' 

Clar.  I  must  perforce  ;  farewell. 

[_E.veunl  Clarence,  Brakenbury,  and 
Guard. 
Glo.  Go,  tread  the  path  that  thou  shalt  ne'er 
return, 
Simple,  plain  Clarence  !— I  do  love  thee  so, 
That  I  will  shortly  send  thy  soiU  to  heaven, 
If  heaven  will  take  the  present  at  our  hands. 
But  who  comes  here  ?  the  new-deliver'd  Hast- 
ings ? 

E7iter  Hastings. 
Hast.  Good  time  of  day  unto  my  gracious 

lord  .' 
Glo.  As  much  unto  my  good  lord  chamber- 
Well  are  you  welcome  to  this  open  air.    [lain  ' 
How  hath  your  lordship  brook'd   imprison- 
ment ? 

Hast.  With  patience,  noble  lord,  as  prisoners 
must ; 
But  I  shall  live,  my  lord,  to  give  them  thanks. 
That  were  the  cause  of  my  imprisonment. 
Glo.  No  doubt,  no  doubt ;  and  so  shall  Cla- 
rence too ; 
For  they,  that  were  your  enemies,  are  his, 
And  have  prevail'd  as  much  on  him,  as  you. 
Hast.  More  pity  that  the  eagle  should  be 
mew'd,t 
While  kites  and  buzzards  prey  at  liberty. 
Glo.  What  news  abroad  ? 
Hast.  No  news   so  bad  abroad,  as  this  at 
home  ; — 
The  king  is  sickly,  weak,  and  melancholy. 
And  his  physicians  fear  him  mightily. 

?^°-  ^^'^'  ^y  Saint  Paul,  this  news  is  bad 
U,  he  hath  kept  an  evil  diet  long,         [indeed. 
And  over-much  consum'd  his  royal  person  ; 
'Tis  very  grievous  to  be  thought  upon. 
What,  is  he  in  his  bed  ? 
Hast.  He  is, 

Glo.  Go  you  before,  and  I  will  follow  you. 
lE.vit  Hastings. 
He  cannot  live,  I  hope  ;  and  must  not  die. 
Till  George  be  pack'd  with  posthorse  up  to 

heaven. 
I'll  in,  to  urge  his  hatred  more  to  Clarence, 
With  lies  well  steel'd  with  weighty  arguments ; 
And,  if  I  fail  not  in  my  deep  intent, 
Clarence  hath  not  another  day  to  live  : 
Which  done,   God  take  king  Edward  to  his 

mercj', 
And  leave  the  world  for  me  to  bustle  in .' 
For    then    I'll    marry    Warwick's   youngest 
daughter :  [ther  ? 

What  though  I  kill'd  her  husband  and  her  fa- 
The  readiest  way  to  make  the  wench  amend?, 
Is — to  become  her  husband,  and  her  father: 
The  which  will  I  ;  not  all  so  much  for  love. 
As  for  another  secret  close  intent. 
By  marrying  her,  which  I  must  reach  unto. 
But  yet  I  run  before  my  horse  to  market : 
■  Lorest  of  subjects.  1  Confined. 
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Clarence  still  breathes: 

and  reig^ns ; 
When  they   are  gone,  then  must  I  count  my 

gains.  \^Exit. 

SCENE— II.— The  same.— Aiiof her  Slreel. 


iAct  I. 


Glo.  Sweet  saint,  for  charity  be  not  so  curst. 
Anne.  Foul   devil,    for  God's  sake,  hence, 
and  trouble  us  not ; 
For  thou  hast  made  the  happy  earth  thy  hell, 
Fill'd  it    with    cursing   cries,    and  deep    ex- 
claims, 


^  ,  ....        ,^  ,,      r..  ,.     If  thou  delisht  to  view  thy  heinous  deeds, 

Enter  ike   corps  oj  lung  HB^ny   the Jixth,i^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 


borne  in  an  open  coffin,  Gentlemen  bearing 

halberls,  to  guard  it;  and  Lady  Anne  as 

mour7ier. 

Aline.  Set  down,  set  down  your  honourable 

load, — 
If  honour  may  be  shrouded  in  a  hearse, — 
Whilst  I  awhile  obsequiously*  lament 
The  untimely  fall  of  virtuous  Lancaster. — 
Poor  key-cold  figure  of  a  holy  king  ! 
Pale  ashes  of  the  house  of  Lancaster  ! 
Thou  broodless  remnant  of  that  royal  blood  ! 
Be  it  lawful  that  I  invocate  thy  ghost. 
To  hear  the  lamentations  of  poor  Anne, 
Wife  to  thy  Edward,  to  thy  slaughtcr'd  son, 
Stabb'd  by  the  self-same  hand  that  made  these 

wounds ! 
Lo,  in  these  windows,  that  let  forth  thy  life. 
I  pour  the  helpless  balm  of  my  poor  eyes  : — 
O,  cursed  be  the  hand  that  made  these  holes  ! 
Cursed  the  heart,  that  had  the  heart  to  do  it! 
Cursed  the   blood,  that   let   this  blood  from 

hence ! 
More  direful  hap  betide  that  hated  wretch. 
That  makes  us  wretched  by  the  death  of  thee, 
Than  I  can  wish  to  adders,  spiders,  toads. 
Or  any  creeping  venom'd  thing  that  lives  ! 
If  ever  he  have  child,  abortive  be  it. 
Prodigious,  and  untimely  brought  to  light, 
Whose  ugly  and  unnatural  aspect 
May  fright  the  hopeful  mother  at  the  view  ! 
And  that  be  heir  to  his  unhappiness  ! 
If  ever  he  have  wife,  let  her  be  made 
More  miserable  by  the  death  of  him,  [thee! — 
Than  I    am  made    by    my  young  lord,   and 
Come,  now,  toward  Chertsey  with  your  holy 

load, 
Taken  from  Paul's  to  be  interred  there  ; 
And.  still  as  you  are  weary  of  the  weight. 
Rest    you,    whiles  I    lament    king    Henry's 

corse. 
[The  Bearers  take  up  the  corpse,  and  advance. 

Enter  Gloster. 
Glo.  Stay  you,  that  bear  the  corse,  and  set 

it  down. 
Amie.   What  black  magician  conjures  up 
this  fiend, 
To  stop  devoted  charitable  deeds? 

Glo.  Villains,  set  down  the   corse  ;  or,  by 
Saint  Paul, 
I'll  make  a  corse  of  him  that  disobeys. 

1    Gent.   My  lord,  stand  back,  and  let  the 

coflSn  pass. 
Glo.  Unmanner'd  dog !  stand  thou  when  I 
command : 
Advance  thy  halbert  higher  than  my  breast, 
Or,  by  Saint  Paul,  I'll  strike  thee  to  my  foot. 
And  spurn  upon  thee,  beggar,  for  thy  boldness. 
[  The  bearer:,  set  doion  the  coffin. 
Anne.  What,  do  you  tremble  ?  are  you  all 
afraid? 
Alas,  I  blame  you  not :   for  you  are  mortal. 
And  mortal  eyes  cannot  endure  the  devil. — 
Avauut  thou  dreadful  minister  of  hell  I 
Thou  hadst  but  power  over  his  mortal  body, 
His  soul  thou  canst  not  have;  therefore,  be 
gone. 

'  Funeresl. 


of  thy  butcheries  : — 
O,  gentlemen,  see,  see  !  dead  Henry's  wounds 
Open    their    congeal'd     mouths,   and    bleed 

afresh ! — 
Blush,  blush,  thou  lump  of  foul  deformity ; 
For  'tis  thy  presence  that  exhales  this  blood 
From  cold  and  empty  veins,  where  no  blood 

dwells  ; 
Thy  deed,  inhuman  and  unnatural. 

Provokes  this  deluge  most  unnatural. 

O  God,  which  this  blood  madest,  revenge  his 

death ! 
O  earth,  which  this  blood  drink'st,  revenge  his 

death ! 
Either  heaven,  with  lightning  strike  the  mur- 
derer dead. 
Or  earth,  gape  open  wide,  and  eat  him  quick  ; 
As   thou   dost  swallow   up   this  good   king's 

blood, 
Which  his  hell-govern'd  arm  hath  butchered  ! 

Glo.  Lady,  you  know  no  rules  of  charity, 
Which  renders  good  for   bad,   blessings   for 
curses. 
Anne.  Villain,  thou  know'st  no  law  of  God 
nor  man ; 
No  beast  so  fierce,  but  knows   some  touch  of 
pity. 
Glo.  But  I  know  none,  and  therefore  am  no 

beast. 
Anne.   O  wonderful,   when  devils  tell  the 

truth  ! 
Glo.   More  wonderful,   when  angels  are  so 
angry.— 
Vouchsafe,  divine  perfection  of  a  woman. 
Of  these  supposed  evils,  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumstance,  but  to  acquit  myself. 

Anne.  Vouchsafe  difl'us'd  infection  of  a  man, 
For  these  known  evils,  but  to  give  me  leave. 
By  circumstance,  to  curse  thy  cursed  self. 
Glo.  Fairer  than  tongue  can  name  thee,  let 
me  have 
Some  patient  leisure  to  excuse  myself. 

Anne.  Fouler  than  heart  can  think  thee, 
thou  canst  make 
No  excuse  current,  but  to  hang  thyself. 

Glo.   By  such  despair,  I  should  accuse  my- 
self. 
Anne.  And,  by  despairing,  shaltthou  stand 
excus'd ; 
For  doing  worthy  vengeance  on  thyself. 
That  didst  unworthy  slaughter  upon  others. 
Glo.  Say,  that  I  slew  them  not? 
Anne.  Why  then,  they  are  not  dead  : 
But  dead  they   are,    and,  devilish  slave,  by 
thee 
Glo.   I  did  not  kill  your  husband. 
Anne.   Why,   then  he  is  alive. 
Glo.    Nay  he  is    dead ;  and  slain  by  Ed- 
ward's hand. 
Anne.  In  thy  soul's  throat  thou  liest ;  queen 
Margaret  saw 
Thy  murderous  faulchion  smoking  in  his  blood; 
The  which  thou  once  didst  bend  against  her 

breast. 
But  that  thy  brothers  beat  aside  the  point. 
Glo.    I    was    provok'd   by   her  sland'rous 
tongue,  [ders. 

That  laid  their  guilt  upon  my  guiltless  should 
*•  Example. 
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Anne.  Thou  wast  provoked  by  thy  bloody 
mind, 
That  never  dreamt  on  aught  but  butcheries  : 
Didst  thou  not  kill  this  king  ? 
Glo.  I  grant  ye. 

Anne.  Dost  grant  me,  hedge-hog?  then  God 
grant  me  too. 
Thou  may'st  be  damned  for  that  wicked  deed  ! 
O,  he  was  gentle,  mild,  and  virtuous. 

Glo.  The  fitter  for  the  King  of  heaven  that 

hath  him. 
Anne.  He  is  in  heaven,  where  thou  shalt 

never  come. 
Glo.  Let   him  thank  me,  that  holp  to  send 
him  thither; 
For  he  was  fitter  for  that  place,  than  earth. 
Anne.  And  tiiou  unfit  for  any  place  but  hell. 
Glo.  Yes,  one  place  else,  if  you  will  hear  me 

name  it. 
Anne.  Some  dungeon. 
Glo.  Your  bed-chamber. 
Anrie.  Ill   rest  betide  the   chamber  where 

thou  liest! 
Glo.  So  will  it,  madam,  till  I  lie  with  you. 
Anne.  I  hope  so. 

Glo.  I  know  so. — But,  gentle  lady  Anne, — 
To  leave  this  keen  encounter  of  our  wits, 
And  fall  somewhat  into  a  slower  method  ; — 
Is  not  the  causer  of  the  timeless  deaths 
Of  these  Plantagenets,  Henry,  and  Edward, 
As  blameful  as  the  executioner  ? 

Anne.  Thou  wast  the  cause,  and  most   ac- 

curs'd  efiect. 
Glo.  Your  beauty  was  the  cause  of  that  effect; 
Your  beauty,  which  did  haunt  me  in  my  sleep, 
To  undertake  the  death  of  all  the  world. 
So  I  might  live  one  hour  in  your  sweet  bosom. 
Anne.  If  I  thought  that,  I  tell  thee,  homicide. 
These  nails  should  rend  that  beauty  from  my 
cheeks. 
Gto.  These  eyes  would  not  endure  that  beau- 
ty's wreck, 
You  should  not  blemish  it,  if  I  stood  by : 
As  all  the  world  is  cheered  by  the  sun, 
So  I  by  that ;  it  is  my  day,  my  life. 

Anne.  Black  night  o'ershade  thy  day,  and 

death  thy  life  I 
Glo.  Curse  not  thyself,  fair  creature  ;  thou 

art  both! 
Anne.  I  would  I  were,  to  be  reveng'd  on  thee. 
Glo.  It  is  a  quarrel  most  unnatural. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  loveth  thee. 

Anne.  It  is  a  quarrel  just  and  reasonable. 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him  that  kill'd  my  husband. 
Glo.  He  that  bereft  thee,  lady,  of  thy  hus- 
band. 
Did  it  to  help  thee  to  a  better  husband. 

Anne.  His  better  doth  not  breathe  upon  the 

earth. 
Glo.  He  lives,  that  loves  you  better  than  he 

could. 
Anne.  Name  him. 
Glo.  Plantagenet. 
Anne.  Why,   that  was  he. 
Glo.  The  self-same  name,  but  one  of  better 

nature. 
Anne.  Where  is  he  ? 
Glo.  Here:  [She  spits  at  Aim.]  Why  dost 

thou  spit  at  me  ? 
Anne.  'Would  it  were  mortal  poison,    for 

thy  sake  ! 

Glo.  Never  came  poison  from  so  sweet  a  I 

-    place.  I 

Anne.  Never  hung  poison  on  a  fouler  toad. 

Out  of  my  sight !  thou  dost  infect  mine  eyes.     I 

Vol.  II. 


Glo.  Thine  eyes,  sweet  lady,  have  infected 
'  mine. 

Anne.  'Would  they  were  basilisks,  to  strike 
j  thee  dead  ! 

I      Glo.  I  would  they  were,  that  I  might  die  at 
j  once ; 

I  For  now  they  kill  me  with  a  living  death. 

Those  eyes  of  thine  from  mine  have  drawn 
1  salt  tears,  [drops: 

1  Sham'd  their  aspects  with  store  of  childish 

These  eyes,   which    never  shed   remorseful* 
tear — 

Not,  when  my  father  York  and  Edward  wept, 

To  hear  the  piteous  moan  that  Rutland  made. 

When  black-fac'd  Clifibrd  shook  his  sword  at 

him : 
!  Nor  when  thy  warlike  father,  like  a  child, 
j  Told  the  sad  story  of  my  father's  death ; 

And  twenty  times  made  pause,  to  sob,  and 
I  weep, 

1  That  all  the  standers-by  had  wet  their  cheeks, 
}  Like  trees  bedash'd  with  rain  :  in  that  sad  time, 
I  My  manly  eyes  did  scorn  an  humble  tear ; 
I  And  what  these  sorrows  could  not  thence  ex- 
I  hale,  [weeping. 

I  Thy  beauty  hath,   and  made  them  blind  with 
j  I  never  su'd  to  friend,  nor  enemy  ;        [word ; 

My  tongue  could  never  learn  sweet  soothing 
I  But  now  thy  beauty  is  propos'd  my  fee, 
.  My  proud  heart  sues,  and  prompts  my  tongue 
I  to  speak.     \^She  looks  scornfully  at  him. 

I  Teach  not  thy  lip  such  scorn  ;  for  it  was  made 
I  For  kissing,  lady,  not  for  such  contempt. 
'  If  thy  revengeful  heart  cannot  forgive, 
[  Lo !  here  I  lend  thee  this  sharp-pointed  sword  : 

I  Which  if  thoupleasetohidein  this  true  breast, 
And  let  the  soul  forth  that  adoreth  thee, 

I I  lay  it  naked  to  the  deadly  stroke. 

And  humbly  beg  the  death  upon  my  knee. 
[He  lays  his  breast  open;   she  offers  at  it  with 

his  sword. 
Nay,  do  not  pause ;  for  I  did  kill  king  Henry  ;- 
But  'twas  thy  beauty  that  provok'd  me. 
Nay,  now  despatch ;  'twas  I  that  stabb'dyoung 
Edward ; — 

[  She  again  offers  at  his  breast. 
But  'twas  thy  heavenly  face  that  set  me  on. 

\_She  lets  fall  the  sivord. 
Take  up  the  sword  again,  or  take  up  me. 

Anne.  Arise,  dissembler :  though  I  wish  thy 
I  will  not  be  thy  executioner.  [death, 

Glo.  Then  bid  me  kill  myself,  and  I  will  do  it. 

Anne.   I  have  already. 

Glo.   That  was  in  thy  rage  : 
Speak  it  again,  and,  even  with  the  word, 
This  hand,  which,  for  thy  love,  did  kill  thy 

love. 
Shall,  for  thy  love,  kill  a  far  truer  love  ; 
To  both  their  deaths  shalt  thou  be  accessary. 

Anne.  I  would,  I  knew  thy  heart. 

Glo.  'Tis  figur'd  in  my  tongue. 

Anne.  I  fear  me,  both  are  false. 

Glo.   Then  man  was  never  true. 

Anne.  Well,  well,  put  up  your  sword. 

Glo.   Say  then,  my  peace  is  made. 

Anne.  That  shall  you  know  hereafter. 

Glo.  But  shall  I  live  in  Rope  ? 

Anne.  All  men,  I  hope,  live  so. 

Glo.    Vouchsafe  to  wear  this  ring. 

Anne.  To  take,  is  not  to  give. 

\_Sheputs  on  the  ring. 

Glo.   Look,  how  this  ring  encompasseth  thy 
finger. 
Even  so  thy  breast  encloseth  my  poor  heart  j 

*  Pitiful. 
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Wear  both  of  them,  for  both  of  them  are  thine. 
And  if  thy  poor  devoted  servant  may 
But  beg  one  favour  at  thy  gracious  hand, 
Thou  dost  confirm  his  happiness  for  ever. 

A7me.  What  is  it  ? 

Glo.  That  it  may  please  you  leave  those  sad 
designs 
To  him  that  hath  more  cause  to  be  a  mourner. 
And  presently  repair  to  Crosby-place  ;* 
Where — after  I  have  solemnly  interr'd. 
At  Chertsey  monast'ry,  this  noble  king. 
And  wet  his  grave  with  my  repentant  tears, — 
f  will  with  all  expedient  duty  see  you  : 
For  divers  unknown  reasons,  I  beseech  you. 
Grant  me  this  boon. 

Anne.  With  all  mj'^  heart ;  and  much  it  joys 
me  too, 
'i'o  see  you  are  become  so  penitent. — 
Tressel,  and  Berkeley,  go  along  with  me. 

Glo.  Bid  me  farewell. 

Anne.  'Tis  more  than  you  deserve: 
But,  since  you  teach  me  how  to  flatter  you, 
Imagine  I  have  said  farewell  already. 

[_Exeu7it  Lady  Anne,  Tressel,  and 
Berkley. 

Glo.  Take  up  the  corse.  Sirs. 

Gent.  Towards  Chertsey,  noble  lord  ? 

Glo.  No,  to  White-Friars  ;  there  attend  my 
coming. 

{_Exeunt  the  rest,  with  the  corse. 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  woo'd  ? 
Was  ever  woman  in  this  humour  won  ? 
ril  have  her, — but  I  will  not  keep  her  long. 
What !   I,  that  kill'd   her  husband,    and   his 

father. 
To  take  her  in  her  heart's  extremest  hate  ; 
With  curses  in  her  mouth,  tears  in  her  eyes, 
The  bleeding  witness  of  her  hatred  by  ; 
With  God,   her   conscience,   and  these   bars 

against  me. 
And  I  no  friends  to  back  my  suit  withal, 
But  the  plain  devil,  and  dissembling  looks, 
Aiid  yet  to  win  her, — all  the  world  to  nothin 
Ha! 

Hath  she  forgot  already  that  brave  prince, 
Edward,  her  lord,  whom  I  some  three  months 

since, 
Stabb'd  in  my  angry  mood  at  Tewksbury  ? 
A  sweeter  and  a  lovelier  gentleman, — 
Fram'd  in  tlie  prodigality  of  nature, 
Young,  valiant,  wise,    and,   no   doubt,  right 

royal, — 
The  spacious  world  cannot  again  afford : 
And  will  she  yet  abase  her  eyes  on  me, 
That  cropp'd  the  golden  prime  of  this  sweet 

prince. 
And  made  her  widow  to  a  woeful  bed  ? 
On  me,  whose  all  not  equals  Edward's  moiety  ? 
On  me,  that  halt,  and  am  misshapen  thus  ? 
My  dukedom  to  a  beggarly  denier,t 
I  do  mistake  my  person  all  this  while  : 
Upon  my  life,  she  finds,  altliough  I  cannot, 
Myself  to  be  a  marvellous  proper  man. 
I'll  be  at  charges  for  a  looking-glass  ; 
And  entertain  a  score  or  two  of  tailors, 
To  study  fashions  to  adorn  my  body  : 
Since  I  am  crept  in  favour  with  myself, 
I  will  maintain  it  with  some  little  cost. 
But,  first,  I'll  turn  yon  fellow  in  his  grave  ; 
And  then  return  lamenting  to  my  love. — 
Shine  out,  fair  sun,  till  I  have  bought  a  glass. 
That  I  may  see  my  shadow  as  I  pass.      [  J5xj7. 

*  In  Biihopsgate-atrect 
T  A  SBnall  Krench  coin. 


SCENE  III. — Tlie  same. — A  Room  in  the 
Palace. 
Enter  Queen  Elizabeth,  Lord  Rivers,  and 
Lord  Gret. 
Riv.  Have   patience,    madam;    there's  no 
doubt  his  majesty 
Will  soon  recover  his  accustom'd  health. 

Grey.  In  that  you  brook  it  ill,  it  makes  him 

worse:  [for*'> 

Therefore,  for  God's  sake,  entertain  good  com- 

And   cheer  his  grace  with  quick  and  merry 

words. 

Q.  Ells.  If  he  were  dead,  what  would  betide 

of  me  ? 
Grey.  No  other  harm,  but  loss  of  such  a  lord- 
Q.  Elis.  The  loss  of  such  a  lord  includes  all 

harms. 
Grey.  The  heavens  have  bless'd  you  with  a 
goodly  son. 
To  be  your  comforter,  when  he  is  gone. 

Q.  Elis.  Ah,  he  is  young;  and  his  minority- 
Is  put  into  the  trust  of  Richard  Gloster, 
A  man  that  loves  not  me,  nor  none  of  you. 
Riv.  Is  it  concluded,  he  shall  be  protector? 
Q.  Elis.  It  Is  determin'd,  not  concluded  yet: 
But  so  it  must  be,  if  the  king  miscarry. 
Enter  Buckingham  and  Stanley. 
Grey.  Heie  comes  the  lords  of  Buckingham 

and  Stanley. 
Buck.  Good  time  of  day  unto  your  royal 

grace ! 
Stan.  God  make  your  majesty  joyful  as  you 

have  been ! 
Q.  Elis.  The  countess  Richmond,  good  my 
lord  of  Stanley. 
To  your  good  prayer  will  scarcely  say — amen . 
Yet,  Stanley,  notwithstanding  she's  your  wife. 
And  loves  not  me,  be  3'ou,  good  lord,  assur'd, 
I  hate  not  you  for  her  proud  arrogance. 

Stall.  I  do  beseech  you,  either  not  believe 
The  envious  slanders  of  her  false  accusers; 
Or,  if  she  be  accus'd  on  true  report. 
Bear  with  her  weakness,  which,  I  think,  pro- 
ceeds [malice- 
From  wayward  sickness,  and  no  grounded 
Q.  Elis.  Saw  you  the  king  to-day,  my  lord 

of  Stanley? 
Sta7i.  But  now,  the  duke  of  Buckingham, 
Are  come  from  visiting  his  majesty.      [and  I, 
Q.  Elis.  What  likelihood  of  his  amendment. 

lords  ? 
Buck.  Madam,  good  hope:  his  grace  speaks 

cheerfully. 
Q.  Elis.  God  grant  him  health  !  Did  you 

confer  with  him  ? 
Buck.  Ay,  madam:  he  desires  to  make  atone- 
ment 
Between  the  duke  of  Gloster  and  your  brothers. 
And  between  them  and  my  lord  chamberlain  ; 
And  sent  to  warn*  them  to  his  presence. 

Q.  Elis.  Would  all  were  well ! — But  that 
will  never  be  ; — 
I  fear,  our  happiness  is  at  the  height. 

Eji/er  Gloster,  Hastings,  a7id  Dorset. 
Glo.   They  do  me  wrong,  and  I  will  not  en- 
dure it : — 
Who  are  they,  that  complain  unto  the  king, 
That  I,  forsooth,  am  stern,  and  love  them  not  T 
By  holy  Paul,  they  love  his  grace  but  lightly. 
That  fill  his  ear  with  such  dissentious  rumours. 
Because  I  cannot  flatter,  and  speak  fair. 
Smile  in  men's  faces,  smooth,  deceive,  and  cog, 
'  Simimbn. 


Sfe?(e  ///.] 

Duck  with  French  nods  and  apish  courtesy, 
I  must  be  hel(j|  a  rancorous  enemy . 
Cannot  a  plain  man  live,  and  think  no  harm, 
But  thus  his  simple  truth  must  be  abus'd 
By  silken,  sly,  insinuating  Jacks  ? 

Grey.  To  whom  in  all  this  presence  speaks 

your  grace  ! 
Glo.  To  thee,  that  hast  nor  honesty,  nor 
grace.  [wrong  ? — 

When  have  I  injur'd  thee?  when  done  thee 
Or  thee  ? — or  thee  ? — or  any  of  your  faction  ? 
A  plague  upon  you  all  ?  His  royal  grace, — 
Whom  God  preserve  better  than  you  would 

wish  ! — 
Cannot  be  quiet  scarce  a  breathing-while, 
But  you  most  trouble  liim  with  lewd*  com- 
plaints. 
Q.  Eliz.  Brother  of  Gloster,  you  mistake  tlic 
matter : 
The  king,  of  his  own  royal  disposition, 
And  not  provok'd  by  any  suitor  else ; 
Aiming,  belike,  at  your  interior  hatred. 
That  in  your  outward  action  shows  itself, 
Against  my  children,  brothers,  and  myself, 
Makes   him  to   send ;    that   thereby  he   may 

gather 
The  ground  of  your  ill-will,  and  so  remove  it. 
Glo.  I  cannot  tell ; — The  world  is  grown  so 
bad. 
That  wrens  may  prey  where  eagles  dare  not 

perch : 
Since  every  Jackt  became  a  gentleman. 
There's  many  a  gentle  person  made  a  Jack. 
Q.  Eliz.  Come,  come,  we  know  your  mean- 
ing, brother  Gloster ; 
You  envy  my  advancement,  and  my  friends  ; 
tjrod  grant,  we  never  may  have  need  of  you  ! 
Glo.  Meantime,  God  grants  that  we  have 
need  of  you : 
Our  brother  is  iraprison'd  by  your  means. 
Myself  disgrac'd,  and  the  nobilityj 
Held  in  contempt ;  while  great  promotions 
Are  daily  given,  to  ennoble  those 
That  scarce,  some  two  days  since,  were  worth 
a  noble. t 
Q.  Eliz.  By  Him,  that  rais'd  me  to  this  care- 
ful height 
From  that  contented  hap  which  I  enjoy'd, 
I  never  did  incense  his  majesty 
Against  the  duke  of  Clarence,  but  have  been 
An  earnest  advocate  to  plead  for  him. 
My  lord,  you  do  me  shameful  injury, 
Falsely  to  draw  me  in  these  vile  suspects. 
Glo.  You  may  deny  that  you  were  not  the 
cause 
Of  my  lord  Hastings'  late  imprisonment. 

Riv.  She  maj^,  my  lord  ;  for 

Glo.   She  may,   lord  Rivers? — Why,   who 
knows  not  so  ? 
She  may  do  more.  Sir,  than  denying  that : 
She  may  help  you  to  many  fair  preferments  ; 
And  then  deny  heralding  hand  therein. 
And  lay  those  honours  on  your  high  desert. 
What  may  she  not?  She  may, — ay,  marry  may 
she, — 
Riv.  What,  marry,  may  she  ? 
Glo.   What,  marry,  may  she  ?  marry  with  a 
A  bachelor,  a  handsome  strippling  too  :  [king, 
I  wis,\S  yourgrandam  had  a  worser  match. 
Q.  Mliz.  My  lord  of  Gloster,  I  have  too  long 
borne  [scoiTs : 

Your    blunt    upbraidings,    and    your    bitter 
By  heaven,  I  will  acquaint  his  majesty. 
Of  those  gross  taunts  I  often  have  endur'd. 

■'Rude,  ignoiant.  j 

.  t  Low  fellow.     X  ^  coin  rated  at  6s   8d.     §  Tliink. 
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I  had  rather  be  a  country  servant-maid. 
Than  a  great  queen,  with  this  condition — 
To  be  so  baited,  scorn'd,  and  stormed  at : 
Small  joy  have  I  in  being  England's  queen. 

Elder  Queen  Margaret,  behind. 

Q.  Mar.  And  lessen'd  be  that  small,  God,  I 
beseech  thee ! 
Thy  honour,  state,  and  seat,  is  due  to  me. 
Glo.  What?   Threat  vou  me  with  telling  of 
the  king  ?  "  [said 

Tell   him,  and  spare  not :  look,  what  1  jiave 
I  will  avouch,  in  presence  of  the  king: 
1  dare  adventure  to  be  sent  to  the  Tower. 
'Tis  time  to  speak,  my  pains*  arc  quite  forgot. 
Q.  Mar.  Out,  devil !  I  remember  tliem  too 
well : 
Thou  kill'dsf  my  husband  Henry  in  the  Tower, 
And  Edward,  my  poor  son,  at  Tcwksbury. 
Glo.  Ere  you  viere  queen,  ay,  or  your  hus- 
band king, 
I  was  a  pack-horse  in  his  great  affairs  ; 
A  weeder-out  of  his  proud  adversaries, 
A  liberal  rewarder  of  his  friends  ; 
To  royalizet  his  blood,  1  spilt  my  own. 

Q.  3Iar.  Ay,  and  mucli  better  blood  than 

his  or  thine. 
Glo.  In  all  which  time,  joii,  and  your  luis- 
band  Grey, 
Were  factious  for  the  house  of  Lancaster  ; — 
And,   Rivers,  so  were  you : — Was  not   your 

husband 
In  Margaret's  battle  at  Saint  Albans  slain  ? 
Let  me  put  in  your  minds,  if  you  forget,  [are  : 
What  you  have  been  ere  now,  and  what  you 
Withal,  what  I  have  been,  and  what  I  am. 
Q.  Mar.   A  murd'rous  villain,   and  so  still 

thou  art. 
Glo.  Poor  Clarence  did  forsake  his  father 
Warwick, 
Ay,  and  forswore  himself, — Which  Jesu  par- 
don ! — 
Q.  Mar.  Which  God  revenge ! 
Glo.  To  fight  on  Edward's  party,   for  the 
crown  ;  [up : 

And,  for  his  meed,t   poor  lord,  iie  is  mew'd^S 
I  would  to  God,  my  heart  were  flint  like  Ed- 
ward's, 
Or  Edward's  soft  and  pitiful  like  mine  ; 
1  am  too  childish-foolish  for  this  world. 

Q.  Mar.  Hie  thee   to  hell   for  shame,   and 
leave  this  woi'ld. 
Thou  cacodoemon  ?||  there  thy  kingdom  is. 

Rii\  My  lord  of  Gloster,  in  those  busy  days, 
Which  ere  you  urge,  to  prove  us  enemies. 
We  foUow'd  then  our  lord,  our  lawful  king  ; 
So  should  we  you,  if  you  sliould  be  our  king. 
Glo.  If  I  should   be? — I   had   rather  be  a 
pedlar  ; 
Far  be  it  from  my  heart,  the  thought  thereof! 
Q.  Eliz.  As  little  joy,  my  lord,  as  you  sup- 
pose, [king; 
You   should  enjoy,  were  you  this   country's 
As  little  joy  you  may  suppose  in  me, 
That  I  enjoy,  being  the  queen  tliereof. 

Q.  Mar.  A  little  joy  enjoys  the  queen  there- 
of; 
For  I  am  she,  and  altogether  joyless, 
lean  no  longer holdmepatient. —  [^Advancing. 
Hear  me,  you  wrangling  pirates,  that  fall  out 
In  sharing  that  which  you  have  pill'dH  from 

me : 
Which  of  you  trembles  not,  tliat  looks  on  me  ? 


*  Lahoiirs. 
^S  CoBtinod. 
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If  not,  that,  I  being  queen,  you  bow  like  sub- 
jects ; 
Yet  that,  by  you  depos'd,  you  quake  like  re- 
bels ?— 
Ah,  gentle  villain,  do  not  turn  away  ! 

Glo.  Foul  wrinkled  witch,  what  mak'st  thou 

in  my  sight  ? 
Q.  Mar.  But  repetition  of  what  thou  hast 
marr'd ; 
That  will  I  make,  before  I  let  thee  go. 

Glo.  Wert   thou  not  banished  on   pain  of 

death  ? 
Q.  Mar.  J  was  ;  but  I  do  find  more  pain  in 
banishment. 
Than  death  can  yield  me  here  by  my  abode. 
A  husband,  and  a  son,  thou  ow'st  to  me, — 
And  thou,  a  kingdom ; — all  of  you,  allegiance ; 
This  sorrow  that  1  liave,  by  right  is  yours  ; 
And  all  the  pleasures  you  usurp,  are  mine. 
Glo.    The   curse  my  noble  father   laid  on 
thee, —  [paper. 

When  thou  didst  crown  his  warlike  brows  with 
And  with  thy  scorns  drew'st  rivers  from  his 

eyes ; 
And  then,  to  dry  them,  gav'st  the  duke  a  clout, 
Steep'd   in  the  faultless  blood  of  pretty  Rut- 
land ; — 
His  curses,  then  from  bitterness  of  soul 
Denounc'd  against  thee,  are  all  fall'n  upon  thee; 
And  God,  not   we,  hath  plagu'd  thy  bloody 
deed. 
Q.  Eliz.  So  just  is  God,  to  right  the  innocent. 
Hast.  O,  'twas  the  foulest  deed  to  slay  that 
babe. 
And  the  most  merciless,  that  e'er  was  heard  of. 
Riv.  Tyrants  themselves  wept  when  it  was 

reported. 
Dors.  No  man  but  prophesied  revenge  for  it. 
Buck.  Northumberland,  then  present,  wept 

to  see  it. 
Q.  Mar.   What  I  were  you  snarling  all,  be- 
fore I  came. 
Ready  to  catch  each  other  by  the  throat, 
And  turn  you  all  your  hatred  now  on  me  ? 
Did  York's  dread  curse  prevail  so  much  with 

heaven, 
That  Henry ' s  death,  my  lovely  Edward's  death , 
Their  kingdom's  loss,  my  woeful  banishment. 
Could  all  but  answer  for  that  peevish  brat  ? 
Can  curses  pierce  the  clouds,  and  enter  hea- 
ven ? — 
Why,  then  give  way,  dull  clouds,  to  my  quick 

curses  ? — 
Though  not  by  war,  by  surfeit  die  your  king. 
As  ours  by  murder,  to  meike  him  a  king  ! 
Edward,  thy  son,  that  now  is  prince  of  Wales, 
For  Edward,   my    son,    that  was  'prince   of 

Wales, 
Die  in  his  youth,  by  like  untimely  violence  ! 
Thyself  a  queen,  for  me  that  was  a  queen. 
Outlive  tliy  glory,  like  my  wretched  self! 
Long  may'st  thou  live,  to  wail  thy  children's 
And  see  another,  as  I  see  thee  now,  [loss  ; 

Deck'd  in   thy   riglits,    as  thou  art  stall'd  in 

mine  I 
Long  die  thy  happy  days  before  thy  death  ; 
And,  after  many  lengthen'd  hours  of  grief, 
Die  neither  mother,  wife  nor  England's  queen  I 
Rivers, — and  Dorset, — you  were  standers  by,- 
And  so  was  thou,  lord  Hastings, — when   my 
son  [him. 

Was  stabb'd  with  bloody  daggers;  God,  I  pray 
That  none  of  you  may  live  your  natural  age. 
But  by  some  unlook'd  accident  cut  off! 

Glo.  Have  done  thy  charm,  thou  hateful 
wither'd  hag. 


Q.  Mar.  And  leave  out  thee  ?  stay,  dog,  for 
thou  shalt  hear  me. 
If  heaven  have  any  grievous  plague  in  store, 
Exceeding  those  that  I  can  wish  upon  thee, 
O,  let  them  keep  it,  till  thy  sins  be  ripe. 
And  then  hurl  down  their  indignation 
On  thee,  the  troublerof  thepoor  world's  peace! 
The  worm  of  conscience  still  begnaw  thy  soul ! 

[liv'st. 
Thy   friends  suspect    for  traitors  while   thou 
And  take  deep  traitors  for  thy  dearest  friends  ! 
No  sleep  close  up  that  deadly  eye  of  thine, 
Unless  it  be  while  some  tormenting  dream 
Affrights  thee  with  a  hell  of  ugly  devils  ! 
Thou  elvish-mark'd,  abortive,  rooting  hog  ! 
Thou  that  was  seal'd  in  thy  nativity 
The  slave  of  nature,  and  the  son  of  hell ! 
Thou  slander  of  thy  mother's  heavy  womb ! 
Thou  loathed  issue  of  thy  fathers'  loins! 
Thou  rag  of  honour  !  thou  detested—— 
Glo.  Margaret. 
Q.  Mar.  Richard  ! 
Glo.  Ha? 

Q.  Mar.  I  call  thee  not. 
Glo.  I  cry  thee  mercy  then  ;  for  1  did  think, 
That   thou  hadst  call'd    me^  all  these    bitter 
names. 
Q.  Mar.  Why,  so  I  did  ;  but  look'd  for  no 
reply. 
0,  let  me  make  the  period  to  my  curse. 

Glo.  'Tis  done  by  me  ;  and  ends  in — Marga- 
ret. 
Q.  Eliz,  Thus  have  you  breath'dyour  curse 

against  yourself. 
Q    Mar.   Poor  painted  queen,  vain  flourish 
of  my  fortune  !  [der,* 

Why  strew'st  thou  sugar'  on  that  bottled  spi- 
Whose  deadly  web  ensnareth  thee  about  ? 
Fool,  fool !  thou  whet'st  a  knife  to  kill  thyself. 
The  day  will  come,  that  thou  shalt  wish  forme 
To  help  thee  curse  this  pois'nous  bunch-back'd 
toad. 
Hast.  False-boding  woman,  end  thy  frantic 
curse ; 
Lest,  to  thy  harm,  thou  move  our  patience. 
Q.  Mar.  Foul  shame  upon  you!  you  have  all 

mov'd  mine. 
Riv.  Were  you  well  serv'd,  you  would  be 

taught  your  duty. 
Q.  Mar,  To  serve  me  well,  you  all  should 
do  me  duty,  [jects : 

Teach  me  to  be  your  queen,  and  you  my  sub- 
O,  serve  me  well,  and  teach  yourselves  that 
duty. 
Dor.  Dispute  not  with  her,  she  is  lunatic. 
Q.  Mar.  Peace,  master  marquis,  you    are 
malapert:  [rent:t 

Your  fire-new  stamp  of  honour  is  scarce  cur- 
O,  that  your  young  nobility  could  judge, 
What  'twere  to  lose  it,  and  be  miserable  ! 
They    that    stand  high,  have  many  blast  to 

shake  them ; 
And,  ifthey  fall,  they  dash  themselves  to  pieces. 
Glo.  Good  counsel,  marry ; — learn  it,  learn 

it  marquis. 
Dor.  It  touches  you,  my  lord,  as  much  as 

me. 
Glo.    Ay,  and  much  more :   But  I  was  born 
so  high, 
Our  aieryt  buildeth  in  the  cedar's  top. 
And  dallies  with  the  wind,  and  scorns  the  sun. 
Q.  Mar.  And  turns  the  sun  to  shade; — alsts 
alas! 
Witness  my  son,  now  in  the  shade  of  death ; 

*  Alluding  to  Gloster's  form  and  venom. 

t  He  was  jnst  created  marquis  of  Dorset.  J  Nest. 
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Whose  bright  out-shining  beams  thy  cloudy 
Hath  in  eternal  darkness  folded  up,      [wrath 
Your  aiery  buildcth  in  our  aiery's  nest : — 
O  God,  that  see'st  it,  do  not  suffer  it ; 
As  it  was  won  with  blood,  lost  be  it  so ! 
Buck.  Peace,  peace,   for  shame,  if  not  for 
charity. 


Glo.  I  do  thee  wrong,  and  first  begin  to  brawl. 
The  secret  mischiefs  that  I  set  abroach, 
I  lay  unto  the  grievous  charge  of  otliers. 
Clarence, — whomjl,  indeed,  have  laidindark- 
I  do  beweep  to  many  simple  gulls  ;  [ness, — 
Namely,  to  Stanley,  Hastings,  Buckingham; 
And  tell  them — 'tis  the  queen  and  lier  allies. 


Q.  Mar.  Urge  neither  charity  nor  shame  to  ,  That  stir  the  king  against  the  duke  my  brother. 
Uncharitably  with  me  have  you  dealt,      [me  ;  j  Now  they  believe  it ;  and  withal  whet  me 
Andshamefully  byyoumyhopesarebutcher'd.    To  be  reveng'don  Rivers,  Vaughan,  Grey  : 


My  charity  is  outrage,  life  my  shame, — 


But  then  I  sigh,  and,  with  a  piece  of  scripture, 


And  in  my  shame  still  live  my  sorrow's  rage  !    i  Tell  them — that  God  bids  us  do  good  for  evil : 


Buck.  Have  done,  have  done 

Q.  Mar.  O  princely  Buckingliam,  I  kiss  thy 
hand, 
In  sign  of  league  and  amity  with  thee  : 
Now  fair  befall  thee,  and  thy  noble  house  ! 
Thy  garments  are  not  spotted  with  our  blood, 
Nor  thou  within  the  compass  of  my  curse. 

Buck.  Nor  no  one  here;  for  curses  never  pass 
The  lips  of  those  that  breathe  them  in  the  air. 

Q.  Mar.  I'll  not  believe  but  they  ascend  the 
sky, 
And  there  awake  God's  gentle-sleeping  peace. 

0  Buckingham,  beware  of  yonder  dog ; 
Look,  when  he  fawns,  he  bites !  and,  when  he 

bites, 
His  venom  tooth  will  rankle  to  the  death : 
Have  not  to  do  with  him,  beware  of  him  ; 
Sin,  death,   and  hell   have  set  their  marks  on 
And  all  their  ministers  attend  on  him.    [him  ; 
Glo.  What  doth  she  say,  my  lord  of  Buck- 
ingham ? 
Buck.  Nothing  that  I  respect,  my  gracious 

lord. 
Q.  Mar.  What,  dost  thou  scorn  me  for  my 
gentle  counsel  ? 
And  sooth  the  devil  that  I  warn  thee  from  ? 
O,  but  remember  this  another  day, 
When  he  shall  split  thy  very  heart  with  sorrow? 
And  say,  poor  Margaret  was  a  prophetess. — 
Live  each  of  you  the  subjects  to  his  hate. 
And  he  to  yours,  and  all  of  you  to  God's  ! 

\_Exit. 
Hast.    My  hair  doth  stand  on  end  to  hear 

her  curses. 
Riv.  And  so  doth  mine  ;  I  muse,*  why  she's 

at  liberty. 
Glo.  I  cannot  blame  her,  by  God's  holy  mo- 
ther ; 
She  hath  had  too  much  wrong,  and  I  repent 
My  part  thereof ;  that  I  have  done  to  her. 
Q.   Elis.  I  never  did  her  any,  to  my  know- 
ledge. 
Glo.  Yet  you  have  all  the  vantaget  of  her 

1  was  too  hot  to  do  somebody  good,     [wrong. 
That  is  too  cold  in  thinking  of  it  now. 
Marry,  as  for  Clarence,  he  is  well  repaid  ; 
He  is  frank'dt  up  to  fatting  for  his  pains  ; —    " 
God  pardon  them  that  are  the  cause  thereof! 

Riv.    A  virtuous  and  a  Christian-like  con- 
clusion. 
To  pray  for  them  that  hath  done  scath§  to  us. 

Glo.  So  do  I  ever,  being  well  advis'd ; — 
For  had  I  curs'd  now,  I  had  curs'd  myself 

Aside. 

Enter  Catesby. 

Cates.  Madam,   his  majesty  doth  call  for 

you,— 

And  for  your  grace, — and  you,  my  noblelords. 

Q.  Elis.  Catesby,  I  come  ; — Lords  will  you 

go  with  me  ? 
Riv.   Madam,   we  will  attend    upon  your 
grace.  JiExeunt  all  but  Gloster. 

*  Wonder.  t  Advantage. 

t  Put  in  a  stye.  §  Harm. 


And  thus  I  clothe  my  naked  villainy 

With  old  odd  ends,  stol'n  forth  of  holy  writ : 

And  seem  a  saint,  when  most  I  play  the  devil. 

Enter  two  Murukrers. 
But  soft,  here  come  my  executioners. — 
How  now,  my  hardy,  stout  resolved  mates  ? 
Are  you  now  going  to  despatch  this  thing  ? 

1  Murd.  We  are.  my  lord;  and  cometo  have 
the  warrant. 
That  we  may  be  admitted  where  he  is. 

Glo.  Well  thought  upon,  1  have  it  hereabout 
me  :  [  Gives  the  Warrant. 

When  you  have  done,  repair  to  Crosby-place. 
But,  Sirs,  be  sudden  in  the  execution. 
Withal  obdurate,  do  not  hear  him  plead  ; 
For  Clarence  is  well  spoken,  and,  perhaps. 
May  moveyour  hearts  to  pity,  if  you  mark  him. 

1  Murd.   Tut,   tut,    my   lord,    we   will   not 
stand  to  prate, 
Talkers  are  no  good  doers ;  be  assur'd. 
We  go  to  use  our  hands,  and  not  our  tongues. 

Glo.    Your    eyes    drop   mill-stones,    when 
fools'  eyes  drop  tears  : 
I  like  you,  lads ; — about  your  business  straight ; 
Go,  go,  despatch. 

1  Murd.  We  will,  my  noble  lord.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.— A  Room  in  the 
Tower. 
Enter  Clarence  aiid  BRAKENBURy. 
Brak.  Why  looks  your  grace  so  heavily  to- 
day ? 
Clar.  O.  I  have  pass'd  a  miserable  night, 
So  full  of  fearful  dreams,  of  ugly  sights, 
That,  as  I  am  a  Christian  faithful  man, 
I  would  not  spend  another  such  a  night, 
Though  'twere  to  buy  a  world  of  happy  days; 
So  full  of  dismal  terror  was  the  time. 

Brak.  What  was  your  dream,  my  lord  ?  I 

pray  you,  tell  me. 
Clar.  Methought,   that  I   had  broken  from 
the  Tower, 
And  was  embark'd  to  cross  to  Burgundy  ; 
And,  in  my  company,  my  brother  Gloster : 
Who  from  my  cabin  tempted  me  to  walk 
Upon  the  hatches ;  thence  we  look'd  toward 

England, 
And  cited  up  a  thousand  heavy  times. 
During  the  wars  of  York  and  Lancaster 
That  had  befall'n  us.     As  we  pac'd  along 
Upon  the  giddy  footing  of  the  hatches, 
Methought,   that  Gloster  stumbled ;   and,  in 

falling. 
Struck  me,  that  thought  to  stay  him,  over-board 
Into  the  tumbling  billows  of  the  main. 
O  Lord  !  methought,    what    pain    it  was  to 

drown  ! 
What  dreadful  noise  of  water  in  mine  ears ! 
What  sights  of  ugly  death  within  mine  eyes  ! 
Methought,  I  saw  a  thousand  fearful  wrecks  ; 
A  thousand  men  that  fishes  gnaw'd  upon  ; 
Wedges  of  gold,  great  anchors,  heaps  of  pearl, 
Inestimable  stones,  unvalued  jewels. 
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All  scatter'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  sea.      [holes 
Some  lay  in  dead  men's  skulls  ;  and,  in  those 
Where  eyes  did  once  inhabit,  there  were  crept 
(As  'twere  in  scorn  of  eyes,)  reflecting  gems, 
That  woo'd  the  slimy  bottom  of  the  deep,  [by. 
And  mock'd  the  dead  bones  that  lay  scatter'd 
Brak.  Had  you  such  leisure  in  the  time  of 
death, 
To  gaze  upon  these  secrets  of  the  deep? 
Clar.  Methought,  I  had;  and  often  did  I 
strive 
To  yield  the  ghost:  but  still  the  envious  flood 
Kept  in  my  soul,  and  would  not  let  it  forth 
To  seek  the  empty,  vast,  and  wand'ring  air ; 
But  smother'd  it  within  my  panting  bulk,* 
Which  almost  burst  to  belch  it  in  the  sea. 
Brak.  Awak'd  you  not  with  this  sore  agony  ? 
Clar.  O,  no,  my  dream  was  lengthen'd  after 
life; 
O,  then  began  the  tempest  to  my  soul ! 
I  pass'd,  methought,  the  melancholy  flood. 
With  that  grim  ferryman  which  poets  write  of. 
Unto  the  kingdom  of  perpetual  night. 
The  first  that  there  did  greet  my  stranger  soul, 
Was  my  great  father-in-law,  renowned  War- 
wick, 
Who  cried  a\oud,— What  scourge  for  perjury 
Can  this  dark  monarchy  afford  false  Clarence  ? 
And  so  he  vanish'd:  Then  came  wand'ring  by 
A  shadow  like  an  angel,  with  bright  hair 
Dabbled  in  blood;  and  he  shriek'd  out  aloud,— 
Clarence  is  come,— false,  fleeting,  perjur'd  Cla- 
rence,— 
That  stabb'd  me  in  the  field  by  Tewksbury— 
Seise  on  him,  furies,  take  him  to  your  torments! 
With  that,  methought,  a  legion  of  foul  fiends 
Environ'd  me,  and  howled  in  mine  ears 
Such  hideous  cries,  that,  with  the  very  noise, 
I  trembling  wak'd,  and,  for  a  season  after. 
Could  not  believe  but  that  I  was  in  hell ; 
Such  terrible  impression  made  my  dream. 
Brak.  No  marvel,  lord,  though  it  aflrighted 
J  ou ! 
I  am  afraid,  methinks,  to  hear  you  tell  it. 
Clar.  O,    Brakenbury,  I  have   done   these 
things — 
That  now  give  evidence  against  my  soul, — 
For  Edward's  sake;  and,  .see,  how  he  requites 
me !  [thee, 

0  God !  if  my  deep  prayers  cannot  appease 
But  thou  wilt  be  aveng'd  on  my  misdeeds, 
Yet  execute  thy  wrath  on  me  alone:  [dren!— 
O,  spare  my  guiltless  wife,  and  my  poor  chil- 

1  pray  thee,  gentle  keeper,  stay  by  me; 
IVly  soul  is  heavy,  and  I  fain  would  sleep. 

Brak.  I  will,  my  lord ;  God  give  your  grace 
good  rest ! — 

[Clarence  reposes  himself  on  a  Chair. 
Sorrow  breaks  seasons,  and  reposing  hours 
Makes  the  night  morning,  and  the  noon-tide 

night. 
Princes  have  but  their  titles  for  their  glories. 
An  outward  honour  for  an  inwai-d  toil  ; 
And,  for  unfelt  imaginations, 
They  often  feel  a  world  of  restless  cares  : 
So  that,  between  their  titles,  and  low  name, 
There's  nothing  diflers  but  the  outward  fame. 
Enter  the  tivo  Murderers. 
1  Murd.  Ho  !  who's  here  ? 
Brak.  What  would'st  thou,  fellow?  and  how 

cam'st  thou  hither  ? 
1  Murd.  I  would  speak  with  Clarence,  and 
I  came  hither  on  mv  legs. 
Brak.  What,  so  brief  ? 

*  r.oily. 


2.  Murd.  O,  Sir,  'twere  better  to  be  brief 
than  tedious : — 
Let  him  see  our  commission;  taJk  no  more. 

[J  paper  is  delivered  to  Brakenbdry, 
who  reads  it. 
Brak.  I  am,  in  this,  commanded  to  deliver 
The  noble  duke  of  Clarence  to  your  hands: — 
I  will  not  reason  what  is  meant  thereby. 
Because  I  will  be  guiltless  of  the  meaning. 
Here  are  the  keys; — there  sits  the  duke  asleep : 
I'll  to  the  king ;  and  signify  to  him. 
That  thus  to  you  I  have  resigned  my  charge. 

1  Murd.  Yoii  may,  Sir ;  'tis  a  point  of  wis- 

dom: 
Fare  you  well.  [Exit  Brakenburv. 

2  Murd.  What,  shall  we  stab  him  as  he 
sleeps  ? 

1  Murd.  No;  he'll  say,  'twas  done  cowardly, 
when  he  wakes. 

2  Murd.  When  he  wakes  !  why,  fool,  he  shall 
never  wake  until  the  great  judgment  day. 

1  Murd.  Why,  then  he'll  say,  we  stabb'd  him 
sleeping. 

2  Murd.  The  urging  of  that  word,  judg- 
ment, hath  bred  a  kind  of  remoise  in  me. 

1  Murd.  What?  art  thou  afraid? 

2  Murd.  Not  to  kill  him,  having  a  warrant 
for  it;  but  to  be  damn'd  for  killing  him,  from 
the  which  no  warrant  can  defend  me. 

1  Murd.  I  thought,  thou  liad'st  been  resolute. 

2  Murd.  So  I  am,  to  let  him  live. 

1  Murd.  I'll  back  to  the  duke  of  Gloster  and 
tell  him  so. 

2  Murd.  Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  stay  a  little:  I 
hope,  this  holy  humour  of  mine  will  change ;  it 
was  want  to  hold  me  but  while  one  would  tell 
twenty. 

1  Murd.  How  dost  thou  feel  thyself  now  ? 

2  Murd.  'Faith  some  certain  dregs  of  con- 
science are  yet  within  me. 

1  Murd.  Remember  our  reward  when  the 
deed's  done. 

2  Murd.  Come,  he  dies;  I  had  forgot  the  re- 
ward. 

1  Murd.  Where's  thy  conscience  now  ? 

2  Murd.  In  the  duke  of  Gloster's  purse. 

1  Murd.  So  when  he  opens  his  purse  to  give 
us  our  reward,  thy  conscience  flies  out. 

2  Murd.  'Tis  no  matter ;  let  it  go ;  there's 
few,  or  none,  will  entertain  it. 

1  Murd.  What,  if  it  come  to  thee  again  ? 

2  Murd.  I'll  not  meddle  with  it,  it  is  a  dan- 
gerous thing  it  makes  a  man  a  coward  ;  a  man 
cannot  steal,  but  it  accuseth  him ;  a  man  can- 
not swear,  but  it  checks  him ;  a  man  cannot  lie 
with  his  neighbour's  wife,  bvit  it  detects  him  : 
'Tis  a  blushing  shame-fac'd  spirit,  that  muti- 
nies in  a  man'5  bosom;  it  fills  one  full  of  obsta- 
cles :  it  made  me  once  restore  a  purse  of  gold, 
that  by  chance  I  found;  it  beggars  any  man 
that  keeps  it :  it  is  turned  out  of  all  towns  and 
cities  for  a  dangerous  thing;  and  every  man 
tliat  means  to  live  well,  endeavours  to  trust  to 
himself,  and  live  without  it. 

1  Murd.  'Zounds,  it  is  even  now  at  my  el- 
bow, persuading  me  not  to  kill  the  duke. 

2  Murd.  Take  the  devil  in  thy  mind,  and  be- 
lieve him  not:  he  would  insinuate  with  thee, 
but  to  make  thee  sigh.| 

1  Murd.  I  am  strong-fram'd,  he  cannot  pre- 
vail with  me. 

2  Murd.  Spoke  like  a  talP  fellow,  that  re- 
spects his  reputation.  Come  shall  we  fall  to 
work  ? 

1  Murd.  Take  him  over  the  costardt  with  the 
"Brare.  IHead 
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hilts  of  thy  sword,  and  then  throw  him  into 
the  nialmsey-buft.  in  the  next  room. 

2  Kurd.  O  excellent  device !  and  make  a 
sop  of  him. 

1  Murd.  Soft !  he  wakes. 

2  Murd.  Strike. 

1  Murd.  No  we'll  reason  with  him. 

Clar.  Where  art  thou,  keeper?  give  me  a 

cup  of  wine. 
1  Murd.  You  shall  have  wine  enough,  my 

lord,  anon. 
Clar.  In  God's  name,  what  art  thou  ? 
1  Murd.  A  man,  as  you  are. 
Clar.  But  not,  as  I  am,  royal. 
1  Murd.  Nor  you,  as  we  are,  loyal. 
Clnr.  Thy  voice  is  thunder,  but  thy   looks 

are  humble. 

1  Murd.  My  voice  is  now  the  king's,  my 

looks  mine  own. 
Clar.  How  darkly,  and  how   deadly   dost 
thou  speak ! 
Your  eyes  do  menace  me :  Why  look  you  pale  ? 
Who  sent  you  hither  ?  Wherefore  do  you  come? 

Both  Murd.  To,  to,  to, 

Clar.  To  murder  me  ? 
Both  Murd.  Ay,  ay. 

Clar.  You  scarcely  have  the  hearts  to  tell 
me  so. 
And  therefore  cannot  have  the  hearts  to  do  it. 
Wherein,  my  friends,  have  I  offended  you  ? 
"l  Murd.  Offended  us  you  have  not,  but  the 

king. 
Clar.  I  shall  be  reconciled  to  him  again. 

2  Murd.  Never,  my  lord  ;  therefore  prepare 

to  die. 
Clnr.  Are  you  call'd  forth  from  out  a  world 

of  men, 
.  To  slay  the  innocent?  What  is  my  offence  ? 
Where  is  the  evidence  that  doth  accuse  me  ? 
What  lawful  quest*  hath  given  their  virdict 

up 
Unto  the  frowning  judge  ?  or  who  pronounc'd 
The  bitter  sentence  of  poor  Clarence'  death  ? 
Before  I  be  convict  by  course  of  law, 
To  threaten  me  with  death  is  most  unlawful. 
I  charge  you,  as  you  hope  for  any  goodness, 
By  Christ's  dear  blood  shed  for  our  grievous 

sins, 
That  thou  depart,  and  lay  no  hands  on  me ; 
The  deed  you  undertake  is  damnable. 

1  Murd.  What  we  will  do,  we  do  upon  com- 

mand. 

2  Murd.  And  he  that  hath   commanded  is 

our  king. 
Clar.  Erroneous  vassal !  the  great  king  of 
kings 
Hath  in  the  table  of  his  law  commanded, 
'I'hat  thou  shalt  do  no  murder;  Wilt  thou  then 
Spurn  at  his  edict,  and  fulfill  a  man's? 
Take  heed;  for  he  holds  vengeance  in  his  hand. 
To  hurl  upon  their  heads  that  break  his  law. 
2  Murd.   And  that  same  vengeance  doth  he 
hurl  on  thee, 
For  false  forswearing,  and  for  murder  too : 
Thou  didst  receive  the  sacrament,  to  fight 
In  quarrelt  of  the  house  of  Lancaster. 

1  Murd.  And,  like  a  traitor  to  the  name  of 

God, 
Didst  thou  break   that  vow;    and  witli  thy 

treacherous  blade, 
Unrip'dst  the  bowels  of  thy  sovereign's  son. 

2  Murd.  Whom  thou  wast  sworn  to  cherish 

and  defend. 
1  Murd.  How  canst  thou  urge  God's  dread- 
ful law  to  us, 
'Inquest  jui  V.  tOn  the p'art. 


97 


When  thou  hast  broke  it  in  such  dear  degree? 
Clar.  Alas  !    for  whose  sake  did  I  that  ill 
deed? 
For  Edward,  for  my  brother,  for  his  sake : 
He  sends  you  not  to  murder  me  for  this  ; 
For  in  that  sin  he  is  as  deep  as  I. 
If  God  will  be  avenged  for  the  deed, 
0,  know  you,  that  he  doth  it  publicly  ; 
Take  not  the  quarrel  from  his  powerful  arm  ; 
He  needs  no  indirect  nor  lawless  course, 
To  cut  off  those  that  have  offended  him. 

1  Murd.  Who  made  thee  then  a  bloody  min- 
ister. 
When  gallant-springing,  brave  Plantagenet, 
That  princely   novice,*  was  struck  dead  by 
thee  ? 
Clar.  My  brother's  love,  the  devil,  and  my 
rage. 

1  Murd.  Thy  brother's  love,  our  duty,  and 

thy  fault. 
Provoke  us  hither  now  to  slaughter  thee. 
Clar.  If  you  do  love  my  brother,  hate  not 

me ; 
I  am  his  brother,  and  I  love  him  well. 
If  you  are  hir'd  for  meed,t  go  back  again. 
And  I  will  send  you  to  my  brother  Gloster  ; 
Who  shall  reward  you  better  for  my  life. 
Than  Edward  will  for  tidings  of  my  death. 

2  Murd.   You  are   deceiv'd,   your   brother 

Gloster  hates  y^u. 
Ciar.  0,  no  ;  he  loves  me,  and  he  holds  me 
dear : 
Go  you  to  him  from  me. 
Both  Murd.  Ay,  so  we  will. 
Clar.  Tell  him,  when  that  our  princely  fa- 
ther York 
Bless'd  his  three  sons  with  his  victorious  arm, 
And  charg'd  us  from  his  soul  to  love  each 

other. 
He  little  thought  of  this  divided  friendship : 
Bid  Gloster  think  on  this,  and  he  will  weep. 
1  Murd.  Ay,  mill-stones ;  as  he  lesson'd  u.s 

to  weep. 
Clar.  O,  do  not  slander  him,  for  he  is  kind. 
1  Murd.  Right,  as  snow  in  harvest. — Come, 
you  deceive  yourself; 
'Tis  he  that  sends  us  to  destroy  you  here. 
Clar.  It  cannot  be  ;  for  he  bevvept  ray  for- 
tune, [sobs. 
And  hugg'd  me  in  his  arms,  and  swore,  with 
That  he  would  labour  my  deliveiy. 

1  Murd.  Why  so  he  doth,  when  he  delivers 

you  [ven. 

From  this  earth's  thraldom  to  the  joys  of  hea- 

2  Murd.  Make  peace  with  God,  for  you  must 

die,  my  loi'd. 
Clar.  Hast  thou  that  holy  feeling  in  thy 
soul. 
To  counsel  me  to  make  my  peace  with  God, 
And  art  thou  yet  to  thy  own  soul  so  blind. 
That  thou  wilt  war  with  God,  by  murd'ring 

me  ? — 
Ah,  Sirs,  consider,  he,  that  sent  you  on 
To  do  this  deed,  will  hjvte  you  for  the  deed. 
2  Murd.  What  shall  we  do  ? 
Clar.  Relent,  and  save  your  souls. 
1  Murd.   Relent !    'tis  cowardly,   and   wo- 
manish. 
Clar.  Not  to  relent,  is  beastly,  savage,  de- 
vilish.— 
Which  of  you,  if  you  were  a  prince's  son. 
Being  pentt  from  liberty,  as  I  am  now, — 
If  two  such  murderers  as  yourselves  came  to 
you,— 
'  Youtb.  t  U?^yal•(l.  ^  Sliut  up. 
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Would  not  entreat  for  life  ? — 
My  friend,  I  spy  some  pity  in  thy  looks  ; 
O,  if  thine  eye  be  not  a  flatterer, 
Come  thou  on  my  side,  and  entreat  for  me, 
As  you  would  heg,  were  you  in  my  distress. 
A  begging  prince  what  ijeggar  pities  not  ? 
2  Murd.  Looli  behind  you,  my  lord. 

1  Murd.  Take  that,  and  that ;  if  all  this  will 

not  do,  [  Stabs  him. 

I'll  drown  you  in  the  malmsey -butt  within. 

[£.r?7,  with  the  body. 

2  Murd.  A  bloody   deed,   and  desperately 

despatch'd ! 
How  fain,  like  Pilate,  would  I  wash  my  hands 
Of  this  most  grievous  guilty  murder  done  ! 

Re-enter  first  Murderer. 

1  Murd.  How   now  ?    what    mean'st  thou, 

that  thou  help'st  me  not  ? 
By  heaven,   the  duke  shall  know  how  slack 
you  have  been. 

2  Murd.  I    would    he    knew,   that  I  had 

sav'd  his  brother ! 
Take  thou  the  fee,  and  tell  him  what  I  say  ; 
For  I  repent  me  that  the  duke  is  slain.     \_Exit. 
1  Murd.  So  do  not  I ;  go,  coward,  as  thou 
Well,  I'll  go  hide  the  body  in  some  hole,  [art,- 
Till  that  the  duke  give  order  for  his  burial : 
And  when  1  have  my  meed,  I  will  away  ; 
For  this  will  out,  and  then  I  must  not  stay. 

iExit. 
ACT  II. 
SCENE  I. —  The  same. -A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  King  Edward,    {led  in  sick,)    Queen 
Elizabeth,   Dorset,    Rivers,  Hastings, 
Buckingham,  Grey,  and  others. 
K.  Edw.    Why   so: — now  have  I   done   a 
good  day's  work ; — 
You  peers,  continue  this  united  league : 
I  every  day  expect  an  embassage 
From  my  Redeemer  to  redeem  me  hence  ; 
And  more  in  peace  my  soul  shall  part  to  hea- 
ven. 
Since  I  have  made  my  friends  at  peace  on  earth. 
Rivers,  and  Hastings,  take  each  other's  hand; 
Dissemble  not  your  hatred,  swear  your  love. 
River.  By  heaven,  my  soul  is  purg'd  from 
grudging  hate ; 
And  with  my  hand  I  seal  my  true  heart's  l»ve. 
Hast.  So  thrive  I,  as  I  truly  swear  the  like  ! 
K.   Edw.  Take  heed,  you  dally  not  before 
your  king ; 
Lest  he,  that  is  the  supreme  King  of  kings, 
Confound  your  hidden  falsehood,  and  award 
Either  of  you  to  be  the  other's  end. 

Hast.  So  prosper  I,  as  I  swear  perfect  love  ! 
Riv.  And   I,  as  I  love   Hastings  with  my 

heart ! 
K.  Edw.  Madam,  youiself  are  not  exempt 
in  this, — 
Nor  your  son  Dorset, — Buckingham,  nor  you  ; 
You  have  been  factious  one  against  the  other. 
Wife,  love  lord   Hastings,   let  him  kiss  your 

hand ; 
And  what  you  do,  do  it  unfeignedly. 

Q.   Eliz.    There,  Hastings ; — I  will  never 
more  remember 
Our  former  hatred,  So  thrive  I,  and  mine  ! 
K.  Edw.  Dorset,  embrace  him, — Hastings, 

love  lord  marquis. 
Dor.  This  interchange  of  love,  I  here  protest. 
Upon  my  part  shall  be  inviolable. 
Hast.  And  so  swear  I.    [£m6races  Dorset. 
K.  Edw.  Now,  princely  Buckingham,  seal  [ 
thou  this  league 
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With  thy  embracements  to  my  wife's  allies, 
And  make  me  happy  in  your  unity. 

Buck.    Whenever  Buckingham   doth  turn 
his  hate 
Upon  your  grace,  [  To  the  Queen.]  but  with  all 

duteous  love 
Doth  cherish  you,  and  yours,  God  punish  me 
With  hate  in  those  where  I  expect  most  love  ! 
When  I  have  most  need  to  employ  a  friend, 
And  most  assured  that  he  is  a  friend, 
Deep,   hollow,  treacherous,  and  fidl  of  guile, 
Be  he  unto  me  !  this  do  I  beg  of  heaven. 
When  I  am  cold  in  love,  to  you,  or  yours. 

[^Embracing,  Rivers,  S^e. 
K.  Edw.  A  pleasing  cordial,  princely  Buck- 
ingham, 
Is  this  thy  vow  unto  my  sickly  heart. 
There  wanteth  now  our  brother  Gloster  here. 
To  make  the  blessed  period  of  this  peace. 
Buck.  And,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the  no- 
ble duke. 

Enter  Gloster. 

Glo.  Good-morrow  to  my  sovereign  king, 
and  queen  ; 
And,  princely  peers,  a  happy  time  of  day  ! 
K.  Edw.  Happy,  indeed,  as  we  have  spent 
the  day  : — 
Brother,  we  have  done  deeds  of  charity  ; 
Made  peace  of  enmity,   fair  love  of  hate. 
Between  these  swelling  wrong-incensed  peers. 
Glo.  A  blessed  labour,  my  most  sovereign 
liege. — 
Among  this  princely  heap,  if  any  here, 
By  false  intelligence,  or  wrong  surmise, 
Hold  me  a  foe  ; 

If  I  unwittingly,  or  in  my  rage, 
Have  aught  committed  that  is  hardly  borne 
By  any  in  this  presence,  I  desire 
To  reconcile  me  to  his  friendly  peace  : 
'Tis  death  to  me,  to  be  at  enmity  ; 
I  hate  it,  and  desire  all  good  men's  love. — 
First,  madam,  1  entreat  (rue  peace  of  you. 
Which  I  will  purchase  with  my  duteous  service ; 
Of  you,  my  noble  cousin  Buckingham, 
If  ever  any  grudge  were  lodg'd  between  us  ; — 
Of  you,  lord  Rivers. — and  lord  Grey,  of  you, — 
That  all  without  desert  have  frown'd  on  me  ; — 
Dukes,  earls,  lords,  gentlemen  ;   indeed  of  all. 
I  do  not  know  that  Englishman  alive, 
With  whom  my  soul  is  any  jot  at  odds, 
More  than  the  infant  that  is  born  to  night ; 
I  thank  my  God  for  my  humility. 

Q  Eliz.  A  holy  day  shall  this  be  kept  here- 
after : — 
I  would  to  God,  all  strifes  were  well  compound- 
ed.— 
My  sovereign  lord,  I  do  beseech  3'our  highness 
To  take  our  brother  Ciawence  to  your  grace. 
Glo.  Why,  madam,  have  I  ofler'd  love  for 
this. 
To  be  so  flouted  in  this  royal  presence  ? 
Who  knows  not,  that  the  gentle  duke  is  dead  ? 
[  They  all  start. 
You  do  him  injury  to  scorn  his  corse. 

K.  Edw.   Who  knows  not  he  is  dead !  who 

knows  he  is  ? 
Q.  Elis.  All-seeing  heaven,  what  a  world  is 

this  .' 
Buck.  Look  I  so  pale,  lord  Dorset  as  the 

rest  ? 
Dor.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  and  no  man  in  the 
presence. 
But  his  red  colour  hath  forsook  his  cheeks. 
K.  Edw.  Is  Clarence  dead  1.  the  order  was 
revers'd 
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Glo.  But  he,  poor  man,  by  jour  first  order 
And  that  a  winged  Mercury  did  bear ;     [died, 
Some  tardy  cripple  bore  the  countermand, 
That  came  too  laj^  to  see  him  buried  : — 
God  grant,  (hat some,  loss  noble,  and  less  loyal. 
Nearer  in  bloody  thoughts,  and  not  in  blood. 
Deserve  not  worse  than  wretched  Clarence  did, 
And  yet  go  current  from  suspicion. 
E7iler  Stanley. 
'       Sf.a7i.  A  boon  my  sovereign,  for  my  service 
done ! 
K.  Edw.  I  pr'ythee.  peace,  my  soul  is  full 

of  sorrow. 
Stan.  1  will  not  rise,  unless  your  highness 

hear  me. 
K.  Edw.  Then  say  at  once,  what  is  it  thou 

request'st. 
Stan.  The  forfeit,  sovereign,  of  my  servant's 
Who  slew  to-day  a  riotous  gentleman,       [life ; 
Lately  attendant  on  the  duke  of  Norfolk. 
K.  Edw.  Have  1  a  tongue  to  doom  my  bro- 
ther's death. 
And  shall  that  tongue  give  pardon  to  a  slave  ? 
My  brother  kill'd  no  man,  his  fault  was  thought, 
And  yet  his  punishment  was  bitter  death. 
Who  sued  to  me  for  him  ?  who,  in  my  wrath, 
Kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  bade  me  be  advis'd  ? 
Who  spoke  of  brotherhood  ?  who  spoke  of  love  ? 
Who  told  me,  how  the  poor  soul  did  forsake 
The  mighty  Warwick,  and  did  fight  for  me  ? 
Who  told  me,  in  the  field  at  Tewksbury, 
When  Oxford  had  me  down,  he  rescued  me. 
And  said.  Dear  brother,  live,  and  be  a  king? 
Who  told  me,  when  we  both  lay  in  the  field, 
Frozen  almost  to  death,  how  did  he  lap  me 
Even  in  his  garments ;  and  did  give  himself, 
All  thin  and  naked,  to  the  numb-cold  night  .' 
All  this  from  my  remembrance  brutish  wrath 
Sinfully  pluck'd,  and  nfit  a  man  of  you 
Had  so  much  grace  to  put  it  in  my  mind. 
But  when  yourcarters,oryourwaiting-vassa!s, 
Have  done  a  drunken  slaughter,  and  defac'd 
The  precious  image  of  our  dear  Redeemer, 
You  straight  are  on  your  knees  for  pardon, 

pardon  ; 
And  I,  unjustly  too,  must  grant  it  you : — 
But  for  my  brother,  not  a  man  would  speak, — 
Nor  1  (ungracious)  speak  unto  myself 
For  him,  poor  soul. — The  proudest  of  you  all 
Have  been  beholden  to  him  in  his  life ; 
Yet  none  of  you  would  once  plead  for  hislife.- 
O  God!  I  fear,  thy  justice  will  take  hold 
On  me,  and  you,  and  mine,  and  yours,   for 

this. — 
Come,  Hastings,  help  me  to  my  closet.     O, 
Poor  Clarence  ! 

[Exeunt  King,  Queen,  Hastings,  Rivers, 

Dorset,  and  Grey. 
Glo.  This  is  the  fruit  of  rashness! — Mark'd 
you  not. 
How  that  the  guilty  kindred  of  the  queen 
Look'd  pale,  when  they  did  hear  of  Clarence' 

death  ? 
0  !  they  did  urge  it  still  unto  the  king : 
God  will  revenge  it.  Come,  lords  ;  will  you  go, 
To  comfort  Edward  with  our  company  ? 
Buck.  We  wait  upon  your  grace.    \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— The  same. 

Enter  the  Duchess  of  York,  with  a  Son,  and 

Daughter  of  Clarence. 

Son.  Good  grandam,  tell  us,  is  our  father 

dead? 
Duch.  No,  bov. 
Vol.  ir. 
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Daugh.  Why   do   you   weep  so   oft? 
beat  your  breast ; 
And  cry — O  Clarence,  my  unhappy  son  .' 
Son.  Why  do  you  look  on  us,  and   shake 
j'our  head, 
And  calls  us — orphans,  wretches,  cast-aways, 
If  that  our  noble  father  be  alive  ? 

Duch.  My  pretty  cousins,  you  mistake  me 
I  do  lament  the  sickness  of  the  king,       [both  ; 
As  loath  to  lose  him,  not  your  father's  death, 
It  were  lost  sorrow,  to  wail  one  that's  lost. 
Son.  Then,  grandam,  you  conclude  that  he 
is  dead. 
The  king  my  uncle  is  to  blame  for  this  ; 
God  will  revenge  it;  wliom  I  will  importune 
With  earnest  prayers  all  to  that  effect. 
Daugh.  And  so  will  I. 

Duch.  Peace,    children,  peace !    the    king 
doth  love  you  well : 
Incapable*  and  shallow  innocents,        [death, 
You   cannot  guess  who    caus'd  your  father's 
So?i.  Grandam,  we  can ;  for  my  good  uncle 
Gloster 
Told  me,  the  king,  provok'd  to'tby  the  queen, 
Devis'd  impeachments  to  imprison  him  : 
And  when  my  uncle  told  me  so,  he  wept, 
And  pitied  me,  and  kindly  kiss'd  my  cheek ; 
Bade  me  rely  on  him,  as  on  my  father. 
And  he  would  love  me  dearly  as  his  child. 
Duch.  Ah,  that  deceit  should  steal  such  gea- 
tle  shapes. 
And  with  a  virtuous  visor  hide  deep  vice  ! 
He  is  my  son,  ay,  and  therein  my  shame, 
Yet  from  my  dugs  he  drew  not  this  deceit. 
Son.  Think  you,    my   uncle  did  dissemble, 

grandam  ? 
Duch.   Ay,  boy. 

Son.  I  cannot  think  it.     Hark!  what  noise 
is  this  ! 
E7der  Qaeen  Elizabeth  rftVracferf/y;  Rivers, 
and  Dorset,  following  her. 
Q.  £&.  Ah !  who  shall   hinder  me  to  wail 
and  weep  ? 
To  chide  my  fortune,  and  torment  myself? 
I'll  join  with  black  despair  against  my  soul, 
And  to  myself  become  an  enemy. 

Duch.  What  means  this  scene  of  rude  impa- 
tience ? 
Q.  Elis.  To  make  an  act  of  tragic  violence  ;- 
Edward,  my  lord,  thy  son,  our  king,  is  dead. 
Why  grow  the  branches,  when  the  rootisgone? 
Why  wither   not  the  leaves,  that  want  their 

sap? 
If  you  will  live,  lament;  if  die,  be  brief. 
That  our   swift-wing'd  souls  may   catch  the 

king's  ; 
Or,  like  obedient  subjects,  follow  him 
To  his  new  kingdom  of  perpetual  rest. 

Duch.  Ah,  so  much  interest  have  I  in  thy 
sorrow. 
As  I  had  title  in  thy  noble  husband  ! 
I  h.ive  bewept  a  worthy  husband's  death. 
And  liv'd  by  looking  on  his  images : 
But  now  two  mirrors  of  his  princely  semblance 
Are  crack'd  in  pieces  by  malignant  death  ; 
And  I  for  comfort  have  but  one  false  glass, 
That  grieves  me  when  I  see  my  shame  in  him. 
Thou  art  a  widow  ;  yet  thou  art  a  mother, 
And  hast  the  comfort  of  thy  children  left  thee : 
But  death  hath  snatch'd  my  husband  from  my 
arms,  [hands, 

And  pluck'd  two  crutches   from    my    feeble 
Clarence,  and  Edward.  O,  what  cause  have!, 
'  Iguorant- 
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(Thine  being  bt;t  a  inoicly  ofmy  giief. 
To  ovei-go  thy  plaints,  and  drown  thy  cries  ! 
Son.  Ah,  aunt !  you  wept  not  for  our  father's 
death ; 
How  can  we  aid  you  with  our  kindred  tears  ? 
Daugh .  Our  fatherless  distress  was  left  un- 
moan'd, 
Your  widow-dolour  likewise  be  unwept ! 

Q.  Elie.  Give  me  no  help  in  lamentation, 
I  am  not  barren  to  bring  forth  laments  : 
All  springs  reduce  their  currents  to  mine  eyes, 
'  That  I,  being  govern'd  by  the  watery  moon, 
May   send  forth  plenteous  tears  to  drown  the 
world !  [ward  ! 

Ah,  for  my  husband,  for  my  dear  lord  Ed- 
Chil.  Ah,  for  our  father,  for  our  dear  lord 

Clarence  ! 
Ducli.   Alas,  for  both,  both  mine,   Edward 

and  Clarence  1 
Q.  Elie.  What  stay  had  1,  but  Edward  ?  and 

he's  gone. 
Chil.  What  stay  had  we,  but  Clarence  ?  and 

he's  gone. 
Dueh.  What  stays  had  I,  but  they  ?  and  they 

are  gone. 
(J.  EUs.  Was  never  w  idovv,  had  so  dear  a 

loss. 
Chil.  Were  never  orphans,  had  so  dear  a 

loss. 
Dueh.  Was  never  mother  had  so  dear  a  loss. 
Alas!  I  am  the  mother  of  these  griefs  ; 
Their  woes  are  parcell'd,*  mine  are  general. 
She  for  an  Edward  weeps,  and  so  do  I ; 
I  for  a  Clarence  weep,  so  doth  not  she  : 
These  babes  for  Clarence  weep,  and  so  do  I : 
I  for  an  Edward  weep,  so  do  not  they ; 
Alas  !  you  three,  on  me,  threefold  distress'd, 
Pour  all  your  tears,  I  am  your  sorrow's  nurse. 
And  I  will  pamper  it  with  lamentations. 

Dor.   Comfort,  dear  mother ;  God  is  much 
displeas'd. 
That  you  take  with  unthankfulness  his  doing; 
In  common  worldly    things,    'tis    call'd — un- 
grateful, 
AVith  dull  unwillingness  to  repay  a  debt. 
Which  with  a  bounteous  hand  was  kindly  lent ; 
Much  more  to  be  thus  opposite  with  heaven, 
For  it  requires  tJie  royal  debt  it  lent  you. 
Riv.   Madam,   bethink  you,  like  a  careful 
mother. 
Of  the  young  prince  your  son  :  send  straight 

for  him, 
Let  him  be  crown'd;  in  him  your  comfort  lives ; 
Drown  desperate  sorrow  in  dead  Edward's 

grave. 
And  plant  your  joys  inliving  Edward's  throne. 
E?/i£r  Gloster,  Buckingham,  Stanley, 

Hastings,  Ratcliff,  and  others. 
(Jlo.  Sister,   have  comfort:  all  of  us   have 
cause 
To  wail  the  dimming  of  our  shining  star  ; 
But  none  can  cure   their  harms  by  wailing 

them. — 
Madam,  my  mother,  I  do  cry  you  mercy, 
I  did  not  see  your  grace : — Humbly  on  my  knee 
I  Crave  your  blessing. 

Dueh.  God  bless  thee  ;  and  put  meekness  in 
thy  breast. 
Love,  charity,  obedience,  and  true  duty  ! 
Glo.  Amen;  and  make  me  die  a  good  old 
man ! — 
That  is  the  butt-end  of  a  mother's  blessing  ; 

\_  Aside. 
i  marvel,  that  her  grace  did  leave  it  out, 

-  Divicled. 


Buck.  You  cloudy  princes,  and  heart  sor- 
rowing peers. 
That  bear  this  mutual  heavy  load  of  moan, 
Now  cheer  each  other  in  each  other's  love : 
Though  we  have  spent  our  harvest  of  this  king. 
We  are  to  reap  tiie  harvest  of  his  son. 
The  broken  rancour  of  your  high-swoln  hearts. 
But  lately  splinted,  knit,  andjoin'd  together, 
Must  gently  be  preserv'd,  cherish'd  and  kept : 
Me  seemeth  good,  that,  with  some  little  train, 
Forthwith   from  Ludlow  the  young  prince  be 

fetch'd 
Hither  to  London,  to  be  crown'd  our  king. 
Riv.  \\\\y  with  some  little  train,  my  lord  of 

Buckingam? 
Buck.  Marry,  my  lord,  lest,  by  a  multitude, 
The  new-heal'd  wound  of  malice  should  brealc 

out ; 
Which  would  be  so  much  the  more  dangerous. 
By  how  much  the  estate  is  green,  and  yet  un- 

govern'd ; 
Where  every  horse  bears  his  commanding  rein, 
And  may  direct  his  course  as  please  himself. 
As  well  the  fear  of  harm,  as  harm  apparent. 
In  my  opinion,  ought  to  be  prevented. 

Glo.  I  hope,  the  king  made  peace  with  all 
of  us  ; 
And  the  compact  is  firm,  and  true,  in  me. 

Riv.  And  so  in  me ;  and  so,  I  think,  in  all : 
Yet,  since  it  is  but  green,  it  should  be  put 
To  no  apparent  likelihood  of  breach,  [urged: 
Which,  haply,  by  much   company  might  be 
Therefore  I  say,  with  noble  Buckingham, 
That  it  is  meet  so  few  should  fetch  the  prince. 
Hast.  And  so  say  I. 

Glo.   Then  be  it  so  ;   and  go  we  to  determine 
Who  they  shall  be  that  straight  shall  post  to 

Ludlow. 
Madam, — and  you  my,niother, — will  you  go 
To  give  your  censures*  in  this  weighty  busi- 
ness ? 
\_Exeunt  all  but  Buckingham  and  Gloster. 
Buck.   My  lord,   whoever  journeys  to  the 
prince. 
For  God's  sake,  let  not  us  two  stay  at  home  : 
For,  by  the  w^ay,  I'll  sort  occasion. 
As  indext  to  the  story  we  late  talk'd  of. 
To  part  the  queen's  proud  kindred  from  the 
prince. 
Glo.  My  other  self,  my  counsel's  consistory. 
My  oracle,  my  prophet! — My  dear  cousin, 
I,  as  a  child,  will  go  by  thy  direction. 
Towards  Ludlow  then,  for  we'll  not  stay  be- 
hind. \_E.veitnf. 

SCENE  HI.— The  same— A  Street. 
Enter  two  Citizes,  meeting. 


1  Cit.   Good  morrow,  neighbour  :  Whither 

away  so  fast  ? 

2  Cit.   I  promise  you,  I  scarcely  know  my- 

self: 
Hear  you  the  news  abroad  ? 

1  Cit.  Yes  ;  the  king's  dead. 

2  Cit.  Ill  news,  by'r  \a6y ;  seldom  comes 

the  better : 
I  fear,  I  fear,  'twill  prove  a  giddy  world- 

Enter  another  Citizen. 

3  Cit.  Neighbours,  God  speed  ! 

1  Cit.  Give  you  good  morrow.  Sir. 

3  Cit.   Doth  the  news  hold  of  good  king  Ed- 
ward's death  ? 

2  Cit.  Ay,  Sir,  it  is  too  true  ;  God  help,  the 

while  ! 
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3  Cit.  Then,  masters,  look  to  see   a  troub- 1  My  uncle  Rivers  talk'd  how  1  did  grow 
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lous  world 

1  Cit.  No,  no ;  by  God's  good  grace.  Lis  son' 

shall  reign. 
3  Cit.  Woe  to  that  land,  that's  govern'd  by  a 
child  ! 

2  Cit.  In  him  there  is  a  hope  of  government ; 
That,  in  his  nonage,"  council  under  him, 
And,  in  his  full  and  ripen'd  years,  himself, 
No  doubt,    shall  then,  and  till  then,  govern 

well. 
1  Cit.  So  stood  the  state,  when  Henry  the 
sixth 
Was  crown'd  in  Paris  but  at  nine  months  old. 

3  Cit.    Stood  the   state   so  ?    no,   no,  good 

friends,  God  wot  ;t 
For  then  this  land  was  famously  cnrich'd 
With  politic  grave  counsel ;  then  tlie  king- 
Had  virtuous  uncles  to  protect  his  grace. 
1  Cit.  Why,  so  hath  this,  both  by  his  father 

and  mother. 
3  Cit.  Better  it  were  they  all  came  by  his 

father ; 
Or,  by  his  father,  there  were  none  at  all : 
For  emulation  now,  who  shall  be  nearest. 
Will  touch  us  all  too  near,  if  God  prevent  not. 
O,  full  of  danger  is  the  duke  of  Gloster  ; 
And  the  queen's  sons,  and  brothers,  haught 

and  proud  : 
And  were  they  to  be  rul'd,  and  not  to  rule. 
This  sickly  land  might  solace  as  before. 

1  Cit.   Come,  come,    we  fear  the  worst ;  all 

will  be  well. 
3  Cit.  When  clouds  are  seen,  wise  men  put 

on  their  cloaks  ; 
When  great  leaves  fall,  then  winter  is  at  hand ; 
When  the  sun  sets,   who   doth   not  look   for 

night  ? 
Untimely  storms  make  men  expect  a  dearth  : 
All  may  be  well ;  but,  if  God  sort  it  so, 
'Tis  more  than  we  deserve,  or  I  expect,  [fear  : 

2  Cit.  Truly,   the  hearts  of  men  are  full  of 
You  cannot  reason;]:  almost  with  a  man 

That  looks  not  heavily,  an  J  full  of  dread. 

3  Cit.  Before  the  days  of  change,  still  is  it  so: 
By  a  divine  instinct,  men's  minds  mistrust 
Ensuing  danger;  as,  by  proof  we  see 

The  water  swell  before  a  boist'rous  storm. 
But  leave  it  all  to  God.     Whither  away  ? 

2  Cit.  Marry,  we  were  sent    for  to  the  jus- 

tices. 

3  Cit.  And  so  was  I ;  I'll  bear  you  company. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.— A  Room  in  the 
Palace. 

Enter  the  Archbishop  of  York,  the  young  Duke 
of  York,  Qweeji  Elizabeth,  and  the  Duchess 
of  York. 

Arch.  Last  night,  I  heard,  they  lay  at  Stony- 
Stratford  ; 
And  at  Northampton  they  do  rest  to-night ; 
To-morrow,  or  next  day,  they  will  be  here. 
Duch.  I  long  with  all  my  heart  to  sec  the 
prince ; 
I  hope,  he  is  much  grown  since  last  I  saw  him. 
Q.  El'is.  But  I  hear,  no;  thev  say,  my  son  of 
York 
Hath  almost  overta'en  him  in  his  growth. 
York.  Ay,  mother,  but  1  would  not  have  it 

so. 
Duch.  Why,  my  young  cousin;  it  is  good  to 

grow. 
York.  Grandam,  one  night,  as  we  did  sit  at 
supper, 
*  Minority.  t  Knows;         %  Conyerse. 


More  than  my  brotiier;  Ay,  (juoth  my  uni 

Gloster, 
Small  herbs  hare  grace,  great  wecd.t  do  grow 

apace  : 
And  since,  methii>ks,  1  would  not  grow  so  fast, 
Because  sweet  flowers   are  slow,    and  weeds 
make  haste. 
Duch.    'Good  faith,  'good  faith,  the  saying 
did  not  hold 
In  him  that  did  object  the  same  to  thee : 
He  was  the  wretched'st  thing,   when  he  was  " 

young. 
So  long  a  growing  and  so  leisurely,      [ciotis. 
That,  if  his  rule  were  true,   he  should  he  gra- 
Arch.  And  so,  ro  doubt,  he  is,  my  gracious 

madam. 
Duch.  I  hope,  he   is;  but  yet   let  raotiiers 

doubt. 
York.  Now,   by  ray  troth,  if  I  had  been  re- 
member'd, 
I  could  have  given  my  uncle's  grace  a  flout. 
To  toucli  his  growth,  nearer  than   he  touch'd 
mine. 
Duch.  How,  my  young  York?  1  pr'\'thee, 

let  me  hear  it. 
York.    Marry,  they  sav,  my  uncle  grew  so 
fast. 
That  he  could  gnaw  a-crnst  at  two  hours  old  ; 
'Twas  full  two  years  ere  I  could  get  a  tooth. 
Grandam,  tliis  would  have  been  a  biting  jest. 
Duch.   I    pr'ythee,   pretty   York,    who  told 

thee  this  .' 
For^".    Grandam,  his  nurse. 
Duch.  His  nurse  ?   wjiy,  she   was  dead  ere 

thou  wast  born. 
York.  If  'twere  not  she,  I  cannot  tell  who 

told  me. 
Q.  Eliz.    A   parlous*  bo}- :  Go  to,   you  are 

too  shrewd. 
Arch.   Good  madam,  be  not  angrv  with  the 

child. 
Q.  Elis.  Pitchers  have  ears. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Arch.  Here  comes  a  messenger  ; 
What  news  .' 

Mess.  Such  news,  my  lord. 
As  grieves  me  to  unfold. 

Q.  Eliz.  How  doth  the  prince  .' 
Mess.  Well,  madam,  and  in  health. 
Duch.  What  is  thy  news  ? 
Mess.   Lord  Rivers,  and  lord  Grey,  are  sent 
to  Pom  fret. 
With  them  Sir  Thomas  Vaughan,  prisoners-. 
Duch.    Who  hath  committed  them  .' 
Mess.   The  mighty  dukes, 
Gloster  and  Buckingham. 
Q  Eliz.  For  what  offence  ? 
Mess.  The  sum  of  all  lean,  I  have  disclos'd; 
Why,  or  for  what,  the  nobles  were  committed, 
Is  all  unknown  to  me,  my  gracious  lady. 

Q.  Elis.  Ah  me,  I  see  the  ruin  of  my  house! 
The  tiger  now  hath  seiz'd  the  gentle  hind ; 
Insulting  tyranny  begins  to  jut 
Upon  the  innocent  and  awless  throne: — 
Welcome,  destruction,  blood,  and  massacre! 
I  see,  as  in  a  map,  the  end  of  all. 

Duch.  Accursed  and  unquiet  wrangling  days' 
How  many  of  you  have  mine  eyes  beheld  ? 
My  husband  lost  his  life  to  get  the  crown ; 
And  often  up  and  down  my  sons  were  tost, 
For  me  to  joy,  and  weep,  their  gain,  and  loss : 
And  being  seated,  and  domestic  broils 
Clean  over-blown,  themselves,  the  conquerors 
Make  war  upon  themselves ;  brother  to  brother 
*  Feriloui,  (lai)gerouv^ 
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Blood  to  blood,  seli"  'gainst  self: 

terous 
And  frantic  courage,  end  thy  damned  spleen ; 
Or  let  me  die,  to  look  on  death  no  more  ! 

Q.  Elis.  Come,  come,   my  boy,  we  will  to 
sanctuary, — 
Madam,  farewell. 

Diich.  Stay,  I  will  go  with  y  on. 

Q.  Elis.  You  have  no  cause. 

Arch.  My  gracious  lady,  go,  [  To  the  Queen. 
And  thither  bear  your  treasure  and  your  goods. 
For  my  part,  I'll  resign  unto  your  grace 
The  seal  I  keep  ;  And  so  betide  to  me. 
As  well  I  tender  you,  and  all  of  yours  ! 
Come,  I'll  conduct  you  to  the  sanctuary. 

ACT  III. 
SCENE  h— Tilt  same. —A  Street. 

The  trumpet  sound.  Enter  the  Prince  o/Wales. 
Gloster, Buckingham,  CarrfTna/BoucHiER, 
and  others. 
Buck.  Welcome,  sweet  prince,   to  London, 

to  your  chamber. 
Glo.  Welcome,  dear  cousin,   my  thoughts' 
sovereign  : 
The  weary  way  hatli  made  you  melancholy. 
Prince.  No,  uncle  ;  but  our  crosses  on  the 
way 
Have  made  it  tedious,  wearisome,  and  heavy  : 
I  want  more  uncles  here  to  welcome  me. 

Glo.  Sweet  prince,   the  untainted  virtue  of 
your  years, 
Have  not  yet  div'd  into  the  world's  deceit : 
No  more  can  you  distinguish  of  a  man. 
Than  of  his  outward  show ;  which,  God   he 

knows, 
Seldom,  or  never,  jumpeth  with  the  heart. 
Those  uncles,  which  you  want,  were  danger- 
ous ; 
Your  grace  attended  to  the  sugar'd  words, 
But  look'd  not  on  the  poison  of  their  hearts  : 
God  keep  you  from  them,  and  from  such  false 
friends ! 
Prince.  God  keep  me  from  false  friends ! 

but  they  were  none. 
Glo.  My  lord,  the  mayor  of  London  comes 
to  greet  you. 

Enter  the  Lord  Ma  tor,  and  his  Train. 
May.  God  bless  your  giace  with  health  and 

happy  days ! 
Prince.  I  thank  you,  good  my  lord  ; — and 
thank  you  all. — lE.veunl  Mayor,  ^c. 
I  thought  my  mother,  and  my  brother  York, 
Would  long  ere  this  have  met  us  on  the  way  : 
Fie,  what  a  slug  is   Hastings !  that  he  comes 

not 
Tolcllus,  whether  they  will  come,  or  no. 

Enter  Hastings. 

Buck.  And  in  good  time,  here  comes   the 

sweating  lord. 
Prince.  Welcome,  my  lord  :  What,  will  our 

mother  come  ? 
Hast.  On  what  occasion,  God  he  knows, 
not  I, 
The  queen  your  mother,  and  your  brother  York, 
Have  taken  sanctuary  :  The  tender  prince 
Would  fain  have  come  with  me  to  meet  your 

grace. 
But  by  his  mother  was  perforce  withheld. 
Buck.  Fie !  what  an  indirect  and  peevish 
course 
Isthisof  hers? — Lord  cardinal,  will  your  grace 
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Persuade  the  queen  to  send  the  duke  of  York 
Unto  his  princely  brother  presently  ? 
If  she  deny, — lord  Hastings,  go  with  him, 
And  from  her  jealous  arms  pluck  him  perforce. 
Card.  My  lord  of  Buckingham,  if  my  weak 
oratory 
Can  from  his  mother  win  the  duke  of  York, 
Anon  expect  him  here  :  But  if  she  be  obdurate 
To  mild  entreaties,  God  in  heaven  forbid 
We  should  inlringe  the  holy  privilege 
Of  blessed  sanctuary!  not  for  all  this  land. 
Would  I  be  guilty  of  so  deep  a  sin. 

Buck.  You  are  too  senseless-obstinate,  my 
Too  ceremonious,  and  traditional :         [lord, 
Weigli  it  but  with  tlie  grossness  of  this  age. 
You  break  not  sanctuary  in  seizing  him. 
The  benefit  thereof  is  always  granted  [place, 
To  tliose  whose   dealings  have  deserv'd  the 
And  those  who  have  the  wit  to  claim  the  place  : 
This  prince  hath  neither  claim'd  it,   nor  de- 
serv'd it ; 
And  therefore,  in  mine  opinion,  cannot  have  it: 
Then,  taking  him    from  thence,  that  is  not 

there, 
You  break  no  privilege  nor  charter  there. 
Oft  have  I  heard  of  sanctuary  men  ; 
But  sanctuary  children,  ne'er  till  now. 

Card.  My  lord,  you  shall  o'er-rule  my  mind 
for  once. — 
Come  on,  lord  Hastings,  will  you  go  with  me? 
Hast.  I  go,  my  lord. 

Prince.  Good   lords,  make  all  the   speedy 
haste  you  may. 

[Exeunt  Cardinal  and  Hastings. 
Say,  uncle  Gloster,  if  our  brother  come, 
Where  shall  we  sojourn  till  our  coronation  ? 
Glo.  Where  it  seems  best  »mto  your  royal 
.self. 
If  I  may  counsel  you,  some  day,  or  two, 
Your  highness  shall  repose  you  at  the  Tower  : 
Then  where  you  please,  and  shall  be  thought 

most  fit 
For  your  best  health  and  recreation. 

Prince.    I  do  not  like  the  Tower,  of  any- 
place : — 
Did  Julius  Caesar  build  that  place,  my  lord  ? 
Glo.  He  did,  my  gracious  lord,  begin  that 
place ; 
Which,  since,  succeeding  ages  have  re-edified. 
Prince.  Is  it  upon  record  ?  or  else  reported 
Successively  from  age  to  age  he  built  it  ? 
Buck.  Upon  record,  my  gracious  lord. 
Prince.  But  say,  my  lord,  it  were  not  regis- 
ter'd  ; 
Methinks,  the  truth  should  live  from  age  to  age, 
As  'twere  retail'd  to  all  posterity. 
Even  to  the  general  all-ending  day. 

Glo.  So  wise  so  young,   they  say,  do  ne'er 
live  long.  [^  Aside. 

Prince.  What  say  you  uncle  ? 
Glo.  I  say,  without  characters,  fame  lives 
long. 
Thus,  like  the  formal*  vice.  Iniquity, 
I  moralize  two  meanings  in  one  word. 

Prince.    That  Julius  Caesar  was  a   famous 
man ; 
With  what  his  valour  did  enrich  his  wit, 
His  wit  set  down  to  make  his  valour  live  : 
Death  makes  no  conquest  of  this  conqueror  ; 
For  now  he  lives  in  fame,  though  not  in  life. — 
I'll  tell  you  what,  my  cousin  Buckingham. 
Buck.  What,  my  gracious  lord  ? 
Prince.  An  if  I  live  until  I  be  a  man, 
I'll  win  our  ancient  right  in  France  again. 
Or  die  a  soldier,  as  I  liv'd  a  king. 
*  Sensible  vrce  the  buffoon  in  the  old  plors. 
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Glo.  Short  summers  lightly*  have  a  forward 
spring.  iAside. 

Enter  York,  Hastings,  and  the  Cardinal. 
Buck.  Now,  in  good  time,  here  comes  the 

duke  of  York. 
Prince.  Richard  of  York  !    how   fares  our 

loving  brother  ? 
York.  Well,  my  dread  lord  ;   so  must  I  call 

you  now. 

Prince.  Ay,  brother;  to  our  grief,   as  it  is 

yours ;  [title, 

Too  latet  he  died,  that  might  have  kept  that 

Which  by  his  death  hath  lost  much  majesty. 

Glo.  How  fares  our  cousin,  noble  lord  of 

York  ? 
York.  I  thank  you,   gentle  uncle.     O,  my 
lord. 
You  said,  that  idle  weeds  are  fast  in  growth : 
The  prince  my  brother  hath  outgrown  me  far. 
Glo.  He  hath,  my  lord. 
York.  And  therefore  is  he  idle  .' 
Glo.  O,  my  fail-  cousin,  I  must  not  say  so. 
York.  Then  is    he  more   beholden  to  you 

than  I. 
Glo.  He  may  command  me,  as  my  sovereign: 
But  you  have  power  in  me,  as  in  a  kinsman. 
York.  I  pray  you,  uncle,  then,  give  me  this 

dagger. 
Glo.  My  dagger,  little  cousin  ?  with  all  my 

heart. 
Prince.  A  beggar,  brother  ? 
York.  Of  my  kind  uncle,  that  I  know  >vill 
give; 
And,  being  but  a  toy,  which  is  no  grief  to  give. 
Glo.  A  greater  gift  than  that  I'll  give  my 

cousin. 
York.  A  greater  gift !  0,  that's  the  sword  to 

it? 
.Glo.  Ay,  gentle  cousin,  were  it  light  enough 
Fort.    O  then,  I  see,  you'll  part  but  with 
light  gifts ; 
In  weightier  things  you'll  say  a  beggar,  nay. 
Glo.  It  is  too  weighty  for  your  grace  to  wear 
York.   I  weigh  it  lightly,  were  it  heavier. 
Glo.  What,  would   you   have   my  weapon 

little  lord? 
York.  I  would,  that  I  might  thank  you  as 

you  call  me. 
Glo.  How? 
York.  Little. 

Prince.  My  lord  of  York  will  still  be  cross 
in  talk ; — 
Uncle,  your  grace  knows  howto  bear  with  him. 
York.  You  mean,  to  bear  me,  not  to  bear 
with  me : — 
Uncle,  my  brother  mocks  both  you  and  me  ; 
Because  that  I  am  little,  like  an  ape. 
He  thinks  that  you  should  bear  me  on  your 
shoulders. 
Buck.  With  what  a  sharp-provided  wit  he 
reasons ! 
To  mitigate  the  scorn  he  gives  his  uncle. 
He  prettily  and  aptly  taunts  himself: 
So  cunning,  and  so  young,  is  wonderful. 
Glo.  My   gracious   lord,   will't  please  you 
pass  along? 
Myself,  and  my  good  cousin  Buckingham, 
Will  to  your  mother  ;  to  entreat  of  her, 
To  meet  you  at  the  Tower,  and  welcome  you. 
York.  What,   will  you  go  unto  the  Tower, 

ray  lord  ? 
Prince.  My  lord  protector  needs  will  have 
it  so. 
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York.  I  shall  not  sleep  in  quiet  at  the  Tower. 
Glo.  Why,  Sir,  what  should  you  fear  ? 
York.  Marry,   my  uncle  Clarence'  angry 
ghost ; 
My  graudam  told  me,  he  was  murder'd  there. 
Prince.   I  fear  no  uncles  dead. 
Glo.   Nor  none  that  live,  1  hope. 
Prince.   An  if  they  live,  I  hope,  I  need  not 
fear. 
But  come,  my  lord,  and,  with  a  heavy  heart, 
Thinking  on  them,  go  I  unto  the  Tower. 
[£xe«?i/ Prince,  York,  Hastings.  Cardinal, 
and  Atlendanls- 
Buck.  Think  you,  my  lord,  this  little  prating 
York 
Was  not  incens'd*  by  his  subtle  mother, 
To  taunt  and  scorn  you  thus  opprobriously  1 
Glo.   No  doubt,  no  doubt:  O,  'tis  a  parlous 
boy  ; 
Bold,  quick,  ingenious,  forward,   capable  ;t 
He's  all  the  mother's,  from  the  top  to  toe. 

Buck.   Well,  let  them  rest. — 
Come  hither,  gentle  Catesby  ;  thou  art  sworn 
As  deeply  to  effect  what  we  intend, 
As  closely  to  conceal  what  we  impart :  [way  ;— 
Thou  know'st    our  reasons    urg'd  upon  the 
What  think'st  thou  ?  is  it  not  an  easy  matter 
To  make  William  lord  Hastings  of  our  mind, 
For  the  instalment  of  this  noble  duke 
In  the  seat  royal  of  this  famous  isle  ? 

Cate.   He  for  his  father's  sake  so  loves  the 
prince. 
That  he  will  not  be  won  to  aught  against  him. 
Buck.  What  think'st  thou  then  of  Stanley  ? 

will  not  he  ? 
Cate.  He  will  do  all  in  all  as  Hastings  doth. 
Buck.   Well  then,    no  more  but  this :  Go, 
gentle  Catesby,  [iugs, 

And,  as  it  were  far  off,  sound  thou  lord  Hast- 
How  he  doth  stand  affected  to  our  purpose  ; 
And  summon  him  to-morrow  to  the  Tower ; 
To  sit  about  the  coronation. 
If  thou  dost  find  him  tractable  to  us, 
Encourage  him,  and  tell  him  all  our  reasons  : 
If  he  be  leaden,  icy,  cold,  unwilling. 
Be  thou  so  too,  and  so  break  off  the  talk. 
And  give  us  notice  of  his  inclination  : 
For  we  to-morrow  hold  divided];  councils. 
Wherein  thyself  shalt  highly  be  employ'd. 
Glo.  Commend  me  to  lord  William  :  tell  him, 
Catesby, 
His  dangerous  knot  of  adversaries 
To-morrow  are  let  blood  at  Pomfret  castle  ; 
And  bid  my  friend,   for  joy  of  this  good  news. 
Give  mistress  Shore  one  gentle  kiss  the  more. 
Buck.  Good  Catesby,   go,   effect  this  busi- 
ness soundly. 
Cate.  My  good  lords  both,  with  all  the  heed 

I  can. 
Glo.   Shall  we  hear  from  you,  Catesby,  ere 

we  sleep  ? 
Cate.   You  shall,  my  lord. 
Glo.   At  Crcsby-place,  there  shall  you  find 
us  both.  E.xit  Catesby. 

Buck.  Now,  my  lord,  what  shall  we,  if  we 
perceive 
Lord  Hastings  will  not  yield  to  our  complots? 
Glo.    Chop  off  his  head,  man ; — somewhat 
we  will  do  : — 
And,  look,  when  I  am  king,  claim  thou  of  me 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  all  the  move- 
ables 
Whereof  the  king  my  brother  waspossess'd. 
Buck.  I'll  claim  that  promise  at  your  grace's 

hand. 
>  Incited.  t  Intelligent.  i  Separaie* 
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Glo.   4ndlook  to  have  it  yielded  with  all  I  That,  this  same  very  day,  your  enemies, 

'  The  kindred  of  the  queen,  must,die  at  PomlVet. 
Hast.  Indeed,  I  am  no  mourner   for  that 
news, 


kindness. 
Come,  let  us  sup  betimes ;  that  afterwards 
We  may  digest  our  complots  in  some  form. 

SCENE  II.— Before  Lord  Hastings'  House. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  My  lord,  my  lord,—  IKnocking. 

Hast.  [IViihin.']  Who  knocks? 
Mess.   One  from  lord  Stanley. 
Hast.  \_Within.']  What  is't  o'clock? 
Mess.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 

Etiter  Hastings. 
Hast.  Cannot  thy  master  sleep  these  tedious 

nights  ? 
Mess.  So  it  should  seem  by  that  I  have  to 
say  [ship. 

First,  he  commends  him  to  your  noble  lord- 
Hast.  And  then, — 

Mess.    And   then   he   sends  you  word,   he 
dreamt 
To-night  the  boar  had  rased  off  his  helm  : 
Besides,  he  says,  there  are  two  councils  held  ; 
And  that  may  be  determin'd  at  the  one, 
Which  may  make  you  and  him  to  rue  at  the 
other.  [pleasure,— 

Therefore  he  sends  to  know   your  lordship's 
If  presently,  you  will  take  horse  with  him, 
And  with  all  speed  post  with  him  toward  the 

north, 
To  shun  the  danger  that  his  soul  divines. 

Hast.  Go,  fellow,  go,  return  unto  thy  lord  : 
Bid  him  not  fear  the  separated  councils : 
His  honour,  and  myself,  are  at  the  one ; 
And,  at  the  other,  is  my  good  frieud  Catesby ; 
Where  nothing  can  proceed,  that  toucheth  us, 
Whereof  I  shall  not  have  intelligence. 
Tell  him,  his  fears  are  shallow,  wanting  in- 
stance :* 
And  for  his  dreams — I  wonder,  he's  so  fondt 
To  trust  the  mockery  of  unquiet  slumbers ; 
To  fly  the  boar,  before  the  boar  pursues. 
Were  to  incense  the  boar  to  follow  us. 
And  make  pursuit,   where    he  did   mean  no 

chase. 
Go,  bid  thy  master  rise  and  come  to  me  ; 
And  we  will  both  together  to  the  Tower, 
Where,  he  shall  see,  the   boar|    will  use  us 
kindly. 
Mess.  I'll  go,  mj'  lord,  and  tell  him  what  you 
say.  [Exit. 

Enter  Catesbv. 
Cate.  Many  good  morrows  to  my  noble  lord! 
Hasl.Good  morrow,  Catesby  ;  you  are  early 
stirring :  [state  ? 

What  news,  what  news,    in  this  our  tottering 
Cate.    It  is  a  reeling  world,  indeed,  my  lord; 
And  I  believe,  will  never  stand  upright, 
Till  Richard  wear  the  garland  of  the  realm. 
Hast.  How !  wear  the   garland  ?  dost  thou 

mean  the  crown  ? 
Cate.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
Hast.  I'll  have  this  crown  of  mine  cut  from 
my  shoulders. 
Before  I'll  see  the  crown  so  foul  misplac'd. 
But  canst  thou  guess  that  he  doth  aim  at  it  ? 
Cate.  Ay,  on  my  life;  and   hopes  to  find 
you  forward 
Upon  his  party,  for  the  gain  thereof: 
And,  thereupon,  he  sends  you  this  good  news, 

*  Example.  t  Weak. 

J  /.  «.  Gloster,  who  had  «  boar  for  his  armr. 


Because  they  have  been  still  my  adversaries  : 
But,  that  I'll  give  my  voice  on  Richard's  side. 
To  bar  my  master's  heirs  in  true  descent, 
God  knows,  I  will  not  do  it,  to  the  death. 
Cate.  God  keep  your  lordship  in  tliat  graci- 
ous mind ! 
Hast.    But  I  shall  laugh  at  this  a  twelve- 
month hence. 
That  they,  who  brought  me  in  my  master's  hate, 
I  live  to  look  upon  their  tragedy. 
Well,  Catesby,  ere  a  fortnight  make  me  older, 
I'll  send  some  packing,  that  yet  think  not  on't. 
Cate.  'Tis  a  vile  thing  to  die,   my  gracious 
lord, 
When  men  are  unprepar'd,  and  look  not  for  it. 
Hast.   O  monstrous,  monstrous!  and  so  falls 
it  out 
With  Rivers,  Vaughan.  Grey:   and  so  'twill  do 
With  some  men  else,  who  think  themselves  as 

safe 
As  thou,  and  I ;  who,  as  thou  knows't,  are  dear 
To  princely  Richard,  and  to  Buckingham. 
Cate.  The  princes  both  make  high  account 
of  you, — 
For  they  account  his  head  upon  the  bridge. 

{Aside. 
Hast.  I  know,  they  do;  and  1  have  well  de- 
serv'd  it. 

Enter  Stanley. 

Come  on,  come  on,  where  is  your  boar-spear, 

man? 
Fear  you  the  boar,  and  go  so  unprovided  ? 
Stan.   My   lord,  good-moiTow;    and   good 
morrow,  Catesby  : — 
You  may  jest  on,  but,  by  the  holy  rood, 
I  do  not  like  these  several  councils,  I. 

Hast.  My  lord,    I  hold  my  life  as  dear  as 
And  never,  in  my  life,  I  do  protest,      [yours; 
Was  it  more  precious  to  me  than  'tis  now : 
Think  you,  but  that  I  know  our  state  secure, 
I  would  be  so  triumphant  as  I  am  ? 

Stan.  The  lords  at  Pomfret,  when  they  rode 
from  London,  [sure, 

Were  jocund,  and  suppos'd  their  states  were 
And  they,  indeed,  had  no  cause  to  mistrust ; 
But  yet,  you  see,  how  soon  the  day  o'er-cast. 
This  sudden  stab  of  rancour  I  misdoubt ; 
Pray  God,  I  say,  I  prove  a  needless  coward  ! 
What,  shall  we  toward  the  Tower  ?  the  day  i* 
spent. 
Hast.  Come,  come,  have  with  you. — Wott 
you  what,  my  lord  ? 
To-day,  the  lords  you  talk  of  are  beheaded. 
Stan.  They,  fortheir  truth,  might  better  wear 
their  heads,  [hats. 

Than  some,  tliathave  accus'dtheni,  wear  their 
But  come,  my  lord,  let's  away. 

Enter  a  Pursuivant. 

Hast.    Go  on  before,  I'll  talk  with  this  good 

fellow.     lExeunt  Stan,  and  Catesby. 

How  now,  sirrah  ?    how  goes  the  world  witii 

thee? 

Purs.  The  better,  that  your  lordship  please 

to  ask. 
Hast.  I  tell  thee,  man,  'tis  better  with  me 
now,  [meet: 

Than  when  thou  met'st  me  last  where  now  we 
Then  I  was  going  prisoner  to  the  Tower, 
*  CroSft  ^  Know. 


By  the  suggestion  of  the  queen's  allies  •, 
But  now  I  tell  thee,  (keep  it  to  thyself,) 
This  day  those  enemies  are  put  to  death, 
And  I  in  better  state  than  ere  1  was. 

Purs.  God  hold  it,  to  your  honour's  good 

content ! 
Hast.  Gramercy,  fellow  :  There,  drink  that 
for  me.  [  Throwing  him  his  purse. 

Purs.  I  thank  your  honour. 

\^Exit  Pursuivant. 
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Enter  a  Priest. 

iPr.  Well  met,  my  lord ;  1  am  glad  to  see 

yovu'  honour. 
Hast.  I  thank  thee,  good  Sir  John,  with  all 
my  heart. 
I  am  in  vour  debt  for  your  last  exercise  ; 
Come  the  next  sabbath,  and  I  will  content 
you. 

Enter  Buckingham.  \ 

Buck.   What,  talking  with   a  priest,   lord 
chamberlain  ?  [priest ; 

Your  friends   at  Pomfret,   they   do  need  the 
Your  honour  hath  no  shriving*  work  in  hand. 
Hast.  'Good  faith,  and  when  I  met  this  holy 
man, 
The  men  you  talk  of  came  into  my  mind. 
What,  go  you  toward  the  Tower  ? 

Buck.  I  do,  my  lord ;  but  long  I  cannot  stay 
there :  i 

I  shall  return  before  your  lordship  thence. 
Hast.  Nay,  like  enough,   for  I  stay  dinner 

there. 
Buck.  Andsuppertoo, althoughthou knows't 
it  not.  \_ Aside. 

Come,  will  you  go  ? 

Hast.  I'll  wait  upon  your  lordship.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI.— Pomfret.— Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Ratcciff,    with  a  guard,    conducting 
Rivers,  Grey,  and  Vaughan,  .''  Execution. 

Rat.  Come,  bring  forth  the  prisoners. 
Riiv.  Sir  Richard  Ratcliff  let  me   tell  thee 
this,— 
To-day,  shalt  thou  behold  a  subject  die, 
For  truth,  for  duty,  and  for  loyalty. 

Grey.  God  keep  the  prince  from  all  the  pack 
of  you ! 
A  knot  you  are  of  damned  blood-suckers. 
Vaugh.  You  live,  that  shall  cry  woe  for  this 

hereafter. 
Rat.  Despatch  ;  the  limit  of  your  lives  is  out. 
Riv.    O  Pomfret,    Pomfret !  O  thou   bloody 
Fatal  and  ominous  to  noble  peers  ?     [prison, 
Within  the  guilty  closure  of  thy  walls, 
Richard  the  second  here  was  hack'd  to  death  ; 
And  for  more  slander  to  the  dismal  seat. 
We  give  thee  up  our  guiltless  blood  to  drink. 
Grey.  Now  Margaret's  curse  is  fallen  upon 
our  heads. 
When  she  exclaim'd  on  Hastings,  you  and  I, 
For  standing  by  when  Richard  stabb'dher  son. 
Riv.  Then  curs'd  she  Hastings,  then  curs'd 
she  Buckingham, 
Then  curs'd  she  Richard: — 0,  remember  God, 
To  hear  her  prayers  for  them,  as  now  for  us ! 
And  for  my  sister,  and  her  princely  sons, — 
Be  satisfied,  dear  God,  with  our  true  bloods, 
W^hich,  as  thou  knows't,    unjustly    must   be 
spilt ! 
Rat.  Make  haste,  the  hour  of  death  is  ex- 
piate.t 


Riv.  Come,  Grey, — come,  Vaughan, — let  us 
here  embrace  : 
Farewell,  until  we  meet  again  in  heaven. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— London.— A  Roominlhe  Tower. 

Buckingham,  Stanley,  Hastings,  the  Bishop 

o/Ely,  Catesbv,  Lovel,  and  others,  sitting 

at  a  Table  :  Officers  of  the  Council  attending- 

Hast.  Now,  noble  peers,  the  cause  why  we 

are  met 

Is — to  determine  of  the  coronation  : 

In  God's  name,  speak,  when,  is  the  royal  day  ? 

Buck.  Are  all  things  ready  for  that  royal 

time? 
Stan.  They  are ;  and  wants  but  nomination. 
Ely.  To-morrow  then  I  judge  a  happy  day. 
Buck.  Who  knows  the  lord  protector's  mind 
herein  ? 
Who  is  most  inward*  with  the  noble  duke  ? 
Ely.  Your  grace,  we  think,   should  soonest 

know  his  mind. 
Buck.  We  know  each  other's  faces  :  for  our 
hearts, — 
He  knows  no  more  of  mine,  than  I  of  yours ; 
Nor  I,  of  his,  my  lord,  th&n  you  of  mine  : — 
Lord  Hastings,  you  and  he  are  near  in  love. 
Hast.  I  thank  his  grace,  I  know  he  loves  me 
well ; 
But  for  his  purpose  in  the  coronation, 
I  have  not  sounded  him,  nor  he  deliver'd 
His  gracious  pleasure  any  way  therein : 
But  you,  my  noble  lord,  may  name  the  time  ; 
And  in  the  duke's  behalf  I'll  give  my  voice. 
Which,  I  presume,  he'll  take  in  gentle  part. 
Enter  Gloster. 

Ely.   In  happy  time,  here  comes  the  duke 

himself. 
Glo.  My  noble  lords  and  cousins,  all,  good 
morrow : 
I  have  been  long  a  sleeper :  but,  I  trust. 
My  absence  doth  neglect  no  great  design, 
Which  by  my  presence  might  have  been  con- 
cluded. 
Buck.  Had  you  not  come  upon  your  clue, 
my  lord,  [part,— 

William  lord  Hastings  had  pronounc'd  your 
I  mean,  your  voice, — for  crowning  of  the  king. 
Glo.  Then  my  lord  Hastings,  no  man  might 
be  bolder  ; 
His  lordship  knows  me  well,  and  loves  me 

well. — 
My  lord  of  Ely,  when  I  was  last  in  Holborn, 
I  saw  good  strawberries  in  your  garden  there  ; 
1  do  beseech  you  send  for  some  of  them. 

Ely.  Marry  and  will,  my  lord,  with  all  my 
heart.  {_Exit  Ely. 

Glo.  Cousin  of  Buckingham,  a  word  with 
you.  \_Takes  him  aside. 

Catesby  hath  sounded  Hastings  in  our  busi- 
ness ; 
And  finds  the  testy  gentleman  so  hot, 
That  he  will  lose  his  head,  ere  give  consent, 
His  master's  child,  as  vvorshipfuUy  he  terms  it, 
Shall  lose  the  royalty  of  England's  throne. 
jSucA:.  With  draw  yourself  awhile.  I'll  go  with 
you. 

[_Exeunt  Gloster  and  Buckingham. 
Stan.  We  have  not  yet  set  down  this  day  of 
triumph. 
To-morrow,  in  my  judgment,  is  too  sudden  ; 
For  I  myself  am  not  so  well  provided. 
As  else  I  would  be,  were  the  day  prolong'd . 


'  Confession . 


t  Expiated,  compleleil. 
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Re-enter  Bishop  of  Ely. 

Ely.  Where  is  my  lord  pi'otector  ?  I  have 

sent  for  these  strawberries. 
Hast.  His  grace  looks  cheerfully  and  smooth 
this  morning ; 
There's  some  conceit*  or  other  likes  him  well, 
When    he  doth   bid  good  morrow  with  such 

spirit. 
I  think,  there's  ne'er  a  man  in  Chistendom, 
Can  lesser  hide  his  love,  or  hate,  tlian  he  ; 
For  by   his  face  straight  shall  ye  know  his 
heart, 
Stan.  What  of  his  heart  perceive  you  in  his 
By  any  likelihood  he  show'd  to-day  ?       [face. 
Hast.  Marry,  that  with  no  man  here  he  is 
offended ; 
For,  were  he,  he  had  shown  it  in  his  looks. 
Re-enter  Gloster  and  Buckingham. 
Glo.  I  pray  you  all,  tell  me  what   they  de- 
serve. 
That  do  conspire  my  death  with  devilish  plots. 
Of  damned  witchcraft;  and  that  haveprevail'd 
Upon  my  body  with  their  hellish  charms  ? 
Hast.  Tlie  tender  love  I  bear  your  grace,  my 
lord. 
Makes  me  most  forward  in  this  noble  presence 
To  doom  the  offenders  :  Whosoe'er  they  be, 
I  say,  my  lord,  they  have  deserved  death. 
Glo.  Then  be  your  eyes  the  witness  of  their 
evil. 
Look  how  I  am  bewitch'd  ;  behold  mine  arm 
Is,  like  a  blasted  sapling,  wither'd  up  : 
And  this  is   Edward's  wife,   that   monstrous 

witch. 
Consorted  with  that  harlot,  strumpet  Shore, 
That  by  their  witchcraft  thus  have  marked  me. 
Hast.  If  they  have  done  this  deed,  my  noble 

lord, — 
Glo.  If.  thou  protector  of  this  damned  strum- 
pet, [tor : — 
Talk'st  thou  to  me  of  ifs  ?— Thou  art  a  trai- 
Off  with  his  head : — now,   by    Saint   Paul   I 

swear, 
I  wHl  not  dine  until  I  see  the  same. — 
Lovel,  and  Catesby,  look,  that  it  be  done ; 
The  rest  that  love  me,  rise,  and  follow  me. 
{_Exeunt  Council,  with  Gloster  and  Buck- 
ingham. 
Hast.  Woe,  woe,  for  England !  not  a  whit 
for  me ; 
For  I,  too  fond,t  might  have  prevented  this  : 
Stanley  did  dream,  the  boar  did  rase  his  helm ; 
But  I  disdain'd  it,  and  did  scorn  to  fly. 
Three  times   to-day  my  foot-cloth  horse  did 

stumble. 
And  startled,  when  he  look'd  upon  the  Tower, 
As  loath  to  bear  me  to  the  slaughter-house. 
O,  now  I  want  the  priest  that  spake  to  me : 
I  now  repent  I  told  the  pursuivant. 
As  too  triumphing,  how  mine  enemies. 
To-day  at  Ponifret  bloodily  were  butcher'd, 
And  I  myself  secure  in  grace  and  favour. 
O,  Margaret,  Margaret,  now  thy  heavy  curse 
Is  lighted  on  poor  Hastings'  wretched  head. 
Cale.  Despatch,  my  lord,  the  duke  would  be 
at  dinner ; 
Make  a  short  shrift,  he  longs  to  see  your  head. 

Hast.  O  momentary  grace  of  mortal  men. 
Which  we   more  hunt  for  than  the  grace  of 

God! 
Who  builds  his  hope  in  air  of  your  fair  looks, 
Lives  like  a  drunken  sailor  on  a  mast ; 
Ready,  with  every  nod,  to  tumble  down 
Into  the  fatal  bowels  of  the  deep. 

-  Tbcujlit:  ♦  Weak,  foolisi: 


\:Act  ni. 

Love.  Come,  coine,  despatch  ;  'tis  bootless 

to  exclaim. 
Hast.  O,  bloody  Richard  ! — miserable  Eng- 
land ; 
I  prophesy  the  fearful'st  time  to  thee. 
That  ever  wretched  age  hath  look'd  upon. — 
Come,  lead  me  to  the  block,  bear  hini  my  head ; 
They  smile  at  me,  who  shortly  shall  be  dead. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  v.— The  same.— The  Tower  walls. 

Enter  Gloster,  and  Buckingham,  in  rusty  ar- 
mour,  marvellous  ill-favour'd. 

Glo.  Come,  cousin,  canst  thou  quake,  and 
change  thy  colour  ? 
Murder  thy  breath  in  middle  of  a  word, — 
And  then  again  begin,  and  stop  again. 
As  if  thou   wert   distraught,   and  mad   with 
terror  ? 
Buck.  Tut,  I  can  counterfeit  the  deep  trage- 
dian ; 
Speak,  and  look  back,  and  pry  on  every  side, 
Tremble  and  start  at  wagging  of  a  straw, 
Intending*  deep  suspicion  :  ghastly  looks 
Are  at  my  service,  like  enforced  smiles  ; 
And  both  are  ready  in  their  offices. 
At  any  time,  to  grace  my  stratagems, 
But  what,  is  Catesby  gone  ? 

Glo.  He  is ;  and,  see,  he  brings  the  mayor 
along. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor  and  Catesby. 

Buck.  Let  me  alone  to  entertain  him. — Lord 
mayor, — 

Glo.  Look  to  the  draw-bridge  there. 

Buck.  Hark,  hark  !  a  drum. 

Glo.  Catesby,  o'erlook  the  walls. 

Buck.  Lord  mayor,  the  reason  we  have  sent 
for  you, 

Glo.  Look  back,  defend  thee,  here  are  ene- 
mies. 

Buck.  God  and  our  innocence  defend  and 
guard  us ! 

Enter  Lovel  and  Ratcliff,  with  Hastings' 
head. 

Glo.  Be  patient,  they  are  friends  ;  Ratcliff, 

and  Lovel. 
Lov.  Here  is  the  head  of  that  ignoble  traitor. 
The  dangerous  and  unsuspected  Hastings. 
Glo.   So  dear  I  lov'd  the  man,  that  I  must 
weep. 
I  took  him  for  the  plainest  harmless't  creature. 
That  breath'd  upon  the  earth  a  Christian  ; 
Made  him  my  boolc,  wherein  my  soul  recorded 
The  history  of  all  her  secret  thoughts  :  [virtue. 
So  smooth  he  daub'd  his  vice  with  show  of 
That,  his  apparent  open  guilt  omitted, — 
I  mean,  his  conversation  with  Shore's  wife, — 
He  liv'd  from  all  attainder  of  suspect. 

Buck.    Well,    well,    he   was    the    coveit'st 
shelter'd  traitor 
That  ever  liv'd. — Look  you,  my  lord  mayor, 
Would  you  imagine,  or  almost  believe, 
(Werc"t  not,  that  by  great  preservation 
We  live  to  tell  it  you,)  the  subtle  traitor 
This  day  had  plotted  in  the  council-house. 
To  murder  me,  and  my  good  lord  of  Gloster  ? 
3Iay.  What !  had  he  so  ? 
Glo.  Wliat!  think  you  we  are  Turks,  or 
infidels  ? 
Or  that  we  would,  against  the  form  of  law, 
Proceed  thus  rashly  in  the  villain's  death  ; 
But  that  the  extreme  peril  of  the  case. 
•    Pi  P*f  tiding. 


■ 
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Enforc'd  us  to  this  execution  ? 

May.  Now,  fair  befall  you  !  he  deserv'd  his 
death ;  [ed, 

And  your  good  graces  both  have  well  proceed- 
To  warn  false  traitors  from  the  like  attempts. 
I  never  look'd  for  better  at  his  hands 
After  he  once  fell  in  with  mistress  Shore. 

Buck.  Yet  liad  we  not  determin'd  he  should 
Until  your  lordship  came  to  see  his  end;  [die. 
Which   now   the   loving   haste   of  these   our 
friends,  [ed : 

Somewhat  against  our  meaning,  hath  prevent- 
Because,  my  lord,  we  would  have  had  you  heard 
The  traitor  speak,  and  timorously  confess 
The  manner  and  the  purpose  of  his  treasons  ; 
That  you  might  well  have  signified  the  same 
Unto  the  citizens,  who,  haply,  may 
Misconstrue  us  in  him,  and  wail  his  death. 
May.  But,  my  good  lord,  your  grace's  word 
shall  serve. 
As  well  as  I  had  seen,  and  heard  him  speak : 
And  do  not  doubt,  right  noble  princes  both, 
But  I'll  acquaint  our  duteous  citizens 
With  all  your  just  proceedings  in  this  case. 
Glo.  And  to  that  end  we  wish'd  your  lord- 
ship here, 
To  avoid  the  censures  of  the  carping  world. 
Buck  But  since  you  came  too  late  of  our  in- 
tent. 
Yet  witness  what  you  hear  we  did  intend : 
And  so,  my  good  lord  mayor,  we  bid  farewell. 
'{_Exit  Lord  Mayor. 
Glo.  Go  after,  after,  cousin  Buckingham. 
The  mayor  towards  Guildhall  hies  him  in  all 

post : — 
There  at  your  meetest  vantage  of  the  time, 
Infer  the  bastardy  of  Edward's  children  : 
Tell  them,  how  Edward  put  to  death  a  citizen. 
Only  for  saying — he  would  make  his  son 
Heir  to  the  crown  ;  meaning,  indeed  his  house. 
Which,  by  the  sign  thereof,  was  termed  so. 
Moreover,  urge  his  hateful  luxury. 
And  bestial  appetite  in  change  of  lust ; 
Which  stretch'd  unto  their  servants,  daughters, 

wives. 
Even  where  his  raging  eye,  or  savage  heart. 
Without  controul,  listed  to  make  his  prey. 
Nay,  for  a  need,  thus  far  come  near  my  person : 
Tell  them,  when  that  my  mother  went  with  child 
Of  that  insatiate  Edward,  noble  York, 
My  princely  father,  then  had  wars  in  France  ; 
And,  by  just  computation  of  the  time. 
Found,  that  the  issue  was  not  his  begot ; 
Which  well  appeared  in  his  lineaments. 
Being  nothing  like  the  noble  duke  my  father : 
Yet  touch  this  sparingly,  as  'twere  far  off; 
Because,  my  lord,  you  know,  my  mother  lives. 
Buck.  Doubt  not,  my  lord ;  I'll  play  the  orator. 
As  if  the  golden  fee,  for  which  1  plead, 
Werefor  myself :  and  so,  my  lord,  adieu. 
Glo.  If  you  thrive  well,  bring  them  to  Bay- 
nard's  castle ; 
Where  you  shall  find  me  well  accompanied, 
AVith     reverend     fathers,    and    well-learned 
bishops. 
Buck.    I   go 
o'clock, 
Look  for  the  news  that  the  Guild-hall  affords. 
\_Exit  Buckingham. 
Glo.   Go,  Lovel,  with  all  speed  to  doctor 
Shaw,—  [both 

Go  thou  [  To  Gate.  ]  to  friar  Penker ; — bid  them 
Meet  me,  within  this  hour,  at  Baynard's  castle. 
[Exeunt  Lovel  avd  Catesbv. 
Vol.  II 


To  draw  the  brats  of  Clarence  out  of  sight ; 
And  to  give  notice,  that  no  manner  of  person 
Have,  any  time,  recourse  unto  the  princes. 

\_E.xit. 

SCENE  VI.— A  Street. 
Enter  a  Scrivener. 
Scriv.  Here  is  the  indictmentof  the  good  lord 
Hastings  ; 
Which  in  a  set  hand  fairly  is  engross'd, 
That  it  may  be  to-day  read  o'er  in  Paul's. 
And   mark   how  well    tlie   sequel  hangs    to- 
gether : — 
Eleven  hours  I  have  spent  to  write  it  over, 
For  yesternight  by  Catesby  was  it  sent  irte  ; 
The  precedent*  was  full  as  long  a  doing : 
And  yet  within  these  five  hours  Hastings  liv'd, 
Untainted,  uncxamin'd,  free  at  liberty. 
Here's  a  good  world  the  while ! — Who  is  so 
That  cannot  see  this  palpable  device  1    [gross, 
Yet  who  so  bold,  but  says — he  sees  it  not  ? 
Bad  is  the  world  ;  and  all  will  come  to  nought. 
When    such   bad   dealing   must    be   seen    iii 
thought.  lExit. 

S  CENE  VII.—  The  same. —Co  urt  of  Baytiard's 
Castle. 
Enter  Gloster  and  Buckingham,  meeting. 
Glo.  How  now,   how  now  ?  what  say  the 

citizens  ? 
Buck.  Now  by  the  holy  mother  of  our  Lord, 
The  citizens  are  mum,  say  not  a  word. 

Glo.  Touch'd  you  the  bastardy  of  Edward's 

children  ? 
Buck.  I  did ;  with  his  contract  with  Lady 
Lucy, 
And  his  contract  by  deputy  in  France  : 
The  insatiate  greediness  of  his  desires, 
And  his  enforcement  of  the  city  wives  ; 
His  tyranny  for  trifles;  his  own  bastardy, — 
As  being  got,  your  father  then  in  France  ; 
And  his  resemblance,  being  not  like  the  duke. 
Withal,  I  did  infer  your  lineaments, — 
Being  the  right  idea  of  your  father, 
Both  in  your  form  and  nobleness  of  mind  : 
Laid  open  all  your  victories  in  Scotland, 
Your  discipline  in  war,  wisdom  in  peace, 
Your  bounty,  virtue,  fair  humility  ; 
Indeed,  left  nothing,  fitting  for  your  purpose, 
Untouch'd,  or  slightly  handled,  in  discourse. 
And,  when  my  oratory  grew  to  an  end, 
I  bade  them,  tliat  did  love  their  country's  good, 
Cry — God  save  Richard,  England' sroyal  king  ' 
Glo.  And  did  they  so  ? 

Buck.  No,  so  God  help  me,  they  spake  not  a 
word  ; 
But,  like  dumb  statues,  or  breathless  stones, 
Star'd  on  each  other,  and  look'd  deadly  pale. 
Which  when  1  saw,  I  reprehended  them  ; 
And  ask'd  the  mayor,  what  meant  this  wilful 

silence : 
His  answer  was, — the  people  were  not  us'd 
To  be  spoke  to   but  by  the  recorder. 
Then  he  was  urg'd  to  tell  my  tale  again  : 


Thus  saith  the  duke,  ihushaih  the  duke  inferred ; 
and,  towards  three  or   four  \  But  nothing  spoke  in  warrant  from  himself. 

When  he  had  done,  some  followers  of  mine 

own. 
At  lower  end  o'the  hall,  huii'd  up  their  caps, 
And  some  ten  voices   cried,    God  save  king 

Richard ! 
And  thus  I  took  the  vantage  of  the  few, — 
Thanks,  gentle  citisens,  and  friends,  quoth  I ; 
*  Original  drafts 
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This  general  applause,  and  cheerful  shout, 
Argues  your  wisdom,  and  your  lore  to  Richard  : 
And  even  here  broke  off  and  came  away. 
Glo.    What  tongueless    blocks  were  they ; 
Would  they  not  speak?  [come  ? 

Wili  not  the  mayor  then,    and  his  brethren, 
Buck.   The  mayor  is  here  at  hand  ;  intend* 
some  fear ; 
Be  not  you  spoke  with,  but  by  mighty  suit : 
And  look  you  get  a  prayer-book  in  your  hand, 
And  stand  between  two  churchmen,  good  my 

lord ; 
For  on  that  ground  I'll  make  a  holy  descant : 
And  he  not  easily  won  to  our  requests  ; 
Play  the  maid's  part,  still  answei  nay,  and 
take  it. 
Glo.    I  go  ;  And  if  you  plead  as  well  for 
As  I  can  say  nay  to  thee  for  myself,      [them, 
No  doubt  we'll  bring  it  to  a  happy  issue. 
Buck.  Go,  go,  up  to  the   leads;    the  lord 
mayor  knocks.  \_Exit  Gloster. 

Enter  the  Lord  Mayor,  Aldermen,  and  Citizens. 
Welcome,  my  lord  ;  I  dance  attendance  here  ; 
I  think,  the  duke  will  not  be  spoke  withal. — 

Enter,  from  the  Castle,  Catesby. 
New,  Catesby  !  what  says  your  lord  to  my  re- 
quest ? 
Cate.   He  doth  entreat  your  grace,  my  noble 
'io  visit  him  to-morrow,  or  next  day  :      [lord, 
He  is  within,  with  two  right  reverend  fathers, 
Divinely  bent  to  meditation  ; 
And  in  no  worldly  suit  would  he  be  mov'd, 
To  draw  him  from  his  holy  exercise. 

Buck.  Return,  good  Catesby,  to  the  gracious 
duke ; 
Tell  him,  myself,  the  mayor,  and  aldermen. 
In  deep  designs,  in  matter  of  great  moment 
Jfo  less  importing  than  our  general  good. 
Are  come  to  have   some  conference  with  his 
grace. 
Cate.  I'll  signify  so  much  unto  him  straight. 

\_Exit. 
Buck.   Ah,  ah,  my  lord,  this  prince  is  not 
an  Edward  ! 
He  is  not  lolling  on  a  lewd  day-bed,t- 
But  on  his  knees  at  meditation  ; 
_Not  dallying  with  a  brace  of  courtezans, 
But  meditating  with  two  deep  divines  ; 
Not  sleeping,  to  cngrosst  his  idle  body, 
But  praying,  to  enrich  his  watchful  soul: 
Happy   were  England,    would  this   virtuous 

prince 
Take  on  himself  the  sovereignty  thereof: 
But,  sure,  I  fear,  we  shall  ne'er  win  him  to  it. 
May.   Marry,  God  defend,  his  grace  should 

say  us  nay  ! 
Buck.   I  fear,  he  will :  Here  Catesby  comes 
again : — 

Rc-enttr  Catesby. 
New,  Catesby,  what  says  his  grace  ? 

Cate.    He  wonders  to  what  end  you  have  as- 
sembled 
Such  troops  of  citizens  to  come  to  him, 
His  grace  not  being  warn'd  thereof  before. 
He  fears,  my  lord,  you  mean  no  good  to  him. 
Buck.  Sorry  I  am,  my  noble  cousin  should 
Suspect  me,  that  I  mean  no  good  to  him  : 
By  heaven,  we  come  to  him  in  perfect  love ; 
Ahd  so  once  more  return  and  tell  his  grace. 

[£xi7  Catesby. 
When  holy  and  devout  religious  men 
Are  at  their  beads,   'tis  hard  to  draw  them 
5o  sweet  is  zealous  contemplation 
*  VTelinsl,  i  A  cHucTi. 
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Enter  Gloster,  in  a  Gallery  above,  between 
two  Bishops.  Catesby  returns. 

May.  See,  where  his  grace  stands  'tween  two 
clergymen  ! 

Buck.  Two  props  of  virtue  for  a  Christian 
To  stay  him  from  the  fall  of  vanity  :    [prince. 
And,  see,  a  book  of  prayer  in  his  hand  ; 
True  ornaments  to  know  a  holy  man. — 
Famous  Plantagenet,  most  gracious  prince, 
Lend  favourable  ear  to  our  requests  ; 
And  pardon  us  the  interruption 
Of  thy  devotion,  and  right  Christian  zeal. 

Glo.  My  lord;  there  needs  no  such  apology ; 
I  rather  do  beseech  you  pardon  me, 
Who,  earnest  in  the  service  of  my  God, 
Neglect  the  visitation  of  my  friends. 
But,leavingthis,  whatis  your  grace's  pleasure? 

Buck.  Even  that,  I  hope,  which  pleaseth  God 
above. 
And  all  good  men  of  this  ungovem'd  isle. 

Glo.  I  do  suspect,!  have  done  some  offence. 
That  seems  disgracious  in  the  city's  eye ; 
Andthatyoucometo  reprehend  my  ignorance. 

Buck.  You  have,  my  lord ;  Would  it  might 
please  your  grace. 
On  our  entreaties  to  amend  your  fault ! 

Glo.  Else  wherefore  breathe  I  in  a  Christian 
land  ? 

Buck.  Know,  then,  it  is  your  fault,  thatyoii 
resign 
The  supreme  seat,  the  throne  majestical, 
The  sceptred  office  of  your  ancestors. 
Your  state  of  fortune,  and  your  due  of  birth, 
The  lineal  glory  of  your  royal  house. 
To  the  corruption  of  a  blemish'd  stock  : 
Whilst,  inthe  mildness  of  your  sleepy  thoughts, 
(Which  here  we  waken  to  our  country's  good,) 
The  noble  isle  doth  want  her  proper  limbs  ; 
Her  face  defac'd  with  scars  of  infamy. 
Her  royal  stock  graft  with  ignoble  plants, 
And  almost  shoulder'd*  in  the  swallowing  gulf 
Of  dark  forgetfulness  and  deep  oblivion. 
Which  to  recure,t  we  heartily  solicit 
Your  gracious  self  to  take  on  you  the  charg* 
And  kingly  government  of  this  your  land : 
Not  as  protector,  steward,  substitute, 
Or  lowly  factor  for  another's  gain  : 
But  as  successively  from  blood  to  blood, 
Your  right  of  birth,  your  empery,|  your  own. 
For  this,  consorted  with  the  citizens. 
Your  very  worshipful  and  loving  friends. 
And  by  their  vehement  instigation, 
In  this  just  suit  come  I  to  move  your  grace. 

Glo.  I  cannot  toll,  if  to  depart  in  silence, 
Or  bitterly  to  speak  in  your  reproof, 
Best  fitteth  my  degree,  or  your  condition  : 
If  not  to  answer, — you  might  haply  think, 
Tongue-tied  ambition,  not  replying,  yielded 
To  bear  the  golden  yoke  of  sovereignty. 
Which  fondlyyou  would  here  impose  on  me  ; 
If  to  reprove  you  for  this  suit  of  yours. 
So  season'd  with  your  faithful  love  to  me, 
Then,  on  the  other  side,  I  check'd  my  friends. 
Therefore, — to  speak,  and  to  avoid  the  first ; 
And,  then  in  speaking,  not  to  incur  the  last, — 
Definitively  thus  I  answer  you. 
Your  love  deseiTes  my  thanks  ;  but  my  desert 
Unmeritable,  shuns  your  high  request. 
First,  if  all  obstacles  were  cut  away. 
And  that  my  path  were  even  to  the  crown, 
As  the  ripe  revenue  and  due  of  birth  ; 
Yet  so  much  is  my  poverty  of  spirit. 
So  mighty,  and  so  many,  my  defects,  [ness, — 
That  I  would  rather  hide  me  from  my  great- 
[thencc ;  (Being  a  bark  to  brook  no  mighty  sea, — 
i  Fatten.         *  Thrust  into.  •♦  Recovrf.  t  EQipif?. 
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Than  in  my  greatness  covet  to  be  hid, 
And  in  the  vapour  of  my  glory  smother'd, 
But,  God  be  thank'd,  tliere  is  no  need  of  me  ; 
(And  much  I  need*  to  help  you,  if  need  were ;) 
The  royal  tree  hath  left  us  royal  fruit, 
Which  mellow'd  by  the  stealing  hours  of  time, 
Will  well  become  the  scat  of  majesty, 
And,  make,  no  doubt,  us  happy  by  his  reign. 
On  him  I  lay  what  you  would  lay  on  me, 
The  right  and  fortune  of  his  happy  stars, — 
Which,  God  defend,  that  I  should  wring  from 
him  ! 
Buck.  My  lord,   this  argues  conscience  in 
your  grace  ; 
But  the  respects  thereof  are  nicet  and  trivial, 
All  circumstances  well  considered. 
You  say,  that  Edward  is  your  brother's  son  ; 
So  say  we  too,  but  not  by  Edward's  wife  : 
For  first  he  was  contract  to  lady  Lucy, 
Your  mother  lives  a  witness  to  his  vow ; 
And  afterwards  by  substitute  betroth'd 
To  Bona,  sister  to  the  king  of  France. 
These  both  put  by,  a  poor  petitioner, 
A  care-craz'd  mother  to  a  many  sons, 
A  beauty-waning  and  distressed  widow, 
Even  in  the  afternoon  of  her  best  days, 
Made  prize  and  purchase  of  his  wanton  eye, 
Seduc'd  the  pitch  and  height  of  all  his  thoughts 
To  base  declension  and  loath'd  bigamy  : 
By  her,  in  his  unlawful  bed,  he  got       [prince. 
This  Edward,  whom  our  manners    call — the 
More  bitterly  could  I  expostulate, 
Save  that,  for  reverence  to  some  alive, 
I  give  a  sparing  limit  to  my  tongue. 
Then,  good  my  lord,  take  to  your  royal  self 
This  proffer'd  benefit  of  dignity  : 
If  not  to  bless  us  and  the  land  withal, 
Y''et  to  draw  forth  your  noble  ancestry 
From  the  corruption  of  abusing  time, 
Unto  a  lineal  true-derived  course. 

Mat/.  Do,  good  my  lord ;  your  citizens  en- 
treat you. 
Buck.  Refuse  not,  mighty  lord,  this  profler'd 

love. 
Cats.  O,  make  them  joyful,  grant  their  law- 
ful suit. 
Glo    Alas,  why  would  you  heap  those  cares 
on  me? 
I  am  unfit  for  state  and  majesty: — 
I  do  beseech  you,  take  it  not  amiss  ; 
I  cannot,  nor  I  will  not,  yield  to  you. 

Buck.    If  you  refuse  it, — as  in  love  and  zeal, 
Loath  to  depose  the  child,  your  brother's  son  ; 
As  well  we  know  your  tenderness  of  heart. 
And  gentle,  kind,  effeminate,  remorse, t 
Which  we  have  noted  in  you  toy  our  kindred, 
And  equally,  indeed,  to  all  estates, — 
Yet  know,  whe'r  you  accept  our  suit  or  no, 
Your  brother's  son  shall  never  reign  our  king ; 
But  we  will  plant  some  other  in  your  throne. 
To  the  disgrace  and  downfal  of  your  house. 
And,  in  this  resolution,  here  we  leave  you  ; 
Come,  citizens,  we  will  entreat  no  more. 

[_Exeu7it  Buckingham  and  Citizens. 
Cafe.    Call  them  again,  sweet  prince,  accept 
their  suit ; 
If  you  deny  them,  all  the  land  will  rue  it. 
Glo.  Will  you   enforce  me  to  a   world  of 
cares  ? 
Well,  call  them  again  ;  I  am  not  made  of  stone. 
But  penetrable  to  your  kind  entreaties, 

[Exit  Catesby. 
Albeit  against  my  conscience  and  my  soul. — 
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Cousin  of  Buckingham,-and  sage,  grave  men,- 
Sinceyou  will  buckle  fortune  on  my  back. 
To  bear  her  burden,  whe'r  I  will,  or  no, 
I  must  have  patience  to  endure  the  load  : 
But  if  black  scandal,  or  foul-fac'd  reproach, 
Attend  the  sequel  of  your  imposition. 
Your  mere  enforcement  shall  acquittance  me 
From  all  the  impure  blots  and  stains  thereof 
For  God  he  knows,  and  you  may  partly  see, 
How  far  I  am  from  the  desire  of  this. 

May.  God  bless  your  grace  !  we  see  it,  and 

will  say  it. 
Glo.  In  saying  so.  you    shall  but  say  thr? 

truth. " 

Buck.  Then  I  salute   you  with   this  royal 

title, —  [king  ! 

Long  live  king    Richard,    England's  worthy 

All.  Amen  ! 

Buck.  To-morrow  may  it  please  you  to  be 

crown 'd  ? 
Glo.  Even  when  you  please,  since  you  will 

have  it  so. 
Buck.  To-mo)  row  then  we  will  attend  your 
grace ; 
And  so,  most  joyfully  we  take  our  leave. 
Glo.  Come,  let  us  to  our  holy  work  again  : — 
[  To  the.  Bishops. 
Farewell,     good     cousin, — fajewell,      gentle 
friends.  Excunl 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Before  the  Tower. 

Enter  on  one  side,  Queen  Elizabeth,  Duchess 
of  York,  and  Marquis  of  Dorset;  on  the 
other,  Anne,  Duchess  of  Gloster,  leading 
Lady  Margaret,  Plantagenet,  Clar^ 
ence's  young  Daughter. 

Duch.     Who    meets  us   here  ? — my    niecfe 

Plantagenet' 

Led  in  the  hand  of  her  kind  aunt  of  Gloster  ? 

Now,  for  my  life,  she's  wand'ring  to  the  Tower, 

On   pure    heart's    love,  to   greet   the   tendei- 

prince. — 
Daughter,  well  met. 

Anne.  God  give  your  graces  both 
A  happy  and  a  joyful  time  of  day  ! 

Q.  Eliz.  As  much  to  you,  good  sister !  Whi- 
ther away? 
Anne.  No  further  than  the  Tower ;  and,  as 
I  guess. 
Upon  the  like  devotion  as  yourselves. 
To  gratulate  the  gentle  princes  there. 

Q.  Eliz.  Kind  sister,  thanks ;  we'll  enter  all 
together : 

Enter  Brakenburv. 

And,  in  good  time,  here  the  lieutenant  comes. - 
Master  lieutenant,  pray  you,  by  your  leave. 
How  doth  the  prince,    and  my  young  son  of 
York  ? 
Brak.  Right  well,  dear  madam :  By   your, 
patience, 
I  may  not  suffer  you  to  visit  them ; 
The  king  hath  strictly  charg'd  the  contrarv. 
Q.  Elis.  The  king  !  who's  that  ? 
Brak.  I  mean,  the  lord  protector. 
Q.  Elis.  The  Lord   protect   him  from  that 
kingly  title  !  [me '! 

Hath  he  set  bounds  between  their  love,  and 
I  am  their  mother,  who  shall  bar  me  from 
them  1 
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Duch.  I  am  their  father's  mother,  I  will  see 

them. 
Anne.  Their  aunt  I  am  in  law,  in  love  their 
mother:  [blame, 

Then  bring  me  to  their  sights ;  I'll  bear  thy 
And  take  thy  oflSce  from  thee,  on  thy  peril. 
Brak.  No,  madam,  no,   I  may  not  leave  it 
so; 
J  am  bound  by  oath,  and  therefore  pardon  me. 
[Exit  Brakenbury. 

Enter  Stanley. 
Stan.   Let  me   but  meet  you,   ladies,   one 
hour  hence 
And  I'll  salute  your  grace  of  York  as  mother, 
And  reverend  looker-on  of  two  fair  queens. — 
Come,  madam,  you  must  straight  to  West- 
minster,   t  To  the  Duchess  of  Gloster. 
There  to  be  crowned  Richard's  royal  queen. 

Q.  Eliz.  Ah,  cut  my  lace  asunder  I     [beat, 
That  my  pent  heart  may  have  some  scope  to 
Or  else  I  swoon  with  this  dead-killing  news. 
Anne.     Despiteful    tidings !    O  unpleasing 

news  ! 
Dor.  Be  of  good  cheer: — Mother,  how  fares 

your  grace  ? 
Q.  Elis.  O  Dorset,  speak  not  to  me,  get  thee 
gone. 
Death  and  destruction  dog  thee  at  the  heels ; 
Thy  mother's  name  is  ominous  to  children : 
If  thou  wilt  outstrip  death,  go  cross  the  seas, 
And  live  with  Richmond,   from  the  reach  of 
hell.  [house. 

Go,   hie  thee,  hie  thee,  from  this  slaughter- 
Lest  thou  increase  the  number  of  tlie  dead  ; 
And  make  me    die  the  thrall  of  Margaret's 

curse,— 
Nor  mother,  wife,  nor    England's    counted 
queen. 
Stan.   Full  of  wise  care  is  this  your  counsel, 
madam : — 
Take  all  the  swift  advantage  of  the  hours ; 
You  shall  have  letters  from  me  to  my  son 
In^our  behalf,  to  meet  you  on  the  way  : 
Be  not  ta'en  tardy  by  unwise  delay. 

Duch.  O  ill-dispersing  wind  of  misery  !— 
O  my  accursed  womb,  the  bed  of  death ; 
A  cockatrice*  hast  thou  hatch'd  to  the  world. 
Whose  unavoided  eye  is  murderous  ! 

Stan.  Come,  madam,    come;  I  in  all  haste 

was  sent. 
Anne.    And  1   with   all   unwillingness  will 
go. — 
O,  would  to  God,  that  the  inclusive  verge 
Of  golden  metal, t  that  must  round  my  brow. 
Were  red-hot  steel,  to  seart  me  to  the  brain  ! 
Anointed  let  me  be  with  deadly  venom ; 
And  die,  ere  men  can  say — God  save  the  queen ! 
Q.  Eliz.  Go,  go,  poor  soul,  I  envy  not  thy 
glory ; 
To  feed  my  humour,  wish  thyself  no  harm. 
Anne.  No! — why?— When  he,   that  is  my 
husband  now. 
Came  to  me,  as  I  foUow'd  Henry's  corse ; 
When  scarce  the  blood  was  well  wash'd  from 

his  hands. 
Which  issu'd  from  my  other  angel  husband. 
And  that  dead  saint  which  then  I  weeping  fol- 

low'd ; 
O,  when,  1  say,  I  look'd  on  Richard's  face. 
This  was  my  wish,— Be  thou,  quoth  I  accurs'd, 
For  mnking  me,  so  young,  so  old  a  icidow  ! 
And,  when  thou  wed'st,  let  sorrow  haunt  thy  bed  ; 
And  be  thy  wife,  (if  any  be  so  mad) 

*  A  serpent  suppmsd  to  ori|iDate  from  a  cock's  egg. 
t  Jhecr^wp.  +  Burn. 


More  miserable  by  the  life  of  thee, 
Than  thou  hast  made  me  by  my  dear  lord's  death! 
Lo,  ere  I  can  repeat  this  curse  again, 
Even  in  so  short  a  space,  my  woman's  heart 
Grossly  grew  captive  to  his  honey  words. 
And   prov'd   the   subject  of  mine   own  soul's 

curse : 
Which  ever  since  hath  held  mine  ej'es  from 
I'or  never  yet  one  hour  in  his  bed  [rest  ; 

Did  i  enjoy  the  golden  dew  of  sleep, 
But  with  his  timorous  deeams  was  still  awak'd. 
Besides,  he  hates  me  for  my  father  Warwick  ; 
And  will,  no  doubt,  shortly  be  rid  of  me. 
Q.  Eliz.  Poor  heart,  adieu ;  I  pity  thy  com- 
plaining. 
Anne.  No  more  than  with  my  soul  I  mourn 

for  yours. 
Dor.    Farewell,  tliou  woeful  welcomer  of 

glory  ! 
Anne.  Adieu,  poor  soul,  that  tJik'st  thy  leave 

of  it ! 
Duch.   Go  thou  to  Richmond,  and  good  for- 
tune guide  thee  ! —  [  To  Dorset. 
Go  thou  to  Richard,  and   good    angels  tend 
thee! —  [To  Anne. 
Go  thou  to  sanctuary,  and  good  thougiits  pos- 
sess thee !               [  To  Q.  Elizabeth. 
I  to  my  grave,  where  peace  and  rest  lie  with 
Eighty  odd  years  of  sorrow  have  1  seen,    [me. 
And  each  hour's  joy  wreck'd  with  a  week  of 
teen.* 
Q.  Eliz.   Stay  yet ;    look  back,  with   me, 
unto  the  Tower. — 
Pity,  you  ancient  stones,  those  tender  babes, 
Whom  envy  hath  immur'd  within  your  walls  ! 
Rough  cradle  for  such  little  pretty  ones  ! 
Rude  ragged  nurse  !  old  sullen  play-fellow 
For  tender  princes,  use  my  babies  well .' 
So  foolish  sorrow  bids  your  stones  farewell. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE  II.— A  Room  of  State  in  the  Palace. 

Flourish  of  Trumpets.  Richard,  as  King  upon 
his  Throne;  Buckingham,  Catesby,  oPage, 
and  others. 

K.  Rich.  Stand  all  apart. — Cousin  of  Buck* 

ingham, 

Buck.   My  gracious  sovereign. 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  thy  hand.    Thus  high  by 
thy  advice. 
And  thy  assistance,  is  king  Richard  seated  : — 
But  shall  we  wear  these  glories  for  a  day  ? 
Or  shall  they  last,  and  we  rejoice  in  them  ? 
Buck.  Stiil  live  they,  and  for  ever  let  them 

last! 
K.  Rich.    Ah,  Buckingham,   now  do  I  play 
the  touch, t 
To  try  if  thou  be  current  gold,  indeed  : — 
Young  Edward   lives  ; — Think    now   what   I 
would  speak. 
Buck.   Say  on,  my  loving  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Why  Buckingham,  I  say,  I  would 

be  king. 
Buck.  Why,  so  you  are,  my  thrice-renown- 
ed liege. 
K.  Rich.    Ha!    am   I   king?    'Tis   so:   but 

Edward  lives. 
Buck.  True,  noble  prince. 
K.  Rich.    O  bitter  consequence. 
That  Edward  still  should  live, — true,  noble 

prince ! — 
Cousin,  thou  wast  not  wont  to  be  so  dull : — 
Shall  I  be  plain  ?  I  wish  the  bastards  dead  : 
And  I  would  have  it  suddenly  perform'd. 


Sorrow. 
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What  say'st  thou  uow !  speali  suddenly,  be 
brief. 
Buck.  Your  grace  may  do  your  pleasure. 
K.  Rich.  Tut,  tut,  thou  art  all  ice,  thy  kind- 
ness freezes  : 
Say,  have  I  thy  consent,  that  they  shall  die  ? 
Buck.    Give  me   some   breath,  some  little 
a  pause,  dear  lord, 
Befoie  I  positively  speak  in  this  : 
1  will  resolve  your  grace  immediately. 

[^Exit  Buckingham. 

Cate.  The  king  is  angry  ;  see,  he  gnaws  his 

lip.  \_  Aside. 

K.   Rich.  I  will  converse   with  iron-witted 

fools,  [^Descends  from  his  Throne. 

And  unrespective*  boys :  none  are  for  me. 

That  look  into  me  with  considerate  eyes  ; — 

High-reaching   Buckingham   grows    circum- 

Boy, [spect. — 

Page.   My  lord. 

it.  Rich.  Know'st  thou  not  any,  whom  cor- 
rupting gold 
Would  tempt  unto  a  close  exploit!  of  death  ? 

Page.   I  know  a  discontented  gentleman. 
Whose  humble  means  match  not  his  haughty 
Gold  were  as  good  as  twenty  orators,  [mind : 
And  will,  no  doubt,  tempt  him  to  any  thing. 
Jv.  Rich.    What  is  his  name  ? 
Page.  His  name,  my  lord,  is — Tyrrel. 
K.  Rich.  1  partly  know  the  man  ;   Go,  call 
him  hither,  boy. —  [^Exit  Page. 

The  deep  revolving  wittyt  Buckingham 
No  more  shall  be  the  neighbour  to  my    coun- 
sels : 
Hath  he  so  long  held  out  with  me  untir'd, 
And  stops  he  now  for  breath  ? — well,  be  it  so.- 

Enter  Stanlef. 

How  now,  lord  Stanley  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

Stan.  Know,  my  loving  lord. 
The  marquis  Dorset,  as  I  hear,  is  fled 
To  Richmond,  in  the  parts  where  he  abides. 
K.  Rich.  Come  hither,  Catesby  :  rumour  it 

abroad, 
That  Anne,  my  wife,  is  very  grievous  sick  ; 
1  will  take  order  for  her  keeping  close. 
Inquire  me  out  some  mean-born  gentleman, 
'Whom   1   will  marry  straight   to  Clarence's 

daughter : — 
The  boy  is  foolish,  and  I  fear  not  him. 
Look,  how  thou  dream'st  ! — I  say  again,  give 

out, 
That  Anne  my  queen  is  sick,  and  like  to  die  : 
About  it ;   for  it  stands  me  much  upon,§ 
To  stop  all  hopes,  whose  growth  may  damage 

me. —  [_Exit  CATESBy. 

I  must  be  married  to  my  brother's  daughter. 
Or  else  my  kingdom  stands  on  brittle  glass : — 
Murder  her  brothers,  and  then  marry  her ! 
Uncertain  way  of  gain  !   But  I  am  in 
So  far  in  blood,  that  sin  will  pluck  on  sin.    s 
Tear-failing  pity  dwells  not  in  this  eye. — 

Re-enter  Page,  ivith  Tyrrel. 

Is  thy  name — Tyrrel  ? 

Tj/t.  James  Tyrrel,  and  your  most  obedi- 
ent subject. 

K.  Rich.  Art  thou,  indeed? 

Tyr.  Prove  me,  my  gracious  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Dar'st  thou  resolve  to  kill  a  friend 
of  mine  ? 

Tyr.  Please  you ;  but  I  had  rather  kill  two 
enemies. 

*  Inconsiderate.  t  Secret  act.  |:  Cunoiug. 

5  It  18  of  the  utmost  consequence  to  my  designs. 


K.  Rich.  Why,  then  thou  bast  it:  two  deep 
enemies,  [turbers. 

Foes  to  my  rest,  and  my  sweet  sleep's  dis- 
Are  they  that  I  would  have  thee  deal*  upon  : 
Tyrrel,  I  mean  those  bastards  in  the  Tower. 
Tyr.  Let  me  have  open  means  to  come  to 
them. 
And  soon  I'd  rid  you  from  the  fear  of  them. 
K.  Rich.  Thou  sing'st  sweet  music.  Hark, 
come  hither,  Tyrrel; 
Go,  by  this  token : — ^Rise,  and  lend  thine  ear : 

[  Whispers. 
There  is  no  more  but  so  : — Say,  it  is  done, 
And  I  will  love  thee,  and  prefer  thee  for  it. 
Tyr.  I  will  despatch  it  straight.  [^Exit. 

Re-enter  Buckingham. 
Buck.   My  lord,  I  have  consider'd   in   my 
mind 
The  late  demand  that  you  did  sound  me  in. 
K.  Rich.  Well,  let  that  rest.     Dorset  is  fled 

to  Richmond. 
Buck.   I  hear  the  news,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Stanley,   he  is  your  wife's  son  : 

Well,  look  to  it. 
Buck.  My  lord,  I  claim  the  gift,  my  due  by 
promise,  [pawn'd; 

For  which   your  lionour   and   your   faith   is 
The  earldom  of  Hereford,  and  the  moveables. 
Which  you  have  promised  I  shall  possess. 
K.  Rich.   Stanley,  look  to  your  wife  ;  if  she 
convey 
Letters  to  Richmond,  you  shall  answer  it. 
Buck.  What  says  your  highness  to  my  just 

request  ? 
K.  Rich.  ldorememberme,-Henry  the  sixth 
Did  prophesy,  that  Richmond  should  be  king. 
When  Richmond  was  a  little  peevisht  boy. 

A  king ! — perhaps 

Buck.   My  lord, '■' 

K.  Rich.  How  chance,  the  prophet  could 
not  at  that  time,  [him  ? 

Have  told  me,  I  being  by,  that  I  should  kill 
Buck.  My  lord,  your  promise  for  the  earl- 
dom.— 
K.  Rich.   Richmond! — When  last  I  was  at 
Exeter, 
The  mayor,  in  courtesy,  show'd  me  the  castle. 
And  call'd  it — Rouge-mont :   at  which  name,  I 

started  ; 
Because  a  bard  of  Ireland  told  me  once, 
I  should  not  live  long  after  I  saw  Richmond. 

Buck.   My  lord, 

K.  Rich.  Ay,  what's  o'clock? 
Buck.  I  am  thus  bold  [me. 

To  put  your  grace  in  mind  of  whatyoupromis'd 
K.  Rich.   Well,  but  what  is't  o'clock  ? 
Buck.   Upon  the  stroke 
Of  ten.  ^ 

K.  Rich.  Well,  let  it  strike. 
Buck.  Why,  let  it  strike  ? 
K.  Rich.  Because  that,   like  a  Jack,t  thou 
keep'st  the  stroke 
Betwixt  thy  bogging  and  my  meditation. 
I  am  not  in  the  giving  vein  to-day. 

Buck.  Why,  then  resolve  me  whe'r  you  will 

or  no. 
K.  Rich.  Thou  troublest  me :  I  am  not  in 
the  vein. 
iExeunt  King  Richard,  mid  Train. 
Buck.   And  is  it  thus  ?  repays  he  my  deep 
service 
With  such  contempt  ?  made  I  him  king  for  this  ? 
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O,  let  rae  think  on  Hastings ;  and  be  gone 
To  Brecknock,*  while  my  fearful  head  is  on. 

lExit. 

SCENE  III.— The  same. 
Enter  Tyrrel. 
Tyr.  The  tyrannous  and  bloody  act  is  done  ; 
The  most  arch  deed  of  piteous  massacre, 
That  ever  yet  this  land  was  guilty  of. 
Dighton,  and  Forrest,  whom  I  did  suborn 
To  do  this  piece  of  ruthless!  butchery. 
Albeit  they  were  flesh'd  villains,  bloody  dogs, 
Melting  with  tenderness  and  mild  compassion, 
Wept  like  two  children,   in  their  death's  sad 

story. 
O  thus,  quoth  Dighton,  lay  the  gentle  babes,— 
Thus,  thus,  quoth  Forrest,  girdling  one  another 
Within  their  alabaster  innocent  arms : 
Their  lips  were  four  red  roses  on  a  stalk, 
Which,  in  their  summer  beauty, kiss'd  each  other. 
A  book  of  prayers  on  their  pillow  lay  ;  [miTul ; 
Which  once,  quoth  Forrest,  almost  chang'd  my 
But,  0,  the  devil— there  the  villain  stopp'd  ; 
When  Dighton  thus  told  on, — we  smothered 
The  most  replenished  sweet  work  of  nature. 
That,  from  the  prime  creation, e'er  she  fram'd — 
Hence  both  are  gone ;  with  conscience  and  re- 
morse. 
They  could  not  speak*;  and  so  I  left  them  both, 
To  bear  this  tidings  to  the  bloody  king. 

Enter  King  Richard. 
And  here  he  comes  -.—All  health,  my  sovereign 
lord! 
K.  Rich-  Kind  Tyrrel !  am  I  happy  in  thy 

news? 
Tyr.  If  to  have  done  the  thing  you  gave  in 
charge 
Beget  your  happiness,  be  happy,  then, 
For  it  is  done. 

Jii.  Rich.  But  didst  thou  see  them  dead  ? 
Tyr.  I  did,   my  lord. 
K.  Rich.  And  buried,  gentle  Tyrrel  ? 
Tyr.  The  chaplain  of  the  Tower  hath  buried 
them ; 
But  where  to  say  the  truth,  I  do  not  know. 
K.  Rich.  Come  to  me,  Tyrrel,  soon,  at  after 
supper, 
When  thou  shah  tell  the  process  of  their  death. 
Mean  time,  but  think  how  I  may  do  thee  good, 
And  be  an  inheritor  of  thy  desire. 
Farewell,  till  then. 

Tyr.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  lExit. 

K-  Rich.  The  son  of  Clarence  have  I  penn'd 

up  close  ;  [riage  ; 

His  daughter  meanly  have  I  match'd  in  mar- 

The  sons  of  Edward  sleep  in  Abraham's  bosom, 

And  Anne  my  wife  hath  bid  the  world  good 

night.  [aims 

Now,    for  I  know   the  Bretagnet  Richmond 

At  young  Elizabeth,  my  brother's  daughter. 

And,  by  that  knot,  looks  proudly  on  the  crown. 

To  her  go  I,  a  jolly  thriving  wooer. 

Enter  C.itesby. 

Cate.  My  lord,— 

K.  Rich.  Good  news  or  bad,  that  thou  com'st 

in  so  bluntly ! 
Cate.  Bad  news,  my  lord  :  Morton^  is  fled  to 
Richmond  ; 
And  Buckingham,   back'd   with    the    hardy 

Welshmen, 
Is  in  the  field,  and  still  his  power  encreaseth. 

*  His  castle  ill  Wales  t  Merciless. 

IThe  country  in  which  Richmond  had  taken  refuge. 
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lAct  IV. 

K.  Rich.  Ely  with  Richmond  troubles  me 
more  near. 
Than  Buckingham  and  his  rash-levied  strength . 
Come, — I  have  learn'd,  that  fearful  comment-    ) 
'  Is  leaden  servitor  to  dull  delay  ;  [ing 

Delay  leads  impotent  and  snail-pac'd  beggary : 
Then  fiery  expedition  be  my  wing, 
Jove's  Mercury,  and  herald  for  a  king  ! 
Go,  muster  men ;  My  counsel  is  my  shield  ; 
We  must  be  brief,  when  traitors  brave  the  field. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.— Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Queen  Margaret. 
Q.  ilfar.  So,now prosperity  beginstomellow. 
And  drop  into  the  rotten  mouth  of  death. 
Here  in  these  confines  slily  have  I  lurk'd. 
To  watch  the  waning  of  mine  enemies. 
A  dire  induction*  am  I  witness  to, 
And  will  to  France;  hoping,  the  consequence 
Will  prove  as  bitter,  black,  and  tragical. 
Withdraw    thee,    wretched    Margaret!    who 
comes  here? 
Enter  Qiieen  Elizabeth  and  the  Duchess  of 
York. 
Q.  Elis.  Ab,  my  poor  princes!  ah,  my  tender 
babes ! 
My  unblown  flowers,  new-appearing  sweets  ! 
If  yet  your  gentle  souls  fly  in  the  air. 
And  be  not  fix'd  in  doom  perpetual, 
Hover  about  me  with  your  airy  wings, 
And  hear  your  mother's  lamentation! 

Q.  Mar.  Hover  about  her;  says,  that  right  for 

right 

Hath  dimm'd  your  infant  morn  to  aged  night. 

Duch.  So  many  miseries    have  craz'd  mj'^ 

voice,  [mute,— 

That   my    woe-wearied    tongue    is    still    and 

Edward  Plantagenet,  why  art  thou  dead  ? 

Q.  Mar.  Plantagenet  doth  quit  Plantagenet, 
Edward  for  Edward  pays  a  dying  debt. 
Q.  Elis.  Wilt  thou,  O  God,  fly  from  such 
gentle  lambs. 
And  throw  them  in  the  entrails  of  the  wolf? 
When  didst  thou  sleep,  when  such  a  deed  was 
done? 
Q.  Mar.  When  holy  Harry  died,  and  my 

sweet  son. 
Duch.  Dead  life,  blind  sight,  poor  mortal- 
living  gliost. 
Woe's  scene,  world's  shame,  grave's  due  by  ^ 

life  usurp'd. 
Brief  abstract  and  record  of  tedious  days. 
Rest  thy  unrest  on  England's  lawful  earth, 

{^Sitting  down. 
Unlawfully  made  drunk  with  innocent  blood  ! 
Q.  Elis.  Ah,  that  thou  would'st  as  soon  af- 
ford a  grave. 
As  thou  canst  yield  a  melancholy  seat; 
Then  would  I  hide  my  bones,  not  rest  thenx 

here ! 
Ah  who  has  any  cause  to  mourn,  but  we  ? 
'  [  Sitting  down  by  her. 

Q.   Mar.  If  ancient  sorrow  be  most  reverent, 
Give  mine  the  benefit  of  seniory.t 
And  let  my  grief  frown  on  the  upper  hand. 
If  sorrow  can  admit  society, 

[S/7/Mtg  down  vnth  them- 
Tell  o'er  your  woes  again  by  viewing  mine  :— 
I  had  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him; 
I  had  a  husband,  till  a  Richard  kill'd  him  : 
Thou  hadst  an  Edward,  till  a  Richard  kill  d 

him;  „,,•     ' 

Thou  hadst  a  Richard,  till  a  Richard  kill  d  him. 
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Duch.  I  had  a  Richard  too,  and  thou  didst 
kill  him  ; 
I  had  a  Rutland  too,  thou  holp'st  to  kill  him. 
Q.  Mar.  Thou  had'st  a  Clarence  too,  and 
Richard  kill'd  him. 
From  forth  the  kennel  of  thy  womb  hath  crept 
A  hell-hound,  that  doth  hunt  us  all  to  death  : 
That  dog,  that  had  his  teeth  before  his  eyes, 
To  worry  lambs,  and  lap  their  gentle  blood  ; 
That  foul  defacer  of  God's  handy  work  ; 
That  excellent  grand  tyrant  of  the  earth. 
That  reigns  in  galled  eyes  of  weeping  souls. 
Thy  womb   let  loose,    to  chase    us   to    our 

graves — 
0  upright,  just,  and  true-disposing  God, 
How  do  I  thank  thee,  that  this  carnal  cur 
Preys  on  the  issue  of  his  mother's  body, 
And  makes  her  pewfellow*  with  other's  moan  ; 
Duch.  O,  Harry's  wife,  triumph  not  in  my 
woes; 
God  witness  with  me,  I  have  wept  for  thine. 
Q.  Mar.  Bear  with  me,  I  am  hungry  for  re- 
venge. 
And  now  I  cloy  me  with  beholding  it.    [ward  ; 
Thy  Edward  he  is  dead,  that  kill'd  my  Ed- 
Thy  other  Edward  dead,  to  quit  my  Edward ; 
Young  York   he   is  but  boot,t   because  both 

tliey 
Match  not  the  high  perfection  of  my  loss. 
Thy  Clarence  he  is  dead,  that  stabb'd  my  Ed- 
ward ; 
And  the  beholders  of  this  tragic  play,    [Grey, 
The  adulterate  Hastings,  Rivers,  Vaughau, 
Untimely  smother'd  in  their  dusky  graves. 
Richard  yet  lives,  hell's  black  intelligencer  ; 
Only  reserv'd  their  factor,  to  buy  souls. 
And  send  them  thither :  But  at  hand,  at  hand. 
Ensues  his  piteous  and  unpitied  end  :     [pray. 
Earth  gapes,  hell  burns,  fiends  roar,  saints 
To  have  him  suddenly  convey 'd  from  hence  : — 
Cancel  his  bond  of  life,  dear  God,  I  pray. 
That  I  may  live  to  say.  The  dog  is  dead  ! 
Q.  Elis.   0,  thou  didst  prophesy,  the  time 
would  come, 
That  I  should  wish  for  thee  to  help  me  curse 
That  bottled  spider,  that  foul  bunch'd-back'd 
toad. 
Q.  Mar.    I  call'd  thee  then,  vain  flourish  of 
my  fortune ; 
I  call'd  thee  then,  poor  shadow,  painted  queen  ; 
The  presentation  of  but  what  I  was. 
The  flattering  indext  of  a  direful  pageant, 
One  heav'd  a  high,  to  be  hurl'd  down  below  : 
A  mother  only  mock'd  with  two  fair  babes  ; 
A  dream  of  what  thou  wast ;  a  garish^  flag, 
"Jo  be  the  aim  of  every  dangerous  shot : 
A  sign  of  dignity,  a  breath,  a  bubble  ; 
A  queen  in  jest,  only  to  fill  the  scene. 
"Where  is  thy  husband  now?     Where  be  thy 
brothers?  U^y? 

Where  be  thj'  two  sons  ?  Wherein  dost  thou 
Who  sues,  and  kneels,  and  says — God  save 

the  queen  ? 
Where  be  the  bending  peers  that  flatter'd  thee  ? 
Where  be  the  thronging  troops  that  foUow'd 

thee? 
Decline  all  this,  and  see  what  now  thou  art. 
For  happy  wife,  a  most  distressed  widow: 
For  joyful  mother,  one  that  wails  the  name; 
.     For  one  being  sued  to,  one  that  humbly  sues  ; 
For  queen,  a  very  caitiff  crown'd  with  care: 
For  one  that  scorn'd  at  me,  now  scorn'd  of  me ; 
For  one  being  fear'd  of  all,  now  fearing  one; 


US 
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For  one  commanding  all,  obey'd  of  none. 
Thus  hath  the  coin-sc  of  justice  wheel'd  about^ 
And  left  thee  but  a  very  prey  to  time  ;  [wert, 
Having  no  more  but  thought  of  what  tho:j 
To  torture  thee  the  more,  being  what  thou  art. 
Thou  didst  usurp  my  place.  And  dost  thou  not 
Usurp  the  just  proportion  of  my  sorrow? 
Now  thy  proud  neck  bears  half  my  burden'd 

yoke  ; 
From  which  even  here  I  slip  my  wearied  head 
And  leave  the  burden  of  it  all  on  thee. 
Farewell,  York's  wife, — and  queen  of  sad  mis- 
chance,— [France, 
These  English  woes  shall  make  me  smile  in 
Q.  Elis.  O  thou  well  skill'd  in  curses,  stay 
a  while. 
And  teach  me  how  to  curse  mine  enemies. 
Q.  Mar.    Forbear  to  sleep   the  night,  and 
fast  the  day  ; 
Compare  dead  happiness  with  living  woe  ; 
Think  that  thy   babes  were  fairer  than  they 

were, 
And  he,  that  slew  them,  fouler  than  he  is  : 
Bettering  thy  loss  makes  the  bad-causer  worse ; 
Revolving  this  will  teach  thee  how  to  curse. 
Q.  Eliz.  My  words  are  dull,  O,  quicken 

them  with  thine  ! 
Q.  Mar.   Thy  woes  will  make  tliem  sharp, 
and  pierce  like  mine. 

\_ExU  Q.  Margaret. 
DmcA.  Why  should  calamity  be  full  of  words? 
Q.  Eliz.  Windy  attornies  to  their  client  woes, 
Airy  succeeders  of  intestate  joys. 
Poor  breathing  orators  of  miseries  !      [impart 
Let  them  have  scope :  though  what  they  do 
Help  nothing  else,  yet  do  they  ease  the  heart. 
Duch.  If  so,  then  be  not  tongue-ty'd:    go 
with  me, 
And  in  the  breath  of  bitter  word's  lets  smother 
My  damned  son,    that   thy  two   sweet  sons 
smother'd .  [  Drum  within . 

I  hear  his  drum, — be  copious  in  exclaims. 
Enter  King  Richard,  and  his  Train, marching. 
K.  Rich.  Who  intercepts  me  in  my  expedi- 
tion ? 
Duch.  0,  she,  that  might  have  intercepted 
thee. 
By  strangling  thee  in  her  accursed  womb. 
From  all  the   slaughters,    wretch,  that  thou 
hast  done. 
Q.  Eliz.  Hid'st  thou  that  forehead  with  a 
golden  crown,  [I'ght, 

Where  should  be  branded,  if  that  right  were 
The  slaugliter  of  the  prince  that  ow'd*  that 
crown,  [thers  ? 

And  the  dire  death  of  my  poor  sons,  and  bro- 
Tell  me,  thou  villain-slave,  where  are  my  chil- 
dren ? 
Duch.  Thou  toad,   thou  toad,  where  is  thy 
brotlier  Clarence  ? 
And  little  Ned  Plantagenet,  his  son  ? 

Q.  Elis.  Where  is  the  gentle  Rivers,  Vaug- 

han.  Grey  ? 
Duch.   Where  is  kind  Hastings  ? 
K.  Rich.  A  flourish,  trumpets  ! — strike  ala- 
rum, drums  ! 
Let  not  the  heavens  hear  these  tell-tale  women 
Rail  on  the  Lord's  anointed  :   Strike,  I  say. — 
[Flourish.   Alarums. 
Either  be  patient,  and  entreat  me  fair, 
Or  with  the  clamorous  report  of  war 
Thus  will  I  drown  your  exclamations. 
Duch.  Art  thou  my  son? 
K.  Rich.  Ay ;  I  thank  God,  my  father,  and 
vourself. 
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Duch.  Then  patiently  hear  my  impatience. 
K.  Rich.  Madam,  I  have  a  touch  of  your 
condition,* 
That  cannot  brook  the  accent  of  reproof. 
Duch.  O,  let  me  speak. 
K.  Rich.  Do,  then ;  but  I'll  not  hear. 
Duch.  I  will  be  mild  and  gentle  in  my  words. 
K.  Rich.  And  brief,  good  mother;  for  I  am 

in  haste. 
Duch.  Art  thou  so  hasty  ?     I  have  staid  for 
thee, 
God  knows,  in  torment  and  in  agony. 

K.  Rich.  And  came  I  not  at  last  to  comfort 

you? 
Duch.  No,  by  the  holy  rood,t  thou  know'st 
it  well. 
Thou  cam'st  on  earth  to  make  the  earth  my  hell. 
A  grievous  burden  was  thy  birth  to  me; 
Tetchy t  and  wayward  was  thy  infancy ; 
Thy   school-days,  frightful,    desperate,  wild, 
and  furious ;  [turous ; 

Thy  primeof  manhood,  daring,  bold,  and  ven- 
Thy   age  confirm'd,  proud,  subtle,  sly,    and 
bloody,  hatred : 

More  mild,   but  yet  more: harmful,  kind   in 
What  comfortable  hour  canst  thou  name. 
That  ever  grac'd  me  in  thy  company  ? 

K.  Rich.  'Faith,  none, but  Humphrey  Hour, 
that  call'd  your  grace 
To  breakfast  once,  forth  of  my  company. 
If  I  be  so  disgracious  in  your  sight, 
Let  me  march  on,  and  notofi'end  you,  madam.- 
Strike  up  the  drum. 
Duch.  I  pr'y thee,  hear  me  speak. 
jK.  Rich.  You  speak  too  bitterly. 
Duch.  Hear  me  a  word  ; 
For  I  shall  never  speak  to  thee  again. 
K.  Rich.   So. 

Duch.  Either  thou  wilt  die,  by  God's  just 
ordinance. 
Ere  from  this  war  thou  turn  a  conqueror; 
Or  I  with  grief  and  extreme  age  shall  perish, 
And  never  look  upon  thy  face  again. 
Therefore,  take  with  thee  my  most  heavy  cui'se; 
Which,  in  the  day  of  battle,  tire  thee  more. 
Than  all  the  complete  armour  that  thou  wear'st ! 
My  prayers  on  the  adverse  party  fight ; 
And  there  the  little  souls  of  Edward's  children 
Whisper  the  spirits  of  thine  enemies. 
And  promise  them  success  and  victory. 
Bloody  thou  art,  bloody  will  be  thy  end ; 
Shame  serves  thy  life,  and  doth  thy  death  at- 
tend. Exit. 
Q.  Elis.  Though  far  more  cause,  yet  much 
less  spirit  to  curse 
Abides  in  me  ;  1  say  Amen  to  her.        [  Going. 
K.  Rich.  Stay,  madam,  I  must  speak  a  word 

with  you. 
Q.  Eli::.   I  have  no  more  sons  of  the  royal 
blood, 
For   thee    to     murder:    for    my    daughters, 
Richard, —  [queens  ; 

They   shall   be  praying    nuns,    not   weeping 
And  therefore  level  not  to  hit  their  lives. 

K.  Rich.  You  have  a  daughter  call'd — Eliza- 
Virtuous  and  fair,  royal  and  gracious,  [beth, 
Q.  Elis.  And  must  she  die  for  this  ?  O,  let 
her  live. 
And  I'll  corrupt  her  manners,  stain  her  beauty ; 
Slander  myself,  as  false  to  Edward's  bed  ; 
Throw  over  her  the  veil  of  infamy  :  [ter ; 

So  she  may  live  unscarr'd  of  bleeding  slaugh- 
I  will  confess  she  was  not  Edward's  daughter. 
K.  Rich.  Wrong  not  her  birth,  she  is  of  roy- 
al blood. 
*  Di.?pojitl«n  '  Cro«e.  ♦.  Tuuchv;  frelful 


Q.  Elis.   To  save  her  life,  I'll  say— she  is 

not  so. 
K.  Rich.  Her  life  is  safest  only  in  her  birth. 
Q.  Elis.  And  only  in  that  safety  died  her 

brothers. 
K.  Rich.  Lo,  at  their  births  good  stars  were 

opposite. 
Q.  Elis.  No,  to  their  lives  bad  friends  were 

contrary. 
K.  Rich.  All  unavoided*  is  the  doom  of  des- 
tiny. 
Q.  Eliz.  True,  when  avoided  grace  makes 
destiny  :' 
My  babes  were  destin'd  to  a  fairer  death, 
If  grace  had  bless'd  thee  with  a  fairer  life. 
K.  Rich.  You  speak,  as  if  that  I  had  slain 

my  cousins. 
Q.  Elis.  Cousins,  indeed  ;  and  by  their  un- 
cle cozen'd 
Of  comfort,  kingdom,  kindred,  freedom,  life. 
Whose  hands  soeverlanc'd  their  tender  hearts. 
Thy  head,   all  indirectly,  gave  direction  : 
No  doubt  the   murderous  knife  was  dull  and 

blunt, 
Till  it  was  whetted  on  thy  stone-hard  heart, 
To  revel  in  the  entrails  of  my  lambs. 
But  that  stillt  use  of  grief  makes  wild  grief 
tame,  [boys, 

My  tongue  should  to  thy  ears  not  name  my 
Till  that  my  nails  were  anchor'd  in  thine  eyes ; 
And  I,  in  such  a  desperate  bay  of  death. 
Like  a  poor  bark,  of  sails  and  tackling  reft, 
Rush  all  to  pieces  on  thy  rocky  bosom. 

K.  Rich.   Madam,  so  thrive  I  in  my  enter- 
prize. 
And  dangerous  success  of  bloody  wars. 
As  I  intend  more  good  to  you  and  yours. 
Then  ever  you  or  yours  by  me  were  harm'd  ! 
Q.  Elis.  What  good  is  cover'd  with  the  face 
of  heaven, 
To  be  discover'd,  that  can  do  me  good  ? 

K-   Rich.  The  advancement  of  your   chil- 
dren, gentle  lady. 
Q.  Elis.  Up  to  some  scaffold,  there  to  lose 

their  heads  ? 
K.  Rich.  No,  to  the  dignity  and  height  of 
fortune. 
The  high  imperial  type  of  this  earth's  glorj'.J 
Q.  Elis.  Flatter  my  sorrows  with  report  of 
it ; 
Tell  me,  what  state,  what  dignity,  what  honour^ 
Canst  thou  demise^  to  any  child  of  mine  ? 
K.  Rich.  Even  all  I  have ;  ay,  and  myself 
and  all. 
Will  I  withal  endow  a  childof  thine  ; 
So  in  the  Lethe  of  thy  angry  soul      [wrongs. 
Thou   drown  the  sad   remembrance  of  those 
Which,  thou  supposcst,  1  have  done  to  thee. 
Q.  Elis.  Be  brief,   lest  that  the  process  of 
thy  kindness 
Last  longer  telling  than  thy  kindness'  date. 
K.  Rich.  Then  know,  that,  from  my  soul,  I 

love  ihy  daughter. 
Q.  Elis.    My   daughter's  mother  thinks  it 

with  her  soul. 
K.  Rich.   What  do  you  think  ? 
Q.  Elis.   That  thou  dost  love  my  dayghtcr, 
from  tliy  soul : 
So,  from  thy  soul's  love,  didst  thou  love  her 
brothers ;  [it. 

And,  from  my  heart's  love,  I  do  thank  thee  for 
A'.  Rich.    Be  not  so  hasty  to  confound  my 
meaning : 
I  mean,  that  with  my  soul  I  love  th}'  daughter. 
And  do  intend  to  make  her  queen  of  England. 
'  ITnavoi'Iiblo.    t  Cons'.an^.  t  A. To'^n.    ^Bequealh 
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Q.  Elis.  Well  then,   who  dost  thou  mean 

shall  be  her  king-  ? 
K.  Rich.  Even  he,  that  makes   her  queen  : 

Who  else  sho  ukl  be  ? 
Q.  Eliz.  What,  thou  ? 
A'.  Kick.    Even  so :    What  think  you  of  it, 

madam  .' 
Q.  Eliz.    How  canst  thou  woo  her  ? 
K.  Rich.  That  1  would  learn  of  you, 
As  one  being  best  acquainted  with  her  humour. 
Q.  Elis.  And  wilt  thou  learn  of  me  ? 
K.  Rick.  Madam,  with  all  my  heart. 
Q.  Eliz.   Send  to  her,  by  tlie  man  that  slew 
her  brothers, 
A  pair  of  bleeding  hearts  ;  thereon  engrave, 
Edward,  and  York,  then,  haply,"^  will  she  weep  : 
Theretbre  present  to  her, — as  sometime  Mar- 
garet    * 
Did  to  thy  father,  steep'd  in  Rutland's  blood,- 
A  handkerchief;  which,  say  to  her,  did  di-ain 
The  purple  sap  from  her  sweet  brother's  body, 
And  bid  her  wipe  her  weeping  eyes  withal. 
If  this  inducement  move  her  not  to  love. 
Send  her  a  letter  of  thy  noble  deeds  ; 
Tell  her,  thou  mad'st  away  her  uncle  Clarence, 
Her  uncle  Rivers ;  ay,  and,  for  her  sake, 
Mad'st  quick  conveyance  with  her  good  aunt 
Anne. 
K.  Rich.  You  mock  me,  madam  ;  this  is  not 
the  way 
To  win  your  daughter. 

Q,.  Eliz.  There  is  no  other  way  ; 
Unless  thou  could'st  put  on  some  other  shape. 
And  not  be  Richard  that  hath  done  all  this. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  thatldidall  this  for  love  of  her. 
Q.    Eliz.    Nay,    then   indeed,  she    cannot 
choose  but  have  thee, 
Having  bought  love  with  such  a  bloody  spoil. 
K.  Rick.  Look,  what  is  done  cannot  be  now 
amended : 
Men  shall  deal  unadvisedly  sometimes, 
Which  after-hours  give  leisure  to  repent. 
If  I  did  take  the  kingdom  from  your  sons. 
To  make  amends,  I'll  give  it  to  your  daughter. 
If  I  have  kill'd  the  issue  of  your  womb. 
To  quicken  your  increase,  I  will  beget 
Mine  issue  of  your  blood  upon  your  daughter. 
A  grandam's  name  is  little  less  in  love, 
Than  is  the  doting  title  of  a  mother ; 
They  are  as  children,  but  one  step  below, 
Even  of  your  mettle,  of  your  very  blood  ; 
Of  all  one  pain, — save  for  a  night  of  groans 
Endur'd  of  her,  for  whom  you  bid  like  sorrow. 
Your  children  were  vexation  to  your  youth, 
But  mine  shall  be  a  comfort  to  your  age. 
The  loss  you  have,  is  but — a  son  being  king, 
And,   by  that  loss,  your  daughter    is  made 

queen. 
I  cannot  make  you  what  amends  I  would, 
Therefore  accept  such  kindness  as  I  can. 
Dorset,  your  son,  that,  with  a  fearful  soul, 
Leads  discontented  steps  in  foreign  soil, 
This  fair  alliance  quickly  shall  call  home 
To  high  promotions  and  great  dignity  :  [wife, 
The  king,  that  calls  j'our  beauteous  daughter,- 
Familiarly  shall  call  thy  Dorset — brother  ; 
Again  shall  you  be  mother  to  a  king, 
And  all  the  ruins  of  distressful  times 
Repair'd  with  double  riches  of  content. 
What  I  we  have  many  goodly  days  to  see  : 
The  liquid  drops  of  tears  that  you  have  shed. 
Shall  come  again,  transform'd  to  orient  pearl ; 
Advantaging  their  loan,  with  interest 
Often-times-double  gain  of  happiness.  j 

'  Perliaps. 
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Go  then,  my  mother,  to  thy  daughter  go  ; 
Make  bold  her  bashful  years  with  your  expe- 
rience ; 
Prepare  her  ears  to  hear  a  wooer's  tale  ; 
Put  in  her  tender  heart  the  aspiring  flame 
Of  golden  sovereignty  ;  acquaint  the  princcssi 
AVitlii  the  sweet  silent  hours  of  marriage  joys  : 
And  when  this  arm  of  mine  hath  chustised 
The  petty  rebel,  dull-brain'd  Buckingham, 
Bound  with  triumphant  garlands  will  I  come, 
And  lead  thy  daughter  to  a  conqueror's  bed  ; 
To  whom  I  will  retail  my  conquest  won, 
And  she  shall  be  sole  victress,  Ctesar's  Cwsar. 
Q.  Eliz.   What  were   I  best  to   say  ?    her 
father's  brother 
Would  be  her  lord  ?  Or  shall  J  say,  herunclc  ? 
Or,  he  that  slew  her  brothers,  and  her  uncles  ? 
Under  what  title  shall  I  woo  for  thee, 
That  God,  the  law,  my  honour,  and  her  love, 
Can  make  seem  pleasing  to  her  tender  years  ? 
A'.  Rich.  Infer  fair  England's  peace  by  this 

alliance. 
Q.  Eliz.  Which  she  shall  purchase  with  still 

lasting  war. 
K.  Rich.    Tell  her,  the  king,  that  may  com- 
mand, entreats. 
Q.  Eliz.  That  at  her  hands,  which  the  king's 

King  forbids.* 
K.  Rich.  Say,  she  shall  be  a  high  and  migh- 
ty queen. 
Q.  Eliz.  To  wail  the  title,  as  her  mother  doth. 
A.  Rich.  Say,  I  will  love  her  everlastingly. 
Q.  Eliz.  But  how  long  shall  that  title,  ever, 

last  ? 
K.  Rich.   Sweetly  in  force  unto  her  fair  life's 

end. 
Q.  Eliz.  But  how  long  fairly  shall  her  sweet 

life  last  ? 
K.   Rich.  As  long  as  heaven,   and  nature 

lengthens  it. 
Q.  Elis.   As  long  as  hell,  and  Richard  likes 

of  it. 
K.  Rich.  Say,  I,  her  sovereign,  am  her  sub- 
ject low. 
Q.  Eliz.  But  she,  your  subject,  loaths  such 

sov'reignty. 
K.  Rick.  Be  eloquent  in  my  behalf  to  her. 
Q.  Eliz.   An  honest  tale  speeds  best,  being 

plainly  told. 
A'.  Rich.  Then,   in  plain  terms,  tell  her  my 

loving  tale. 
Q.  Eliz.  Plain,  and  not  honest,  is  too  harsh 

a  style. 
A.  Rich.  Your  reasons  are  too  shallow  and 

too  quick. 
Q.  Eliz.  O,  no,   my  reasons   are  too  deep 
and  dead  ; — 
Too  deep  and  dead,  poor  infants,  in  their  graves. 
K.  Rich.  Harp  not  on  that  string,  madam; 

that  is  past. 
Q.  Elis.  Harp  on  it  still  shall  I,  till  heait- 

strings  break. 
K.  Rich.  Now  by  my  George,  my  garter,t 

and  my  crown, — 
Q.  Eliz.   Profan'd,   dishonour'd,    and  the 

third  usurp'd. 
K.  Rich.   I  swear. 

Q.  Elis.  By  nothing  ;  for  this  is  no  oath. 
Thy    George,    profan'd,  hath    lost    his   holy 
honour ;  [virtue ; 

Thy  garter,  blemish'd,  pawn'd  his  knightly 
Thy  crown,'usurp'd,  disgrac'd  his  kingly  glory ; 
If  something  thou  would'st  swear  to  be  believ'd, 

''  In  the  Levitical  Law,  cliap.  xviii.  14. 
t  Tl>p  ensijns  of  the  Order  ofttie  Garter. 
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Swear  then  by  something  that  thou  hast  not 
wrong'it. 
K-  Rich.  ISow  bv  the  world,— 
<^.  £/rc-  'Tis  full  ol'thy  foul  wrongs. 
K.  Rich.  My  fatlicr's  death,— 
Q.  Etiz.  Thy  life  hath  that  dishouo\ir'd. 
A.  liiifi-  'J'h'en,  by  myself,— 
Q.  Elh.  Thyself  i^-  self-misus'd. 
K.  Rich.  ^V■hy  then,  by  God,— 
Q.  Klis.  God's  wrong  is  most  of  all. 
If  thou  hadst  fe^r'd  to  ineak  an  oath  by  him. 
The  unity,  the  king  thy  brother  made, 
•Had  not  been  broken,  nor  my  brother  slain : 
If  thou  hadst  fear'd  to  break  an  oath  by  him, 
The  imperial  metal,  circling  now  tliy  head. 
Had  grac'd  the  tendei"  temjjles  of  my  child  ; 
And  both  the  princes  had  been  breathmg  here. 
Which  now,  two  tender  bed-fellows  for  dust, 
Thy  broken  faith  hath  made  a  prey  for  worms. 
\Vhat  canst  thou  swear  by  now? 
}i.  Rich.  By  the  time  to  come. 
Q.  Eliz.  That  thou  hastwrong'd  in  the  time 
o'erpast ; 
For  I  myself  have  many  tears  to  wash 
Hereafter  time,  for  time  past,  wrong'd  by  thee. 
The  children  live,  whose  parents   thou   hast 

slaughter'd, 
Un"-overn'd  youth,  to  wail  it  in  their  age  : 
The  parents  live,  whose  children  thou  hast 

butcher'd. 
Old  barren  plants,  to  wail  it  with  tlieir  age. 
Swear  not  by  time  to  come  ;  for  that  thou  hast 
MisHs'd  ere  used,  by  times  ill-us'd  o'erpast. 

K.  Rich.  As  I  intend  to  prosper,  and  repent ! 
So  thrive  1  in  my  dangerous  attempt 
Of  hostile  arms  !  myself  myself  confound  ! 
Heaven,  and  fortune,  bar  me  happy  hours  I 
Day,  yield  me  not  thy  light;  nor,   night,  thy 
Be  opposite  all  planets  of  good  luck         [rest. 
To  my  proceeding,  if,  with  pure  heart's  love, 
Immaculate  devotion,  holy  thoughts, 
I  tender  not  thy  beauteou.s  princely  daughter  . 
In  her  consists' my  happiness,  and  thine  ; 
Without  her,  follows  to  myself,  and  thee, 
Herself,  the  land,  and  many  a  Christian  soul. 
Death,  desolation,  ruin,  and  decay  : 
It- cannot  be  avoided  but  by  this; 
It  will  not  be  avoided  but  by  thrs. 
Therefore,  dear  mother,  (I  must  call  you  so,) 
Be  the  attorney  of  my  love  to  her. 
Plead  what  I  will  be,  not  what  I  have  been  ; 
Not  my  deserts,  but  what  I  will  deserve  : 
Urge  the  necessity  and  state  of  times, 
And  be  not  peevish*  found  in  great  designs. 
(I.  Eliz.  Shall  I  be  tcmptedof  thedevilthus? 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  if  tlie  devil  tempt  thee  to  do 

good. 
Q.  Eliz.  Shall  1  forget  myself,  to  be  myself? 
K.  Rich.   Ay,  if  your  self's  remembrance 

wrong  yourself. 
Q.  Elis.  But  thou  didst  kill  my  children. 
K-  Rich.  But   in  your  daughter's  womb  I 
faury  them  :  '  [breed 

Where,  in"  that  nest  of  spicery,t   they  shall 
Selves  of  themselves,  to  your  recomforture. 
Q.  Eliz.  Shall  I  go  win  my  daughter  to  thy 

will  ? 
K.Rich.   And  be  a  happy  mother  by  the 

deed. 
Q.  Elis.  I  go.— Write  to  me  very  shortly, 
And  you  .shall  understand  from  me  her  mind. 
.K-Rich.  Bear  her  my  true  love's  kiss,  and 
so  farewell. 

[Kissing  her.     £x(7  Q.  Elizabeth- 

*  rooli-'h.  IThe  rboeiiii'.i  uest. 


lAel  Hr. 

Relenting  fool,  and  shallow,  changing— wo- 
man ! 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  Ratcliff  ;  Catessy  following. 
Rat.  Most  mighty  sovereign,  on  the  western 
coast 
Ridcth  a  puissant  navy ;  to  the  shore 
Throng  many  doubtful  hollow-hearted  friends, 
Unarm'd.  and  unresolv'd  to  beat  them  back: 
'Tis  thought,  that  Richmond  is  their  admiral ; 
And  there  they  hull,  expecting  but  the  aid 
Of  Buckingham, .to  welcome  them  ashore. 
A'.  Rich.  Some  light-footed  friend  post  to  the 
duke  of  Norfolk: — 
Ratclifi;  thyself,— or  Catesby  ;  where  is  he  ? 
Cute.  Here,  my  good  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Catesbv,  fly  to  the  duke. 
Cate.  1  will,  my  lord,  with  all  convenient 

haste. 
A.  Rich.    Ratclifi;    come   hither;    Post  to 
Salisbury  ; 
When  thou  com'st  thither,— Dull  unmindful 
villain.  [  'i'o  Catesby. 

Why   stay'st   thou  here,  and  go'st  not  to  the 
duke  ? 
Cate.  First,  mighty  liege,  tell  me  your  high- 
ness' pleasure. 
What  from  your  grace  I  shall  deliver  to  him. 
K.  Jiich.  O,  true,  good  Catesby  ;— Bid  him 
levy  straight 
The  greatest  strength  and  power  he  can  make, 
And  meet  me  suddenly  at  Salisbury. 

Cate.  I  go.  lEx't- 

Rat.  What,  may  it  please  you,  shall  1  do  at 

Salisbury? 
A'.  Rich.  Why,  whatwould'st  thou  do  there, 

before  I  go? 
Rat.  Your  highness  told  me,  I  should  post 
before. 

Enter  Stanley. 
K.  Rich.  My    mind  is    chang'd. — Stanley, 

what  news  with  you? 
Stan.  None  good,  my  liege,  to  please  you 
with  the  hearing ; 
Nor  none  so  bad,  but  well  may  be  reported. 
A.  Rich.  Heyday,  a  riddle!  neither  good 
nor  bad  I 
What  need'st  thou  run  so  many  miles  atout, 
When  thou  may'st  tell  thy  talc  the  nearest 

way  ? 
Once  more  what  news  ? 

Sta)i.  Richmond  is  on  the  seas. 
A-  Rich.  There  let  him  sink,  andbe  the  seas 
on  him ! 
White-liver'd  runagate,  what  doth  he  there? 
I      Stan.  I  know  not,  mighty  sovereign,  but  by 
1  guess. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  asyougue.ss? 
Stan.  Stirr'd  up  by  Dorset,    Buckingham, 
and  Morton,  [crown. 

He  makes   for    England,    here  to    claim  the 
A'.  Rich   Is  the  chair  empty  ?  is  the  sword 
unsway'd? 
Is  the  king  dead  ?  The  empire  unpossess'd? 
What  heir  of  York  is  there  alive,  but  we  ? 
And  who  is  England's  kin^%  but  great  York's 

heir? 
Then,  tell  me,  what  makes  he  upon  the  seas  ? 
Stan.  Unless  for  that,  my  liege,  I  cannot 

guess. 
A.  Rich.  Unless  for  that  becomes  to  be  your 
liege,  [comes. 

You   cannot  guess  wherefore  the  Welchraan 
Thou  wilt  revolt,  and  fly  to  him,  1  fear. 


Scent  /.] 

Stan.  No,  mig^hty  licgc ;  therefore   mistrust 

me  not. 
K.  Rich.  Where  is  thy  power  then,  to  beat 
liini  back  ? 
Where  be  thy  tenants,  and  thy  followers  ? 
Are  they  not  now  upon  the  western  shore, 
Safe-conducting  the  rebels  from  their  ships  ? 
Ulan.  No,  my  good  lord,  my  friends  are  in 

the  north. 
K.  Rich.  Cold  friends  to  me  :  what  do  lliey 
in  the  north,  [west  ? 

When  they  shotdd  serve  their  sovereign  in  the 
.S7rt/(.    They    have  not   been    commanded, 
mighty  king : 
Pleaseth  your  majesty  to  give  uie  leave, 
I'll  muster  up  my  friends  ;  and  meet  your  grace. 
Where,  and  what  thne,   your  majesty    shall 
please. 
K.  Rich.  Ay,  ay,  thou  wouldst  be  gone  to 
join  with  Richmond : 
I  will  not  trust  you,  Sir. 

Stan.  Most  mighty  sovereign, 
You  have  no   cause  to   hold   iny    friendship 

doubtful ; 
I  never  was,  nor  never  will  be,  false. 

K.  Rich.  Well,  go,  muster  men.     But,  licar 

you,  leave  behind 

Your  son,  George  Stanley  ;  look  your  heart  be 

Or  else  his  head's  assurance  is  but  frail,  [firm, 

Stan.  So  deal  with  him,  as  I  prove  true  to 

you.  [_Exit  Stanley. 

Enter  a  MESSEi<fG£R. 

Mess.  My  gracious  sovereign,  now  in  De- 
vonshire, 
As  I  by  friends  am  well  advertised, 
Sir  Edward   Courtney,  and  the  haughty  pre- 
Bishop  of  Exeter,  his  elder  brother,         [late, 
With  many  more  confederates,  arc  in  arms. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

2  Mess.  In  Kent,  my  liege,  the  Guildfords 

are  in  arms  ; 
And  every  hour  more  competitors*     [strong. 
Flock  to  the  rebels,  and  their  power  grows 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

3  Mess.  My  lord,  the  army  of  great  Buck- 

ingham— 
K.  Rich.  Out  on  ye,  owls  !  nothing  but  songs 
of  death  ?  \_He  strikes  him. 

There,  take  thou  that,   till  thou  bring  better 
news. 
3  Mess.  The  news  I  have  to  tell  your  ma- 
jesty, 

Is^ — that  by  sudden  floods  and  fall  of  waters, 

Buckingham's  army  is  dispers'd  and  scatter'd  ; 

And  he  liimself  wander'd  away  alone, 

j>fo  man  knows  whither. 

K.  Rich.  O,  I  cry  you  nrercy  : 

There  is  my  purse  to  cure  (hat  blow  of  thine. 

Hath  any  well-advised  friend  proclaim'd 

Reward  to  him  that  brings  the  traitor  in  ? 

3  Mess.  Such  proclamation  liath  been  made, 

my  liege. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

4  Mess.  Sir  Thomas  Lovel,  and  lord  marquis 

Dorset, 

'Tis  said  my  liege,  in  Yorkshire  are  in  arms. 

But  this  good  comfort  bring  I  to  your  high- 
ness,— 

The  Bretagne  navy  is  dispers'd  by  tempest  : 

Richmond,  in  Dorsetshire,  sent  out  a  boat 
•''  Assocfiates. 
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Unto  the  shore,  to  ask  those  on  the  banks, 
If  tliey  were  his  assistants,  yea,  or  no; 
Wlio  answcr'd  him,  they  came  fiom  Bucking. 
Upon  his  party:  he,  mistrusting  them,      [liam 
Hois'd  sail,   and    made  liis  course  again  for 
Bretagne. 
K.  Rich.  March  on,  march  on,  since  wc  arc 
up  in  arms ; 
If  not  to  fight  with  foreign  enemies. 
Yet  to  beat  down  these  rebels  here  at  home. 
Enter  Catesbv. 
Caie.  My  liege,  the  duke  of  Buckingham  is 
taken,  [mond 

That  is  the  best  news;  That  the  carl  of  Rich- 
Is  with  a  mighty  power*  landed  at  Milford, 
Is  colder  news,  but  yet  they  must  be  told. 
K.  Rich.  Away  towards  Salisbury  ;  while  we 
reason  here, 
A  royal  battle  miglit  be  \\  on  and  lost : — 
Some  one  take  order,  Buckingham  be  brought 
To  Salisbury  ; — the  rest  march  on  with  me. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— A  Room  in  Lord  Stanley's 

House. 

Enter  Stanley  and  Sir  Christopher 

URS-WICK.t 

Stan.  Sir  Christopher,  tell  Richmond   this 
from  me : — 
That,  in  the  sty  of  this  most  bloody  boar. 
My  son  George  Stanley  is  frank'dt  up  in  hold  ; 
If  I  revolt,  oft' goes  youftg  Geoi'ge's  head  ; 
The  fear  of  tliat  withholds  my  present  aid. 
But,  tell  mo,  where  is  princely  Richmond  now  ? 

Chris.  At  Pembroke,  or  at  Ha'rford-west  iii 
Wales. 

Stan.  What  men  of  name  resort  to  him  .' 

Chris.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  a  renowned  soK 
dicr ; 
Sir  Gilbert  Talbert,  Sir  AVilliam  Stanley  ; 
Oxford,  redoubted  Pembroke,  Sir  James  Blunt, 
And  Rice  ap  Thomas,  witli  a  valiant  crew; 
And  many  other  of  great  fame  and  wortii : 
And  towards  London  do  they  bend  their  course, 
If  by  the  way  they  be  not  Ibuglit  withal. 

Stan.  Well,  hie  thee  to  thy  lord  ;  commend 
me  to  him  ; 
Tell  him,  the  queen  hath  heartih-  consented 
He  shall  espouse  Elizabeth  her  daughter. 
These  letters  will  resolve  him  of  my  mind. 
Farewell.    IGivespapers  to  .S'iV Christopher. 

[£.ceu«/. 

ACT  V. 
SCENE  I. — Salisbury. — An  open  place. 
Enter  the  Sheriff,  and  Guard,  vith  Bucking- 
ham, led  to  execution. 
Buck.  AVill  not  king  Richard  let  mc  speak 

with  him? 
Sher.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  therefore  be  patient. 
Buck.  Hastings,    and  Edward's   children, 
Rivers,  Grey, 
Holy  king  Henry,  and  thy  fair  son  Edward, 
Vaughan,  and  all  that  have  miscarried 
By  underhand  corrupted  foul  injustice  ; 
If  that  your  moody  discontented  souls 
Do  through  the  clouds  behold  this  present  hour, 
Even  for  revenge  mock  my  destruction .' 
This  is  Ail-Souls'  day,  fellows,  is  it  not? 
Sher.  It  is  my  lord. 

Buck.  Why,  then  AU-Souls'  day  is  my  body's 
doomsday. 

'*  Force.         f  Chaplain  to  the  countess  of  Richmont!. 
i  A  sly  in  wlijph  Jiogs  are  set  apart  for  fatteiiiog. 
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This  is  the  day,  which,  in  king  Edward's  time, 
I  wish'd  might  fall  on  me,  when  I  was  found 
False  to  his  children,  or  his  wife's  allies : 
This  is  the  day,  wherein  I  wish'd  to  fall 
By  the  false  faith  of  him  whom  most  1  trusted  ; 
This,  this  All-Souls'  day  to  ray  fearful  soul, 
Is  the  determin'd  respite  of  my  wrongs.* 
That  high  All-seer  which  I  dallied  with. 
Hath  turned  my  feigned  prayer  on  my  head. 
And  given  in  earnest  what  I  begg'd  in  jest. 
Thus  doth  he  force  the  swords  of  wicked  men 
To  turn  their  own  points  on   their  masters' 

bosoms :  [neck,— 

Thus  Margaret's    curse   falls   heavy    on    my 
When  he,  quoth  she,  shall  split  thy  heart  u-ith 

sorrow, 
Remember  Margaret  was  aprophetess. — 
Come,  Sirs,  convey  me  to  the  block  of  shame ; 
Wrong  hath  but  wrong,  and  blame  the  due  of 

blame.  lExewit  Buckingham,  ^c 

SCENE  II. — Plain  near   Tamworth. 

Enter,  with  drum  and  colours,  Richmond,  Ox- 
ford, Sir  James  Blunt,  Sir  Walter  Her- 
bert, and  others,  ivith  forces,  marching. 

Richm.  Fellows  in  arms,  and  my  mostloving 

friends, 
Bruis'd  underneath  the  yoke  of  tyranny. 
Thus  far  into  the  bowels  of  the  land 
Have  we  march'd  on  without  impediment ; 
And  here  receive  we  from  our  father  Stanley 
Lines  of  fair  comiort  and  encouragement. 
The  wretched,  bloody,  and  usurping  boar. 
That  spoil'd  your  summer  fields,  and  fruitful 

vines. 
Swills  your  warm  blood  like  wash,  and  makes 

his  trough 
In  your  embowell'd  bosoms,  this  foul  swine 
Lies  now  even  in  the  centre  of  this  isle, 
Near  to  the  town  of  Leicester,   as  we  learn : 
From  Tamworth  thither,is  but  one  day's  march. 
In  God's  name,  cheerly  on,  courageous  friends, 
To  reap  the  harvest  of  perpetual  peace 
By  this  one  bloody  trial  of  sharp  war. 

Orf.  Every  man's  conscience  is  a  thousand 

swords  • 
To  fight  against  that  bloody  homicide. 

Herb.  I  doubt  not,  but  his  friends  will  turn 

to  us. 
Blunt.   He  hath   no   friends,    but  who   are 

friends  for  fear ; 
Which,  in  his  dearest  need,  will  fly  from  him. 
Richm.  All  for  our  vantage.    Then  in  God's 

name,  march:  [wings, 

True  hope  is  swift,  and   flies  with  swallow's 
Kings  it  makes  gods,   and  meaner  creatures 

kings.  lExeimt. 

SCENE  III.—Bosworlh  Field. 

Enter  King  Richard,  and  forces;  the  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  others. 

K.  Rich.  Here  pitch  our  tents,  even  here  in 
Bosworth  field. — 
My  lord  of  Surrey,  why  look  you  so  sad  ? 

Sur.  My  heart  is  ten  times  lighter  than  my 
looks. 

K.  Rich.  My  lord  of  Norfolk, 

Nor.  Heie,  most  gracious  liege. 

K.  Rich.  Norfolk,  we  must  have  knocks ; 
Ha  !  must  we  not  ? 

Nor.  We  must  both  give  and  take,  my  lov- 
ing lord. 

*  I».iuriou«  practices. 


I  Ad  r. 

Here  will  I  lie 


K.  Rich.  Up  with  my  tent: 

to-night ; 

^Soldiers begin  to  set  up  the  king's  tent. 
But  where,   to-morrow  ? — Well,  all's  one  for 

that. — 
Who  hath  descried  the  number  of  the  traitors  ? 
Nor.   Six  or  seven  thousand  is  their  utmost 

power, 
it.  Rich.  Whj,  our  battalia  trebles  that  ac- 

coiuit : 
Besides,  tlie  king's  name  is  atower  of  strength. 
Which  they  upon  the  adverse  faction  want. 
Up  with  the  tent.' — Come,  noble  gentlemen. 
Let  us  survey  tiic  vantage  of  the  ground  ; — 
Call  for  some  men  of  sound  direction  : 
Let's  want  no  discipline,  make  no  delay  ; 
For  lords,  to  morrow  is  a  busy  day.  {^Exeunt. 

Enter,  on  the  other  side  of  the  field,  Richmond, 
Sir  William  Brandon,  Oxford,  ami  other 
Lords.  Some  of  the  soldiers  pitch  Richmond's 
teiit. 

Richm.  The  weary  sun  hath  made  a  golden 
And,  by  the  bright  track  of  his  fiery  car,    [set 
Gives  token  of  a  goodly  day  to-morrow. — 
Sir  William  Brandon,  you  shall  bear  my  stan- 
dard.— 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper  in  my  tent ; — 
I'll  draw  the  form  and  model  of  our  battle, 
Limit*  each  leader  to  his  several  charge. 
And  part  in  just  proportion  our  small  power. 
My  lord  of  Oxford,— you.   Sir  William  Bran- 
don,— 
And  you.  Sir  Walter  Herbert,  stay  with  me  : 
The  earl  of  Pembroke  keepst  his  regiment; — 
Good  captain  Blunt,  bear  my  good  night  to 

him. 
And  by  the  second  hour  in  the  morning 
Desire  the  earl  to  see  me  in  my  tent : — 
Yet  one  thing  more,  good  captain,  do  for  me  ; 
Where  is  lord  Stanley  quarter'd,  doyouknow? 
Blunt.  Unless  I  have  mista'en  his  colours 
much, 
(Which,  well  I  am  assur'd,  I  have  not  done,) 
His  regiment  lies  half  a  mile  at  least 
South  from  the  mighty  power  of  the  king. 
Richm.   If  without  peril  it  be  possible, 
Sweet  Blunt,  make  good  some  means  to  speak 

with  him. 
And  give  him  from  me  this  most  needful  note. 
Blunt.  Upon  my  life,  my  lord,  I'll  under- 
take it ; 
And  so,  God  give  you  quiet  rest  to-night ! 
Richm.    Good  night,    good   captain  Blunt. 
Come,  gentlemen. 
Let  us  consult  upon  to-morrow's  business  ; 
In  to  my  tent,  the  air  is  raw  and  cold. 

[They  withdraw  into  the  Tent. 

Enter,  to  his  Tent,  King  Richard,  Norfolk, 
Ratcliff,  and  Catesby. 

K.  Rich.   AVhat  is't  o'clock? 
Gate.  It's  supper  time,  my  lord  : 
It's  nine  o'clock. 

K.  Rich.  I  will  not  sup  to-night : — 
Give  me  some  ink  and  paper. — 
What,  is  my  beaver  easier  than  it  was  ? — 
And  all  my  armour  laid  into  my  tent  ? 

Cafe.  It  is,  my  liege  ;  and  sill  things  are  in 

readiness. 
K.  Rich.    Good   Norfolk,    hie  thee  to  thy 
cliarge ; 
Use  careful  watch,  choose  trusty  sentinels. 
Nor.  I  go,  my  lord. 
*  Appnirf.  +  Remains  with. 


Scent  ///.] 
K.  Rich.  Stivwith  the  lark  to-morrow,  gentle 

Norfolk. 
Not.  I  warrant  you,  my  lord.  {^Exit. 

K.  Rich.   Ratcliff, 

Rut.  My  lord  ? 

K.  Rich.  Send  out  a  pursuivant  at  arms 
To   Stanley's    regiment ;    bid  him   bring  his 

power 
Before  sun-rising,  lest  his  son  George  fall 
Into  the  blind  cave  of  eternal  night. — 
Fill  me  a  bowl  of  wine. — Give  me  awatch:*- 
[  To  Catesby. 
Saddle  white  Surrey  for  tlie  field  to-morrow. — 
Look  that  my  stavest  be  sound,   and  not  too 
heavy. 

Katclift". 

Rat.  My  lord "» 

K  Rich.  Saw'st  thou  the  melancholy  lord 

Northumberland  ? 

Rat.  Thomas  the  earl  of  Surrey,  and  himself. 

Much   about   cock-shutt   time,   from  troop  to 

troop,  [diers. 

Went  through  the  army,  cheering  up  the  sol- 

K.  Rich.  I  am  satisfied.     Give  me  a  bowl  of 

wine : 

I  have  not  that  alacrity  of  spirit,  f 

Nor  cheer  of  mind,  that  I  was  wont  to  have. — ■ 
So,  set  it  down. — Is  ink  and  paper  ready  ? 
Rat.  It  is,  my  lord. 

K.  Rich.  Bid  my  guard  watch ;  leave  me. 
About  the  mid  of  night,  come  to  my  tent 
And  help  to  arm  me. — Leave  me,  I  say. 
[£«;§•  Richard  re/ircs  into  his  Tent.    Exeunt 
Ratcliff  and  Catesey. 

Richmond's  Tent  opens,  and  discovers  him,  and 
his  officers,  S^c. 

Enter  Stanley. 

Stan.  Fortune  and  victory  sit  on  thy  helm  ! 

Richm.  All  comfort  that  the  dark  night  can 
afibrd. 
Be  to  thy  person,  noble  fatlier-in-law ! 
Tell  me,  how  fares  our  loving  mother  ? 

Stan.  I,   by  attorney, §    bless  thee  from  thy 
mother, 
Who  prays  continually  for  Richmond's  good ; 
So  much  for  that. — The  silent  hoiu's  steal  on. 
And  flaky  darkness  breaks  within  the  east. 
In  brief,  for  so  the  season  bids  us  be. 
Prepare  thy  battle  early  in  the  morning  ; 
And  put  thy  fortune  to  the  arbitrement 
Of  bloody  strokes,  and  mortal-staring  war. 
],  as  I  may,  (that  which  1. would,  I  cannot.) 
With  best  advantage  will  deceive  the  time. 
And  aid  thee  in  this  doubtful  shock  of  arms  : 
But  on  thy  side  I  may  not  be  too  forward, 
Lest,  being  seen,  thy  brother,  tender  George 
Be  executed  in  his  father's  sight : 
Farewell :  The  leisure  and  the  fearful  time 
Cuts  off"  the  ceremonious  vows  of  love. 
And  ample  interchange  of  sweet  discourse, 
Which  so  long  sunder'd  friends  should  dwell 

upon ; 
God  give  us  leisure  for  these  rights  of  love  ! 
t)nce  more,  adieu ! — Be  valiant,   and  speed 
weU  ! 

Richm.  Good  lords,  conduct  him  to  his  regi- 
ment ;  [nap ; 
I'll  strive,  with  troubled  thoughts,  to  take  a 
Lest  leaden  slumber  peise||  me  down  to-mor- 
row, 
When  I  should  mount  with  wings  of  victory  : 


KING  RICHARD  III.  nj) 

Once  more  good  night,  kind  lords  and  gentlc- 


*  A  watch-light. 
f>  Deputation. 


t  Wood  of  the  lances,     t  TwiligLl. 
II  Wei?li. 


\_Exeunl  Lords,  S^c.  ivith  Stanley. 
O  Thou  !  whose  captain  1  account  myself, 
Look  on  my  forces  with  a  gracious  eye  ; 
Put  in  their  hands  thy  bruising  irons  of  wrath, 
That  tliey  may  crusli  down  with  a  heavy  fall 
The  usurping  helmets  of  our  adversaries  ? 
Make  us  thy  ministers  of  chastisement. 
That  we  may  praise  thee  in  thy  victory  ! 
To  thee  I  do  commend  my  watchful  soul. 
Ere  I  let  fall  the  windows  of  mine  eyes  ; 
Sleeping,  and  waking,  0,  defend  me  still ! 

\_Sleeps. 

The  Ghost  of  Prince  Edward,  son  to  Heniiv 
the  sixth,  rises  between  the  two  tents. 

Ghost.het  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-mor- 
row !  [  To  King  Richard. 
Think,  how  thou  stab'dst  me  in  my  prime  of 

youth 
At  Tewksbury ;  Despair  therefore,  and  die ! — 
Be  cheerful,  Richmond  ;  for  the  wronged  souls 
Of  butcher'd  princes  fight  in  thy  behalf: 
King  Henry's  issue,  Richmond,  comforts  thee. 

The  Ghost  of  King  Henry  the  si.vlh  rises. 

Ghost.  When  I  was  mortal,  my  anointed  body 
[  To  King  Richard. 
By  thee  was  punched  full  of  deadly  holes  : 
Think  on  the  Tower,  and  me ;  Despair,  and 

die ; 
Harry  the  sixth  bids  thee  despair  and  die. — 
Virtuous  and  holy,  be  thou  conqueror  ! 

[  To  Richmond. 
Harry,  that  prophesy'd  thou  should'stbeking, 
Doth  comfort  thee  in  thy  sleep ;  Live,  and 
flourish  ! 

The  Ghost  of  Clarence  rises. 

Ghost.  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-mor- 
row !  [  To  King  Richard. 
I,   that  was  wash'd    to  death   with   fulsome 

wine, 
Poor  Clarence,  by  thy  guile  betray'd  to  death  ! 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me. 
And  fall  thy    edgeless   sword  ;  Despair,  and 
die!— 
Thou  offspring  of  the  house  of  Lancaster, 
[To  Richmond. 
The  wronged  heirs  of  York  do  pray  for  thee  ; 
Good   angels   guard    thy    battle  I    Live,  and 
flourish  ! 

The  Ghosts  o/ Rivers,  Grey,  and  Vaughan, 

rise. 

Riv.  Let  me  sit  heavy  on  thy  soul  to-mor- 
row, [  To  King  Richard. 
Rivers,  that  died  at  Pomfret !  Despair,  and 
die! 
Grey.  Think  upon   Grey,  and  let  thy  soul 
despair  !  [  To  King  Richard. 
Vaugh.  Think  upon  Vaughan;    and,  with 
guilty  fear, 
Let  fall  thy  lance  !  Despair,   and  die  ! — 

[To  King  Richard. 

All.    Awake !    and   think,   our  wrongs   in 

Richard's  bosom  [  To  Richmond. 

Will  conquer  him: — awake,  and  win  the  day  ! 

The  Ghost  of  Hastings  rises. 

Ghost.  Bloody  and  guilty,  guiltily  awake ; 
[  To  King  Richard. 
And  in  a  bloody  battle  end  thy  days  ! 
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Think  on  lord  Hastings ;   and  despair,   and 
die  !— 
Quiet  untroubled  soul,  awake,  awake  ! 

[  To  Richmond. 
Arm,  fight,  and  conquer,  "for  fair  England's 
sake  ! 

The  Ghosts  of  the  tivo  young  Princes  rise. 

Ghosts.  Dream  on  thy  cousins  smother'd  in 

the  Tower ; 
Let  us  be  led  within  thy  bosom  Richard, 
And   weigh   thee   down  to  ruin,   shame,  and 

death ! 
Thy  nephews'  souls  bid  thee  despair,  and  die.- 
Sleep,  Richmond,  sleep  in  peace,  and  wake 

in  joy  ; 
Good  angels  guard  thee  from  the  boar's  annoy ! 
Live,  and  beget  a  happy  race  of  kings  ! 
Edward's  unhappy  sons  do  bid  thee  flourish. 

Tlie  Ghost  of  Qiieen  Anne  rises. 

Ghost.  Richard,  thy  wife,    that    wretched 
Anne  thy  wife. 
That  never  slept  a  quiet  hour  with  thee, 
Now  fills  thy  sleep  with  perturbations  : 
To-morrow  in  the  battle  think  on  me. 
And  fall  thy  edgeless  sword  ;  Despair,  and 
die!— 
Thou,  quiet  soul,  sleep  thou  a  quiet  sleep ; 
[To  Richmond. 
Dream  of  success  and  happy  victory  ; 
Thy  adversary's  wife  doth  pray  for  thee. 

The  Ghost  of  Buckingham  rises. 

Ghost.  The  first  was  I,  that  help'd  thee  to 
the  crown  ;  [  To  King  Richard. 

The  last  was  I  that  felt  thy  tyranny : 
O,  in  the  battle  think  on  Buckingham, 
And  die  in  terror  of  thy  guiltiness  ! 
Dream  on,  dream  on,   of  bloody  deeds  and 
death  ;  [breath  ! — 

Fainting,     despair ;     despairing,    yield     thy 
I  died  for  hope,  ere  I  could  lend  thee  aid : 
To  Richmond. 
But  cheer  thy  heart,  and  be  thou  not  dismay'd  : 
God,  and  good  angels,  fight  on  Richmond's 

side  ; 
And  Richard  falls  in  height  of  all  his  pride. 
[T/i£  Ghosts  vanish.    /CtHg  Richard  starts 

out  of  his  dream. 
K.  Rich.  Give  me  another  horse, — bind  up 
my  wounds, —  , 

Have  mercy,  Jesu  ! — Soft ;  I  did  but  dream. — 

0  coward  conscience,  how   dost  thou   afiJict 

me  ! —  '  [night. 

The  lights  burn  blue. — It  is  now  dead  mid^ 
Cold  fearful  drops  stand  on  my  trembling  flesh. 
What  do  I  fear  ?  myself?  there's  none  else  by: 
Richard  loves  Richard  ;  that  is,  I  am  1. 
Is  there  a  murderer  here?  No  ; — Yes  ;  I  am  : 
Tlienfly, — What,  from  myself  ?  Great  reason: 

Why? 
Lest  I  revenge.     What  ?  Myself  on  myself? 

1  love  myself.     Wherefore  ?  for  any  good. 
That  I  myself  have  done  unto  myself  / 

O,  no:  alas,  I  rather  hate  myself. 
For  hateful  deeds  committed  by  myself. 
I  am  a  villain  :  Yet  I  lie,  I  am  not.  [ter. 

Fool,  of  thyself  speak  well : — Fool,  do  notflat- 
My  conscience  hath  a  thousand  several  tongues. 
And  every  tongue  brings  in  a  several  tale, 
And  every  tale  condemns  me  for  a  villain. 
Perjury,  perjury,  in  the  high'st  degree, 
Murder,  stern  murder,  in  the  dir'st  degree ; 
All  several  sins,  all  us'd  in  each  deg^ree  : 


Throng  to  the  bar,  crying  all,— Guilty  !  guilty ! 
I  shall  despair. — There  is  no  creature  loves 

me ; 
And,  if  I  die,  no  soul  will  pity  me : — 
Nay,  wherefore,  should  they  ?  since  that  I  my- 
Find  in  myself  no  pity  to  myself.  [self 

Methought,  tlie  souls  of  all  that  I  had  murder'd 
Came  to  my  tent :  and  every  one  did  tlireat 
To-morrow's  vengeance  on  the  head  of  Richard . 
Enter  Ratclifk. 

Rat.  My  lord, 

K.  Rich.   Who's  there? 
Rat.  Ratclifi;    ray  lord ;  'tis  I.     The  early 
village  cock 
Hath  twice  done  salutation  to  the  morn ; 
Your  friends  are  up,  and  buckle  on  their  ar- 
mour. 
K.  Rich.  O,  Ratclifi;  I  have  dream'd  a  fear- 
ful dream  !  [true  ? 
What  thinkest  thou  ?  will  our  friends  prove  all 
Rat.  No  doubt,  my  lord. 
K.  Rich.  Ratclifl",  I  fear,  I  fear,— 
Rat.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  be  not  afraid  of 
shadows, 
t    K.  Rich.  By  the  apostle  Paul,  shadows  to- 
night 
Have  struck  more  terror  to  the  soul  of  Richard, 
Than  can  the  substance  of  ten   thousand  sol- 
diers. 
Armed  in  proof,  and  led  by  shallow  Richmond. 
It  is  not  yet  near  day.  Come,  go  with  me  ; 
Under  our  tents  I'll  play  the  caves-dropper, 
To  hear,  if  any  mean  to  shrink  from  me. 

lExeunt  King  Richard  a7id  Ratcliff. 
Richmond  wakes.  Enter  Oxford  and  others. 
Lords.  Good  morrow,  Richmond. 
Richm.    'Cry  mercy,  lords,   and  watchful 
gentlemen. 
That  you  have  ta'en  a  tardy  sluggard  here. 
Lords.  How  have  you  slept,  my  lord  ? 
Richm.  The  sweetest  sleep,  and  fairest  bod- 
ing dreams. 
That  ever  enter'd  in  a  drowsy  head. 
Have  I  since  your  departure  liad,  my  lords- 
Methought,  their  souls,  whose  bodies  Richard 

murder'd, 
Came  to  my  tent,  and  cried — On  !  victory  ! 
I  promise  you,  my  lieart  is  very  jocund 
In  the  remembrance  of  so  fair  a  dream. 
How  far  into  the  morning  is  it,  lords  ? 
Lords.  Upon  the  stroke  of  four. 
Richm.  Why,  then  'tis  time  to  arm,  and  give 
direction. — [i/e  advanceslo  (he  troops. 
More  than  I  have  said,  loving  countrymen. 
The  leisure  and  enforcement  of  the  time 
Forbids  to  dwell  on.     Yet  remember  this. — 
God,  and  our  good  cause,  fight  upon  ourside; 
The  prayers  of  holy  saints,  and  wronged  souls, 
Like  high-rear'd  bulwarks,  stand  before  our 

faces ; 
Richard  except,  those,  whom  wc  fight  against. 
Had  rather  have  us  win,  than  him  they  follow. 
For  what  is  he  they  follow?  truly,  gentlemen, 
A  bloody  tyrant,  and  a  homicide ;  [blish'd  ; 
One  rais'd  in  blood,  and  one  in  \>lood  esta-" 
One  that  made  means  to  come  by  what  he  hath, 
And  slaughter'd  those  that  were  the  means  to 

help  him  ; 
A  base  foul  stone,  made  precious  by  the  foil 
Of  England's  chair,*  wliere  he  he  isfalselj-  set; 
One  that  hath  ever  been  God's  enemy  : 
Then,  if,  you  fight  against  God's  enemy, 
God  will,  in  justice,  wardt  you  as  his  soldiers; 
'  Thione.  t  Guard. 


Sctne  ly.'] 

If  you  do  sweat  to  put  a  tyrant  down, 
You  sloep  in  peace,  the  tyrant  being  slain  ; 
If  you  do  figlit  against  your  country's  foes, 
Your  country's  fat  shall  pay  your  pains  the 

hire; 
If  you  do  fight  in  safeguard  of  your  wives, 
Your  wives  shall  welcome  home  the  conquer- 
ors ; 
If  3  ou  do  free  your  children  from  the  sword, 
Your  children's  children  quit*  it  in  your  age. 
Then  in  the  name  of  God,  and  all  these  rights, 
Advance  your  standards,   draw  your  willing 

swords  ; 
For  me,  tiie  ransom  of  my  bold  attempt 
Shall  be  this  cold  corpse  on  the  earth's  cold 
But  if  1  thrive,  the  gain  of  my  attempt    [face  ; 
The  least  of  you  shall  share  his  part  thereof. 
Sound,  drums  and  trumpets,  boldly  and  cheer- 
fully ; 
God,  and  saint  George  !  Richmond,  and  vic- 
tory !  \_Exeunt. 
He-Enter  King  Richard,  Ratcliff,  AUend- 
anls  and  Forces. 
K.  Rich.  What   said  Northumberland,    as 

touching  Richmond  ? 
Rat.  That  he  was  never  trained  up  in  arms. 
K.  Rich.  He  said  the  truth  :  And  what  said 

Surrey  then  ? 
Rat.  He  smil'd  and  said,  the  better  for  our 

purpose. 
K.  Rich.  He  was   i'the  right;  and  so,   in- 
deed, it  is.  IClock  strikes. 
Tell  the  clock  there. — Give  me  a  calendar. — 
Who  saw  the  sun  to-day  .' 
Rat.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

A'.  Rich.  Then  he  disdains  to  shine ;  for, 
by  the  book. 
He  should  have  brav'dt  the  east  an  hour  ago 
A  black  day  will  it  b(!  to  somebody. — 
Ratcliff, — - 
Rat.  My  lord? 

K.  Rich.   The  sun  will  not  be  seen  to-day  ; 
The  sky  doth  frown  and  lour  upon  our  army. 
I  would;  these  dewy  tears  were  from  the  ground. 
Not  shine  to-day  •'  Why,  wliat  is  that  to  me, 
I\Iore   than  to  Richmond  ?  for  the  self-same 

heaven. 
That  fro^^  ns  ou  me,  looks  sadly  upon  him. 
Enter  Norfolk. 
Nor.  Arm,  arm,  my  lord  ;  the  foe  vaunts  in 

the  field. 
K.  Rich.  Come,  bustle,  bustle  ; — Caparison 
my  horse : — 
Call  up  lord  Stanley,  bid  him  bringhis  powcr;- 
I  will  lead  forth  my  soldiers  to  the  pla^n. 
And  tlms  my  battle  shall  be  ordered. 
My  forcward  shall  be  drawn  out  all  in  lengtli, 
Consisting  equally  of  horse  and  foot ; 
Our  archers  shall  be  placed  in  the  midst : 
Jolui  duke  of  Norfolk,  Thomas  earl  of  Surrey, 
Shall  have  the  leading  of  this  foot  and  horse. 
They  thus  directed,  we  ourself  will  follow 
In  the  main  battle  ;  whose  puissance  on  either 

side 
Shall  be  well  winged  with  our  chiefest  horse. 
This,  and  Saint  George  to  boot ! — What  think'st 
thou,  N»rfolk  ? 
Nor.  A  goo"d  direction,  warlike  sovei'cign. — 
This  found  I  on  my  tent  this  morning. 

[  Giving  a  scroll. 
K.  Rich.  Jocky  of  Norfolk,  be  not  loo  bold, 

[reads. 
For  DickonX  thy  master  is  bought  and  sold. 

*  Requite  f  Made  it  splendid. 

1  The  ancient  familiariistion  of  Richar'!. 
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A  thing  devised  by  the  enemy. — 
Go,  gentlemen,  every  man  unto  hi.s  charge : 
Let  not  our  babbling  dreams  affright  our  souls  ; 
Conscience  is  but  a  word  that  cowards  use, 
Devis'd  at  first  to  keep  the  strong  in  awe  ; 
Our  strong  arms  be  our  conscience,   swords 

our  law. 
March  on,  join  bravely,  let  us  to't  pell-mell ; 

If  not  to  heaven,  then  hand  in  hand  to  hell. 

What  shall  I  say  more  than  I  have  inferr'd  ; 

Remember  whom  you  are  to  cope  withal ; 

A  sort*  of  vagabonds,  rascals,  and  run-aways, 
AscumofBretagnes,and  base  lackey  peasants, 
Whom  their  o'er-cloyed  country  vomits  forth ' 
To  desperate  ventures  and  assur'd  destruction. 
You  sleeping  safe,  they  bring  you  to  unrest ; 
You  having  lands,  and  bless'd  witli  beauteous. 

wives. 
They  would  restrain  the  one,  distain  the  other. 
And  who  doth  lead  them,  but  a  paltry  fellow, 
Long  kept  in  Bretagne  at  our  mother's  cost? 
A  milk-sop,  one  that  never  in  his  life 
Felt  so  much  cold  as  over  shoes  in  snow  ? 
Let's  whip  these  stragglers  o'erthe  seas  again; 
Lash  hence  these  ovei -weening  rags  of  France, 
These  famish'd  beggars,  weary  of  their  lives ; 
Who,  but  for  dreaming  on  this  fond  exploit. 
For  want  of  means,  poor  rats,  had   hang'd 

themselves  : 
If  we  be  conquer'd,  let  men  conquer  us, 
And  not  these  bastard  Bretagnes  ;  whom  our 
fathers  [thump'd, 

Have  in  their  own  land  beaten,  bobb'd,  and 
And,  on  record,  left  them  the  heirs  of  shame. 
Shall  these  enjoy  our  lands  ?  lie  with  our  wives  ? 
Ravish  our  daughters  ?— Hark,  I  hear  their 
drum.  IDrum  afar  off. 

Fight,  gentlemen  of  England!  fight,  bold  yeo- 
men ! 
Draw,  archers,  draw  your  arrows  to  the  head. 
Spur  your  proud  horses  hard,  and  ride  in  blood; 
Amaze  the  welkin  with  your  broken  staves  !t 

Eiiter  a  Messenger. 
What  says  lord  Stanley  ?  will  he  bring  his 
power  ? 
Mess.  My  lord,  he  doth  deny  to  come. 
K.  Rich.  Off  instantly  with  his  son  George's 

head. 
A'br.  My  lord,  the  enemy  is  pass'd  the  marsh 
After  the  battle  let  George  Stanley  die. 

K.  Rich.  A  thousand  hearts  are  great  with- 
in my  bosom : 
Advance  our  standards,  set  upon  our  foes  ; 
Our  ancient   word    of    courage,    fair    Saint 

George, 
Inspire  us  with  the  spleen  of  fiery  dragons  ! 
Upon  them  !  Victory  sits  on  our  helms. 

\_E.xeunt. 

SCENE  IF.— Another  part  of  the  field. 

Alarum :    Excursions.    Enter  Norfolk,  and 

Forces;  to  him  Catesby. 

Cate.  Rescue,  my  lord  of  Norfolk,  rescue, 
rescue  ! 
The  king  enacts  more  wonders  than  a  man, 
Daring  an  opposite  to  every  danger  ; 
His  horse  is  slain,  and  all  on  foot  he  fights, 
Seeking  for  Richmond  in  the  throat  of  death  ! 
Rescue,  fair  lord,  or  else  the  day  is  lost ! 

Alarum.    Enter  King  Richard. 

K.  Rich.  A  horse !  a  horse !  my  kingdom 
for  a  horse ! 
'  ^  Company. 
■t  Fright  the  skies  with  (he  shiveis  of  your  lances. 
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ZAcl  I. 
as  becomes  their 


Cale.  Withdraw,  my  lord,  I'll  help  you  to  a       Rich.  Inter  their  bodie 

"horse.  I  births. 

K.  Rich.  Slave,  I  have  set  my  life  upon  a  '  Proclaim  a  pardon  to  the  soldiers  fled, 


And  I  will  stand  the  hazard  of  the  die  :    [cast, 
I  think,  there  be  six  Richmonds  in  the  field  ; 
Five  have  I  slain  to  day,  instead  of  him  : — 
A  horse  !  a  horse  !  my  kingdom  for  a  horse  ! 

\_Extunt 


That  in  submission  will  return  to  us ; 
And  then,  as  we  have  ta'en  the  sacrament. 
We  will  unite  the  white  rose  with  the  red  : — 
Smile  heaven  upon  this  fair  conjunction. 
That  long  hath  frown'd  upon  their  enmity  ! — 
What  tiaitor  hears  me,  and  says  not, — Amen  ? 


„  ,     -,.     T>  „„^Tj,r,TTMnwr.-    "nattiaitornears  me,anu  says  iioi, — Auieu  .- 


and  exeunt  Jightin^  ,         .  . 

Then  enter  Richmond,  Stanley,  bearing  tlie 

crown,  ivith  divers  other  Lords  and  Forces. 

Richm.  God,  and  your  arms,  be  prais'd,  vic- 
torious friends ; 
The  day  is  ours,  the  bloody  dog  is  dead. 

Stan.  Courageous  Richmond,  well  hast  thou 
acquit  thee ! 
Lo,  hero,  this  long-usurped  royalty, 
From  the  dead  temples  of  this  bloody  wretch 
Have  I  pluck'doff,  to  grace  thy  brows  withal ; 
Wear  it,  enjoy  it,  and  make  much  of  it. 


self; 

The  brother  blipdly  shed  the  brother's  blood. 
The  father  rashly  slaughter'd  his  own  son. 
The  son,  compell'd,  been  butcher  to  the  sire. 
All  this  divided  York  and  Lancaster, 
Divided,  in  their  dire  division. — 
O,  now,  let  Richmond  and  Elizabeth, 
The  true  succeeders  of  each  royal  house. 
By  God's  fair  ordinance  conjoin  together  ! 
And  let  their  heirs,  (God  if  thy  will  be  so,) 
Enrich  the  time  to  come  with  smooth-fac'd 


tcii  f.,  ^"j"j  •-> peace, 

Richm.  Great  God  of  heaven,  say.  Amen,  to   ^yj^^j^  smiling  plenty,  audfair  prosperous  days  ! 


all :—  [>n? 

But  tell  me  first,  is  young  George  Stanley  liv- 
Stan.  He  is,  my  lord,  and  safe  in  Leicester 
town ; 
Whither,  if  it  please  you,  we  may  now  with- 
draw us. 
Richm.  What  men  of  name   are  slain  on 

either  side  ? 
Stan.   John  duke  of  Norfolk,  Walter  lord 
Ferrers,  [don. 

Sir  Robert  Brakenburv,  and  Sir  William  Bran- 


Abate  the  edge  of  traitors,  gracious  Lord, 
That  would  reduce  these  bloody  days  again, 
And  make  poor  England  weep  in  streams  of 

blood  ! 
Let  them  not  live  to  taste  this  land's  increase, 
That  wouldwith  treason  wound  this  fair  land's 

peace ! 
Now   civil  wounds  are  stopp'd,  peace  lives 

again ; 
That  she  may  long  live  here,  God  say— Amen. 

[Exeunt. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


King  Henry  the  Eighth. 

Cardinal  Wolsey. — Cardinal  Campeius. 

Capucius,  Ambassador  from  the  Emperor, 
Charles  V. 

Cranmer,  Archbishop  of  Canterbury. 

Duke  of  Norfolk. — Duke  of  Buckingham. 

Duke  of  Suffolk. — Earl  of  Surrey. 

Lord  Chamberlain. — Lord  Chancellor. 

Gardiner,  Bishop  of  Winchester. 

Bishop  of  Lincoln. — Lord  Abergavenny. 

Lord  Sands. 

Sir  Henry  Guildford. — SirThomas  Lovell. 

Sir  Anthony  Denny. — Sir  Nicholas  Vaux. 

Secretaries  to  Wolsej'. 

Cromwell,  Servant  to  Wolsey. 

Griffith,  Gentleman-Usher  to  Queen  Katha- 
rine. 

Three  other  Gentlemen. 

Doctor  Butts,  Physician  to  the  King. 

Garter,  King  at  Arms. 


Surveyor  to  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 
Brandon,  and  a  Sergeant  at  Arms. 
Door-Keeper  of  tlie  Council-Chamber. 
Porter,  and  his  Man. 
Page  to  Gardiner. — A  Crier. 

Queen  Katharine,  Wife  to  King  Henry  ;  af- 
terwards divorced. 

Anne  Bullen,  her  Maid  of  Honour ;  after- 
wards Queen. 

An  old  Lady,  Friend  to  Anne  Bullen. 

Patience,  Woman  to  Queen  Katharine. 

Several  Lords  and  Ladies  in  the  Dumb  Shows  ; 
Women  attending  upon  the  Queen  ;  Spirits, 
which  appear  to  her ;  Scribes,  Officers, 
Guards,  and  other  Attendants. 

Scene,  chiefly  in  London  and  Westminster  ; 
once,  at  Kimbolton. 


PROLOGUE. 
I  COME  no  more  to  make  you  laugh  ;  things 

now. 
That  bear  a  weighty  and  a  serious  brow. 
Sad,  high,  and  working,  full  of  state  and  woe. 
Such  noble  scenes  as  draw  the  eye  to  flow. 
We  now  present.     Those  that  can  pity,  here 
May,  if  they  think  it  well,  let  fall  a  tear  ; 
The  subject  will  deserve  it.     Such,  as  give 
Their  money  out  of  hope  they  may  believe. 
May  here  find  truth  too.     Those,  that  come  to 
Only  a  show  or  two,  and  so  agree,  [see 

The  play  may  pass  ;  if  they  be  still,  and  willing, 
I'll  undertake,  may  see  away  their  shilling 
Richly  in  two  short  hours.     Only  they, 
That  come  to  hear  a  merry,  bawdy  play, 
A  noise  of  targets ;  or  to  see  a  fellow 
In  a  long  motley  coat,  guarded*  with  yellow, 
Will  be  deceiv'd  :  for,  gentle  hearers,  know, 
To  rank  our  chosen  truth  with  such  a  show 
As  foot  and  fight  is,  beside  forfeiting 
Our  own  brains,  and  the  opinion  that  we  bring, 
(To  make  that  only  true  we  now  intend,t) 
Will  leave  us  never  an  understanding  friend. 
Therefore,  for  goodness'  sake,  and  as  you  are 

known 
The  first  and  happiest  hearers  of  the  town. 
Be  sad,  as  we  would  make  ye :   Think,  ye  sec 
The  very  persons  of  our  noble  story. 
As  they  were  living ;  think,  you  see  them  great. 
And  foUow'd   with  the  general  throng,  and 

sweat. 
Of  thousand  friends  ;  then,  in  a  moment  see 
How  soon  this  mightiness  meets  misery  ! 
And,  if  you  can  be  merry  then,  I'll  say, 
A  man  may  weep  upon  his  wedding  day. 

*I<ace(i.  ?  Pretend. 

Vol.  IT. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — London. — AnAnle-cliamber  inthc 

Palace. 
Enter  the  Duke  0/ Norfolk,  at  one  door ;  at  the 

other,   the   Duke  of  Buckingham,  and  the 

Lord  Abergavenny. 

Buck.  Good  morrow,  and  well  met.     How 
have  you  done, 
Since  last  we  saw  in  France  ? 

Nor.  I  thank  your  grace  : 
Healthful ;  and  ever  since  a  fresh  admirer 
Of  what  I  saw  there. 

Buck.  An  untimely  ague 
Stay'd  me  a  prisoner  in  my  chamber,  when 
Those  suns  of  glory,  those  two  lights  of  men,* 
Met  in  thevaleof  Arde. 

Nor.  'Twixt  Guynes  and  Arde : 
I  was  then  present,  saw  them  salute  on  horse- 
back; [clung 
Beheld  them,  when  they  lighted,  how  they 
In  their  embracement,  as  they  grew  together ; 
Which  had  they,  what  four  thron'd  ones  could 

have  weigh'd 
Such  a  compounded  one  ? 

Buck.  All  the  whole  time 
I  was  my  chamber's  prisoner. 

Nor.  Then  you  lost 
The  view  of  earthly  glory  :  Men  might  say. 
Till  this  time,  pomp  was  single  ;  but  now  mar- 

^  ried 
To  one  above  itself.     Each  following  day 
Became  the  next  day's  master,  till  the  last 
Made  former  wonders  it's :  To-day,  the  French, 
All  clinquant,!  all  in  gold,  like  heathen  gods, 

*  Henry  VIII.  and  Francis  1.  king  of  Frsiice. 
t  Glittering,  shining. 
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lAct  J. 


Shone  down  the  English:  and,   to-morrow, 

they 
Made  Britain,  India;  every  man,  that  stood, 
Show'd  like  a  mine.  Their  dwarfisli  pages  were 
As  cherubims,  all  gilt ;  the  madams  too, 
Not  us'd  to  toil,  did  almost  sweat  to  bear 
The  pride  upon  them,  that  their  very  labour 
Was  to  them  as  a  painting :  now  this  mask 
Was  cried  incomparable;    and    the    ensuing 

night 
Made  it  a  fool,  and  beggar.     The  two  kings, 
Equal  in  lustre,  were  now  best,  now  worst. 
As  presence  did  present  them  ;  him  in  eye, 
Still  him  in  praise :  and,  being  present  both, 
'Twas  said,  they  saw  but  one;  and  no  discerner 
Durst   wag    his   tongue  in  censure.*      When 
these  suns  [challeng'd 

(For  so  they   phrase  them,)  by  their  heralds 
The  noble  spirits  to  arms,  they  did  perform 
Beyond  thought's  compass  ;  that  former  fabu- 
lous story. 
Being  now  seen  possible  enough,  g'Ot  credit. 
That  Bevist  was  believ'd. 

Buck.  O,  you  go  far. 

l^or.  As  I  belong  to  worship,  and  affect 
In  honour  honesty,  the  tract  of  every  thing 
Would  by  a  good  discourser  lose  some  life. 
Which  action's  sell  was  tongue  to.     All   was 

royal ; 
To  the  disposing  of  it  nought  rebell'd. 
Order  gave  each  thing  view;  the  office  did 
Distinctly  his  full  function. 

Buck.  Who  did  guide, 
I  mean,  who  set  the  body  and  the  limbs 
Of  this  great  sport  together,  as  you  guess  ? 

Nor.  One,  certes,t  that  promises  no  element^ 
In  such  a  business. 

Buck.  I  pray  you,  who,  my  lord? 

Nor.  All  this  was  order'd  by  the  good  dis- 
cretion 
Gf  the  right  reverend  cardinal  of  York. 

Buck.  The  devil  speed  him  !  no  man's  pie  is 
free'd 
From  his  ambitious  finger.     What  liad  he 
To  do  in  these  fierce||  vanities?  I  wonder, 
That  such  a  keechlf  can  with  his  very  bulk 
Take  up  the  rays  o'the  beneficial  sun, 
And  keep  it  from  the  earth. 

Nor.  Surely,  Sir, 
There's  in   him   stuff  that  puts  him  to  these 
ends:  [grace 

For  being  not  propp'd  by  ancestry,  (whose 
Chalks  successors  their  way,)  nor  call'd  upon 
For  high   feats   done  to  the   crown;  neither 

allied 
To  eminent  assistants,  but,  spider-like. 
Out  of  his  self  drawing  web,  he  gives  us  note, 
The  force  of  his  own  merit  makes  his  way  ; 
A  gift  that  heaven  gives  for  him,  which  buys 
A  place  next  to  the  king. 

Aber.  I  cannot  tell  [eye 

What  heaven  hath  given  him,  let  some  graver 
Pjerce  into  that ;  but  I  can  see  his  pride 
Peep  through  each  part  of  him  :  VVhence  has 

he  that? 
If  not  from  liell,  the  devil  is  a  niggard ; 
Or  has  given  all  before,  and  he  begins 
A  new  hell  in  himself 

Buck.  Why  the  devil. 
Upon  this  French  going-out,  took  he  upon  him. 
Without  the  privity  o'  the  king,  to  appoint 
Who  should  attend  on  him  ?  He  makes  up  the 
file** 

*Iii  opinion,  which  was  most  noble. 

fSir  Bevis,  an    oM  romance,   JCertaiuly.  ^Practice. 

(IPfouJ.  "nLump  of  fat,  '*Li.»t. 


Of  all  the  gentry ;  for  the  most  part  such 
Too,  whom  as  great  a  charge  as  little  honour 
He  meant  to  lay  upon  :  and  his  own  letter,* 
The  honourable  board  of  council  out, 
Must  fetch  him  in  the  papers. 

Aber.  I  do  know 
Kinsmen  of  mine,  three  at  the  least,  that  have 
By  this  so  sicken'd  their  estates,  that  never 
They  shall  abound  as  formerly. 

Buck.  O,  many  [them 

Have  broke  their  backs  with  laying  manors  on 
For  this  great  journey.   What  did  this  vanity. 
But  minister  communication  of 
A  most  poor  issue  ? 

Nor.  Grievingly  I  think,  [values 

The  peace  between  the  French  and  us  not 
The  cost  that  did  conclude  it. 

Buck.  Every  man. 
After  the  hidious  storm  that  follow'd,  was 
A  thing  inspir'd:  and  not  consulting,  broke 
Into  a  general  prophecy, — That  this  tempest. 
Dashing  the  garment  of  this  peace,  aboded 
The  sudden  breach  on't. 

Nor.  Which  is  budded  out ;  [attach'd 

For  France  hath  flaw'd  the  league,  and  hath 
Our  merchant's  goods  at  Bourdeaux. 

Aber.  Is  it  therefore 
The  ambassador  is  silenc'd  ? 

Nor.  Marry,  is't. 

Aber.  A  proper  title  of  a  peace;  and  pur- 
chas'd 
At  a  superfluous  rate  ! 

Buck.  Why,  all  this  business 
Our  reverend  cardinal  carried. t 

Nor.  'Like  it  your  grace, 
The  state  takes  notice  of  the  private  difterence 
Betwixt  you  and  the  cardinal.    I  advise  you, 
(And  take  it  from  a  heart  that  wishes  towards 

you 
Honour  and  plenteous  safety,)  that  you  read 
The  cardinal's  malice  and  his  potency 
Together :  to  consider  further,  that 
What  his  high  hatred  would  eflect,  wants  not 
A  minister  in  his   power :    You  know  his  na- 
ture. 
That  he  is  revengeful ;  and  I  know,  his  sword 
Hath  a  sharp  edge:  it's  long,  and,  it  may  be 

said. 
It  reaches  far;  and  where  'twill  not  extend. 
Thither  he  darts  it.     Bosom  up  my  counsel. 
You'll  find  it  wholesome.    Lo,  where  comes 

that  rock. 
That  I  advise  your  shunning. 

Enter  CardinalWo'LSEY,(  the  purse  borne  before 
him,)  certain  of  the  guard,  and  two  Skurk- 
TAiiiES  with  papers.   The  Cardinal  in  his  pas- 
sage Jixeth  his  eye  on  Bucki?jgham,   and 
Buckingham  on  him,  both  full  of  disdain. 
JVol.  The  duke  of  Buckingham's  surveyor? 
ha? 
Where's  his  examination? 
1  Seer.  Here,  so  please  you. 
IVol.  Is  he  in  pei"son  ready  ? 
1.   Seer.  Ay,  please  you  grace. 
U'ol.  Well,   we  shall  then  no  more ;  and 
Buckingham 
Shall  lessen  this  big  look. 

[£xeuHnVoLSEV,  and  train. 

Buck.  This  Butcher's  curt  is  venom-mouth'd, 

and  I  [best 

Have  not  the  power  to  muzzle  him ;  therefore, 

Not  wake   him   in   his  slumber.    A  beggar's 

Out-worths  a  noble's  blood.  [look 

*Sets  down  in  liis  lett<;r  without  consulting  tlie  council 
tConducted.    tWoIsf>  wna  th»  son  of  a  feutcher. 
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Nor.   What,  are  }'0U  cliafd? 
Ask  God  for  temperance ;  that's  the  appliauce 

only, 
Which  your  disease  requires. 

Buck.  I  read  in  his  looks 
Matter  against  me;  and  his  eye  revil'd 
Me,  as  his  abject  object:  at  this  instant 
He  bores*  me  w  ith  some  trick :   He's  gone  to 

the  king- ; 
I'll  follow,  and  out-stare  him. 

Nor.  Stay,  my  lord. 
And  let  your  reason  with  j^our  choler  question 
What  'tis  you  go  about;  To  clime  steep  hills, 
Requires  slow  pace  at  first :  Anger  is  like 
A  full-hot  horse ;  wlio  being  allow'd  his  waj'. 
Self-mettle  tires  him.    Not  a  man  in  England 
Can  advise  me  like  you:  be  to  yourself 
As  you  would  to  your  friend.        ' «. 

Buck.   I'll  to  the  king: 
And  from  a  mouth  of  honour  quite  cry  down 
This  Ipswich  fellow's  insolence;  or  proclaim, 
There's  difference  in  no  persons. 

Nor.  Be  advis'd; 
Heat  not  a  furnace  for  your  foe  so  hot 
That  it  do  singe  yourself:  We  may  outrun, 
By  violent  swiftness,  that  which  we  run  at, 
And  lose  by  over-running.     Know  you  not. 
The   fire  that   mounts   the  liquor  till  it  run 

o'er. 
In  seeming  to  augment  it,  wastes  it  ?    Be  ad- 
vis'd. 
I  say  again,  there  is  no  English  soul 
More  stronger  to  direct  you  than  yourself; 
If  with  the  sap  of  reason  you  would  quench. 
Or  but  allay,  the  fire  of  passion. 

Buck.    Sir, 
I  am  thankful  to  you ;  and  I'll  go  along 
By  your  prescription : — but  this  top-proud  fel- 
low, 
(Who  from  the  flow  of  gall  I  name  not,  but 
From  sincere  motions,)  by  intelligence, 
And  proofs  as  clear  as  founts  in  July,  when 
We  see  each  grain  of  gravel,  I  do  know 
To  be  corrupt  and  treasonous. 

Nor.   Say  not,  treasonous. 

Buck.  To  the  king  I'll  say't;  and  make  my 
vouch  as  strong 
As  shore  of  rock.     Attend.    This  holy  fox. 
Or  wolf,  or  both,  (for  he  is  equal  ravenous, 
As  he  is  subtle;  and  as  prone  to  mischief. 
As  able  to  perform  it :  his  mind  and  place 
Infecting  one  another,  yea,  reciprocally,) 
Only  to  show  his  pomp  as  well  in  France 
As  here  at  home,  suggestst  the  king  our  mas- 
ter 
To  this  last  costly  treaty,  the  interview. 
That  swallow'd  so  much  treasure,  and  like  a 
Did  break  i'  the  rinsing.  [glass 

Nor.  'Faith,  and  so  it  did. 

Buck.  Pray,  give  me  favour,  Sir.  Tliis  cun- 
ning cardinal 
The  articles  o'  the  combination  drew. 
As  himself  pleas'd;  and  they  were  ratified. 
As  he  cried,  Thus  let  it  be :  to  as  much  end. 
As  give  a  crutch  to  the  dead  :    But  our  count- 
cardinal  [sey. 
Has  done  this,  and  'tis  well;  for  worthy  Wol- 
Who  cannot  err,  he  did  it.     Now  this  follows, 
(Which  as  I  take  it,  is  a  kind  of  puppy 
To  the  old  dam,  treason, — Charles  the  em- 
peror. 
Under  pretence  to  see  the  queen  his  aunt, 
(For  'twas,  indeed,   his  colour;  but  he  came 
To  whisper  Wolsey,)  here  makes  visitation: 
"  Stabs.                                         i  Excites. 


His  f<>ars  were  that  the  interview,  betwixt 
England  and   France,   mighl,   through    their 

amity, 
Breed   him    some  prejudices ;    for   from  this 

league 
Peep'd  liarms  that  menac'd  him :   He  privily 
Deals  with  our  cardinal;  and,  as  I  trow, — 
Wliich  I  do  well ;  for,  I  am  sure,  the  emperor 
Paid  ere  he  promis'd;  wliereby  his  suit  was 

granted. 
Ere  it  was  ask'd  ;■ — but  when  the  way  was 

made, 
And  pav'd  with  gold,  the  emperor  tlius  de- 

sir'd; — 
That  he  would  please  to  alter  the  king's  course. 
And  break  the  aforesaid  peace.    Let  the  king 

know,  [nal 

(As  soon  he  shall  by  me,)  that  thus  the  cardi- 
Does  buy  and  sell  his  honour  as  he  pleases, 
And  for  his  own  advantage. 

Nor.   1  am  sorry 
To  hear  this  of  hira;  and  could  wish,  he  wert 
Something  mistaken  in't. 

Buck.  No,  not  a  syllable; 
I  do  pronounce  him  in  that  very  shape, 
He  shall  appear  in  proof. 

Enter  Br.\ndon;  a  Sergeant  at  Arms  before 
him,  and  two  or  three  of  the  guard. 

Bran.   Your  office,  sergeant;  execute  if. 

Scrg.   Sir, 
My  lord  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  and  earl 
Of  Hcrford,  Stafford,  and  Northampton,  I 
Arrest  thee  of  high  treason,  in  the  name 
Of  our  most  sovereign  king. 

Buck.  Lo  you,  my  lord, 
The  net  has  fallen  upon  me  ;  I  shall  perish 
Under  device  and  practice.* 

Bran.   I  am  sorry 
To  see  you  ta'en  from  liberty,  to  look  on 
The  business  present ;   'Tis  his  highness'  plea- 
You  shall  to  the  Tower.  [sure 

Buck.   It  will  help  me  nothing. 
To  plead  mine  innocence ;  for  that  die  is  on  me^. 
Which  makes  my  whitest  part  black.  The  will 

of heaven 
Be  done  in  this  and  all  things  ! — I  obey. — 

0  my  lord  Aberg'any,  fare  you  well. 

Bran.    Nay,  he  must  bear  you  company: — 
The  king  [To  Abergavenny. 

Is  pleas'd  you  shall  to  the  Tower,  till  you  know 
How  he  determines  further. 

Aber.    As  tlie  duke  said, 
The  will  of  heaven  be  done,   and  the  king's 

pleasure 
By  me  obey'd. 

Bran.   Here  is  a  warrant  from 
The  king  to  attach  lord  Montacutc ;  and  the 

bodies 
Of  the  dukes  confessor,  John  de  la  Court, 
One  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor, — 

Buck.   So,  so ; 
These  are  the  limbs  of  the  plot :   no  more  1 
hope. 
Bran.    A  monk  o'  the  Chartreux. 
Buck.    O,  Nicholas  Hopkins? 
Bran.    He. 

Buck.    My  surveyor  is  false:  the  o'er  gre^ 

cardinal  [ready ; 

Hath  show'd  him  gold :  my  life  is  spann'df  al- 

1  am  the  shadow  of  poor  Buckingham ; 
Whose  figure  even  this  instant  clouds  put  on. 
By  dark'ning  my  clear  sun. — My  lord,  fare- 
well. lExeunt 

*nnrair  stratagems.  f.Mcanired. 
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SCENE  II.— Tilt  Council  Chamber. 

Cornets.  Enter KingH^jmy,  CardinalWoi,sEY, 
the  Lordsofthe  Council,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell, 
Officers,  and  Attendants.  The  King  enters, 
leaning  on  the  Cardinal's  shoulder. 
K.  Hen.  My  life  itself,  and  the  best  heart 
of  it,  [level 

Thanks  you  for  this  great  care  :  I  stood  i'the 
Of  a  full-charg'd  confederacy,  and  give  thanks 
To  you  that  chok'd  it. — Let  be  call'd  before  us 
That  gentleman  of  Buckingham's  :  in  person 
I'll  hear  him  his  confessions  justify  ; 
And  point  by  point  the  treasons  of  his  master 
He  shall  again  relate. 

The  King  takes  his  state.*  The  Lords  of  the 
Council  take  their  several  places.  The  Cardi- 
nal places  himself  under  the  Kmc^s  feet  on 
his  right  side. 

A  noise  tvithin,  crying,  Room  for  the  Queen. 
Enter  the  Queen,  ushered  by  the  Dukes  of 
NoEFOLK  and  Suffolk  :  she  kneels.  The 
King  risethfrom  his  state,  takes  her  up,  kisses, 
and  places  her  by  him. 

Q.  Kath.  Nay,  we  must  longer  kneel ;  I  am 
a  suitor. 

K.  Hen.  Arise,  and  take  place  by  us  : — Half 
your  suit 
Never  name  to  us  ;  you  have  half  our  power  : 
The  other  moiety,  ere  you  ask,  is  given  ; 
Repeat  your  will,   and  take  it. 

Q.  Kath.   Thank  your  majesty. 
Thatyouwould  love  yourself;  and,  in  that  love. 
Not  unconsider'd  leave  your  honour,  nor 
The  dignity  of  your  office,  is  the  point 
Of  my  petition. 

K.  Hen.  Lady,  mine ! — proceed. 

Q.  Kath.   I  am  solicited,  not  by  a  few. 
And  those  of  trae  condition,  that  your  subjects 
Aie  in  great  grievance  :  there  hath  been  com- 
missions [heart 
Sent  down  among  them,  which  have  flaw'd  the 
Of  all  their  loyalties : — wherein,  although. 
My  good  lord  cardinal,  they  vent  reproaches 
Most  bitterly  on  you,  as  putter-on 
Of  these  exactions,  yet  the  king  our  master, 
(Whose  honour  heaven  shield  from  soil !)  even 

he  escapes  not 
Language  unmannerly,  yea,  such  which  breaks 
The  sides  of  loyalty,  and  almost  appears 
In  loud  rebellion. 

Nor.  Not  almost  appears. 
It  doth  appear :  for,  upon  these  taxations. 
The  clothiers  all,  not  able  to  maintain 
The  many  to  them  'longing,  have  put  off 
The  spinsters,  carders,  fullers,  weavers,  who, 
Unfit  for  other  life,  compell'd  by  hunger 
Andlackof  other  means,  in  desperate  manner 
During  the  event  to  the  teeth,  are  all  in  uproar. 
And  danger  serves  among  them. 

K.  Hen.   Taxation  !  [nal. 

Wherein  ?  and  what  taxation? — My  lord  cardi- 
You  that  are  blam'd  for  it  alike  with  us. 
Know  you  of  this  taxation  ? 

IVol.   Please  you,  Sir, 
I  know  but  of  a  single  part,  in  aught 
Pertains  to  the  state  ;  and  front  but  in  that  filet 
Where  others  tell  steps  with  me. 

Q.  Kalh.  No,  my  lord, 

You  know  no  more  than  others:  but  you  frame 

Things,  that  are  known  alike  ;  which  are  not 

wholesome  [must 

To  those  which  would  not  know  them,  and  yet 

*  Chair.    1 1  am  only  one  among  the  other  counsellors . 


lAct  I. 

Perforce  be  their  acquaintance.   These  exac- 
tions, [are 
Whereof  my  sovereign  would  have  note,  they 
Most  pestilent  to  the  hearing ;  and,  to  bear  them. 
The  back  is  sacrifice  to  the  load.     They  say. 
They  are  devis'd  by  you ;  or  else  you  suffer 
Too  hard  an  exclamation. 
K.  Hen.  Still  exaction  ! 
The  nature  of  it  ?  In  what  kind,  let's  know 
Is  this  ex.iction  ? 

Q.  Kath.  I  am  much  too  venturous 
In  tepipting  of  your  patience;  but  am  bolden'd 
Under  your  promis'd  pardon.     The   subjects 

grief 
Comes  through   commissions,  which   compel 

from  each 
The  sixth  part  of  his  substance,  to  be  levied 
Without  delay  ;  and  the  pretence  for  this 
Is  nam'd,  ^our  wars  in  France  ;  This  malies 
bold  mouths :  [freeze 

Tongues  spit  their  duties  out,  and  cold  hearts 
Allegiance  in  them  ;  their  curses  now, 
Live  where  their  prayers  did  ;  and  it's  come 

to  pass. 
That  tractable  obedience  is  a  slave 
To  each  incensed  will.  I  would,  your  highness 
Would  give  it  quick  consideration,  for 
There  is  no  primer  business. 

K.  Hen.  By  my  life. 
This  is  against  our  pleasure- 

Wol.   And  for  me, 
I  have  no  farther  gone  in  this,  than  by 
A  single  voice  ;  and  that  not  pass'd  me,  but 
By  learned  approbation  of  the  judges. 
If  I  am  traduc'd  by  tongues,  which  neither 
My  faculties,   nor  person,  yet  will  be     [know 
The  chronicles  of  my  doing, — let  me  say, 
'Tis  but  the  fate  of  place,  and  the  rough  brake* 
That  virtue  must  go  through.  We  must  not 
Our  necessary  actions,  in  the  fear  [stintt 

To  copet  malicious  censurers  ;  which  ever, 
As  ravenous  fishes,  do  a  vessel  follow 
That  is  new  trimm'd  ;    but  benefit  no  further 
Than  vainly  longing.     W^hat  we  oft  do  best, 
By  sick  interpreters,  once§  weak  ones,  is 
Not  ours,  or  not  allow'd  ;||  what  worst,  as  oft, 
Hitting  a  grosser  quality,  is  cried  up 
For  our  best  act.     If  we  shall  stand  still, 
In  fear  our  motion  will  be  mock'd  or  carp'd  at. 
We  should  take  root  here  where  we  sit,  or  sit 
State  statues  only. 

K.  Hen.  Things  done  well. 
And  with  a  care,  exempt  themselves  from  fear ; 
Things  done  without  example,  in  their  issue 
Arc  to  be  fear'd.     Have  you  a  precedent 
Of  this  commission  ?   I  believe,  not  any. 
We  must  not  rend  our  subjects  from  our  laws. 
And  stick  them  in  our  will.  Sixth  part  of  each? 
A  trembling  contribution  !  Why,  we  take. 
From  every  tree,   lop,   bark,   and  part  o  the 
timber ;  [hack'd. 

And,  though  we  leave  it  with  a  root,  thus 
The  air  will  drink  the  sap.  To  every  county. 
Where  this  is  question'd,  send  our  letters,  with 
Free  pardon  to  each  man  that  has  denied. 
The  force  of  this  commission:  Pray,  lookto't ; 
I  put  it  to  your  care. 
IVol.  A  word  with  you. 

[To  the  Secretarv. 
Let  there  be  letters  writ  to  every  shire. 
Of  the  king's  grace  and  pardon.    The  griev'd 

commons 
Hardly  conceive  of  me  ;  let  it  be  nois'd. 
That,  through  our  intercession,  thisrevokeme^.t 


»  Thicket  of  thorns. 
§.  Sometime. 


t  Retard.      %  Encor. 
II  Approved. 
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Scene  77.] 

And  pardon  comes  :  I  shall  anon  advise  you 
Further  in  the  proceeding.  lExit  Secretary. 

Enter  Surveyor. 

Q.  Kath.  lam  sorry,  that  the  duke  of  Buck- 
Is  run  in  your  displeasure.  [ingham 

K.  Hen.  It  grieves  many :  [speaker, 

The  gentleman  is  learn'd,  and  a  most  rare 
To  nature  none  more  bound;  his  training  such, 
That  he  may  furnish  and  instruct  great  teach- 
And  never  seek  for  aid  out*  of  himself,  [ers, 
Yet  see. 

When  these  so  noble  benefits  shall  prove 
Not  well   dispos'd,   the  mind   growing  once 
corrupt,  [I'gly 

They  turn  to  vicious  forms,   ten  times  more 
Than  ever  they  were  fair.     This  man  so  com- 
plete, [we, 
Who  was  enroU'd  'mongst  wonders,  and  when 
Almost  with  ravish'd  list'ning,  could  not  find 
His  hour  of  speech,  a  minute  ;  he,  my  lady. 
Hath  into  monstrous  habits  put  the  graces 
That  once  were  his,  and  is  become  as  black 
As  if  besmear'd  in  hell.     Sit  by  us  ;  you  shall 

hear 
(This  was  his  gentleman  in  trust,)  of  him 
Things  to  strike  honour  sad. — Bid  him  recount 
The  fore-i-ecited  practices  ;  whereof 
We  cannot  feel  too  little,  hear  too  much. 

Wol.   Stand  forth  ;  and  with  bold  spirit  re- 
late what  you. 
Most  like  a  careful  subject,  have  collected 
Out  of  the  Duke  of  Buckingham. 

K.  Hen.  Speak  freely. 

Surv.  First,  it  was  usual  with  him,  everyday 
It  would  infect  his  speech.  That  if  the  king 
Should  without  issue  die,  he'd  carryt  it  so 
To  make  the  sceptre  his :  These  very  words 
I  have  heard  him  utter  to  his  son-in-law, 
LordAberga'nny;  to  whom  by  oath  he  menac'd 
Revenge  upon  the  cardinal. 

Wol.  Please  your  highness,  note 
This  dangerous  conception  in  this  point. 
Not  friended  by  his  wish,  to  your  high  person 
His  will  is  most  majignant ;   and  it  stretches 
Beyond  you,  to  your  friends. 

Q.  Kath.  My  learn'd  lord  cardinal, 
Deliver  all  with  charity. 

K.  Hen.   Speak  on : 
How  grounded  he  his  title  to  the  crown, 
Upon  our  fail ;  to  this  point  hast  thou  heard 
At  any  time  speak  aught  ?  [him 

Surv.  He  was  brought  to  this 
By  a  vain  prophecy  of  Nicholas  Hopkins. 

K.  Hen.   What  was  that  Hopkins  ? 

Surv.   Sir,  a  Chartreux  friar, 
His  confessor  ;  who  fed  him  every  minute 
With  words  of  sovereignty. 

K.  Hen.  How  know'st  thou  this  ? 

Surv.  Not  long  before  your  highness  sped 
to  France, 
The  duke  being  at  the  Rose,t  within  the  parish 
Saint  Lawrence  Foultney,  did  of  me  demand 
What  was  the  speech  amongst  the  Londoners 
Concerning  the  French  journey :  I  replied. 
Men  fear'd,  the  French  would  prove  perfidious. 
To  the  king's  danger.     Presently  the  duke 
Said,  'Twas  the   fear,  indeed;  and  that  he 

doubted 
'Twould  prove  the  verity  of  certain  words 
Spoke  by  a  holy  monk  ;   That  oft,  says  he, 
Hath  sent  to  me,  wishing  me  to  permit 
John  de  la  Court,  my  chaplain,  a  choice  hour 
To  hear  from  him  a  matter  of  some  moment : 
Whom  after  under  the  confession's  seal 

-  Beyond.  {  Conduct,  manage. 

t  Now  Merchant  Taylor's  School. 
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He  solemnly  had  sworn,  that,  what  he  spoke, 
My  chaplain  to  no  creature  living,  but 
To  me,  should  utter,  toith  demure  confidence 
This  pausinglyensu'd, — Neither  the  king,  nor 

his  heirs, 
(  Tell  you  the  duke  )  shall  prosper :  bid  him  strive 
To  gain  the  love  of  the  commonality ;  the  duke 
Shall  govern  England. 

Q.  Kath.  If  I  know  you  well, 
You  were  the  duke's  sui-veyor,  and  lost  your 
office  [heed. 

On  the  complaint  o'  the  tenants  :  Take  good 
You  charge  not  in  your  spleen  a  noble  person, 
And  spoil  your  nobler  soul!  I  say,  take  heed  ; 
Yes,  heartily  beseech  you. 

K.  Hen.   Let  him  on  : — 
Go  forward. 

Surv.  On  my  soul,  I'll  speak  but  truth. 
I  told  my  lord  the  duke,  By  the  devil's  illusions 
The  monk  might  be  deceiv'd  ;  and  that, 'twas 

dang'rous  for  him. 
To  ruminate  on  this  so  far,  until  [liev'd, 

It  forg'd  him  some  design,   which,   being  be- 
lt was  much  like  to  do  :   He  answer'd,  Tush  ! 
It  can  do  me  no  damage  :  adding  further, 
That,  had  the  king  in  his  last  sickness  fail'd, 
The  cardinal's  and  Sir  Thomas  Lovell's  heads 
Should  have  gone  off". 

K.  Hen.  Ha !  what,  so  rank  ?  Ah,  ha ! 

There's  mischief  in  this  man : Canst  thou 

say  further  ? 

Surv.   I  can,  my  liege. 

K.  Hen.  Proceed. 

Surv.  Being  at  Greenwich, 
After  your  highness  had  repiov'd  the  duke 
About  Sir  William  Blomer, — 

K.  Hen.  I  remember, 
Of  such  a  time  : — Being  my  servant  sworn. 

The  duke  rctain'd  him  his. But  on ;  What 

hence  ? 

Surv.   If,  quoth  he,  I  for  this  had  been  com- 
mitted. 
As  to  the  Tower,  I  thought, -Iivould  have  played 
The  part  my  father  meant  to  act  upon 
The  usurper  Richard :  who,  being  at  Salisbury, 
Made  suit  to  come  in  his  presence ;  which  if 

granted. 
As  he  made  semblance  of  his  duty,  would 
Have  put  his  knife  into  him. 

K.  Hen.  A  giant  traitor ! 

Wol.   Now,  madam,  may  his  highness  live 
in  freedom, 
And  this  man  out  of  prison  ? 

Q.  Kath.   God  mend  all ! 

K.  Hen.  There's  something  more  would  out 
of  thee  ;  What  say'st? 

Surv.  After — the  duke  his  father, — with  the 
knife, —  [dagger. 

He  stretch'd  him,  and,  with  one  hand  on  his 
Another  spread  on  his  breast,  mounting  his 
eyes,  [tenour 

He  did  discharge  a  horrible  oath ;    whose 
Was, — Were  he  evil  us'd,  he  would  outgo 
His  father,  by  as  much  as  a  performance 
Does  an  irresolute  purpose. 

K  Hen.   Tliere's  his  period, 
To  sheath  his  knife  in  us.     He  is  attach'd  ; 
Call  him  to  present  trial :  if  he  may 
Find  mercy  in  the  law,  'tis  his ;  if  none, 
Let  him  not  seek't  of  us :  By  day  and  night, 
He's  traitor  to  the  height.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  the  LortZ  Chamberlain,  and  Lord  Sands. 
I     Cham.  Is  it  possible,  the  spells  of  France 
should  juggle. 
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Men  into  sucli  strange  mysteries  1 

Sands.  New  customs, 
Though  they  be  never  so  ridiculous, 
Nay,  let  them  be  unmanly,  yet  are  follow'd. 
Cham.  As  far  as  I  see,  all  the  good  our 
English 
Have  got  by  the  late  yoyage,  is  but  merely 
A  fit*  or  two  o'the  face  ;  but  they  are  shrewd 

ones ; 
For  when  they  hold  them,  you  would  swear 

directly. 
Their  very  noses  had  been  counsellors 
To  Pepin,  or  Clotharius,  they  keep  state  so. 
Sands.  They  have  all  new  legs,  and  lame 
ones  ;  one  would  take  it. 
That  never  saw  them  pace  before,  the  spavin, 
A  springhalt!  reign'd  among  them. 

Cham.  Death  !  my  lord, 
Their  clothes  are  after  such  a  pagan  cut  too. 
That,  sure,  they  have  worn  out  Christendom. 

How  now  ? 
What  news.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell  '> 

Enter  Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 
Lov.  'Faith  my  lord, 
I  hear  of  none  but  the  new  proclamation 
That's  clapp'd  upon  the  court-gate. 
Cham.  What  is't  for  ? 

Love.  The  reformation  of  our  travell'd  gal- 
lants, [tailors. 
That  fill  the  court  with  quarrels,  talk,    and 
Cham.  I  am  glad,  'tis  there  ;   now  I  would 
pray  our  monsieurs 
To  think  an  English  courtier  may  be  wise, 
And  never  see  the  Louvre. t 

Love.  They  must  either  [nants 

(For  so  run  the  conditions)  leave  these  rem- 
Of  fool,  and  feather,  that  they  got  in  France, 
With  all  their  honourable  points  of  ignorance. 
Pertaining  thereunto,  (as fights, and  fireworks; 
Abusing  better  men  than  they  can  be, 
Out  of  a  foreign  wisdom,)  renouncing  clean 
The  faith  they  have  in  tennis,  and  tall  stock- 
ings, [travel, 
Short  blister'd  breeches,  and  those  types  of 
And  understand  again  like  honest  men ; 
Or  pack  to  their  old  playfellows  :  there  I  take 
They  may,  cum privilegio ,^  wear  away       [it 
The  lag  end  of  their  lewdness,  and  be  laugh'd 
at. 
Sand-i.    'Tis  time  to  give  them  physic,  their 
Are  grown  so  catching.                        [diseases 

Cham.    What  a  loss  our  ladies 
Will  have  of  these  trim  vanities  ! 

Love.  Ay,  marry,  [whoresons 

There    will  be    woe    indeed,    lords ;    the  sly 
Have  got  a  speeding  trick  to  lay  down  ladies ; 
A  French  song,  and  a  fiddle,  has  no  fellow. 
Sands.   The   devil   fiddle  them !  I  am  glad 
they're  going ; 
(For,  sure,  there's  no  converting  of  them  )  now 
An  honest  country  lord,  as  I  am,  beaten 
Along  time  out  of  play,   may  bring  his  plain 

song. 
And  have  an  hour  of  hearing;  and,  by'r-lady, 
Held  current  music  too. 

Cham.  Well,  said,  lord  Sands ; 
Your  colt's  tooth  is  not  cast  yet. 

Sands.  No,  my  lord  ; 
Nor  shall  not,  while  I  have  a  stump. 

Cham.  Sir  Thomas, 
Whither  were  you  a-going  ? 
Love.  To  the  cardinal's  ; 
Your  lordship  is  a  guest  too. 


*  Grimace. 

%  A  palice  at  Paris. 


t  Disease  incident  to  horses. 
§  WithanthoriTy. 


lAcl  T, 

Cham.   O,  'tis  true : 
This  night  he  makes  a  supper,  and  a  great  one. 
To  many  lords  and  ladies  ;  there  will  be 
The  beauty  of  this  kingdom,  Fll  assure  you. 

Lov.  That  churchman  bears  a  bounteous 
mind  indeed, 
A  hand  as  fruitful  as  the  land  that  feeds  us : 
His  dews  fall  every  where. 

Cham.  No  doubt,  he's  noble ; 
He  had  a  black  mouth,  that  said  other  of  him. 

Sands.   He  may,  my   lord,  he  has  where- 
withal ;    in  him,  [trine  : 
Sparing  would  show  a  worse  sin  than  ill  doc- 
Men  of  his  ways  should  be  most  liberal, 
They  are  set  here  for  examples. 

Cham.  True,  they  are  so ;  [stays;* 

But   few  now  give  so  great  ones.     My  barge 
Your  lordship  shall  along :— Come,  good  Sir 

Thomas, 
We  shall  be  late  else :  which  I  would  not  be, 
For  I  was  spoke  to,  with  Sir  Henry  Guildford, 
This  night  to  be  comptrollers. 

Sands.  I  am  your  lordship's.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  Presence-Chamber  in  York- 
Place. 

Hautboys.  A  small  table  under  a  state  for  the 
Cardinal,  a  longer  table  for  the  guests.  En- 
ter at  one  door  Anne  Bullen,  and  diver-t 
Lords,  Ladies,  and  Gentlewomen,  as  guests; 
at  another  door,  eji/er  Sir  Henry  Guildford. 

Guild.  Ladies,  a  general  welcome  from  his 
grace 
Salutes  ye  all:  This  night  he  dedicates 
To  fair  content,  and  you :  none  here,  he  hopes. 
In  all  this  noble  bevy,t  has  brought  with  her 
One  care  abroad  ;  he  would  have  all  as  merry 
As  first-good  company,  good  wine,  good  wel- 
come 

Can  make  good  people. 0,  my  lord,  you 

are  tardy  ; 

Enter  Lord  Chamberlain,  Lord  Sands,  ami 
Sir  Thomas  Lovell. 

The  very  thought  of  this  fair  company 
Clapp'd  wings  to  me. 

Cham.  You  are  young,  Sir  Harry  Guildford. 

Sands.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  had  the  cardinal 
But  half  my  lay -thoughts  in  him,  some  of  these 
Should  find  a  running  banquet  ere  they  rested, 
I  think,  would  better  please  them :  By  my  life. 
They  are  a  sweet  society  of  fair  ones. 

Love.  O,  that  your  lordship  were  but  now 
To  one  or  two  of  these  !  [confessor 

Sands.  I  would,  I  were  ; 
They  should  find  easy  penance. 

Love.    'Faith,  how  easy  ? 

Sands.  As  easy  as  a  down-bed  would  afibrd 
it. 

Cham.  Sweet  ladies,  will  it  please  you  sit  ? 
Sir  Harry,  [this  : 

Place  you  that  side,  Fll  take  the  charge  of 
His  grace  is  ent'ring. — Nay,  you  must  not 
freeze ;  [ther : 

Two  women  plac'd  together  makes  cold  wea- 
My  lord  Sands,  you  are  one  will  keep  them 
Pray,  sit  between  these  ladies.  [waking  ; 

Sands.  By  my  faith. 
And   thank  your   lordship. — By  your  leave, 
sweet  ladies : 

[Seats  himself  between  Anne  Bulle.v  and 
another  Lady. 

*  The  speaker   is  at  Bridewell,   aud  the  Cardinal's 
licuse  was  at  ^VTiilehall.  t  Company. 
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Scene  /F.] 

If  I  chance  to  talk  a  little  wild,  forgive  me ; 
I  had  it  from  my  father. 

Anne.   Was  he  mad,  Sir  ? 

Sands.  O,  very  mad,  exceeding  mad,  in  love 
too  : 
But  he  would  bite  none ;  just  as  I  do  now, 
He  would  kiss  you  twenty  with  a  breath. 

[^Kisses  her. 

Cham.  Well  said,  my  lord. — 
So,  now  you  are  fairly  seated  : — Gentlemen, 
The  penance  lies  on  you,  if  these  fair  ladies 
Pass  away  frowning. 

Sands.   For  my  little  cure. 
Let  me  alone. 

Hautboys. — Enter  Cardinal  Wolsey,  attended; 
and  takes  his  state.  * 
Wol.  You  are   welcome,   my    fair   guests  ; 
that  noble  lady, 
Or  gentleman,  that  is  not  freely  merry, 
Is  not  my  friend :  This,  to  confirm   my  wel- 
come ; 
And  to  you  all  good  health.  [  Drinks. 

Sands.  Your  grace  is  noble  ; — 
Let  me  have  such  a  bowl  may  hold  my  thanks, 
And  save  me  so  much  talking. 

Wol.   My  lord  Sands, 
I  am  beholden  to  you :  cheer  your  neighbours. - 
Ladies,  you  are  not  merry  ; — Gentlemen, 
Whose  fault  is  this  ? 

Sands.   The  red  wine  must  first  rise 
In  their  fair  cheeks,  my  lord  ;  then  we  shall 

have  them 
Talk  us  to  silence. 

Anne.   You  are  a  merry  gamester, 
My  lord  Sands. 

Sands.  Yes,   if  I  make  my  play.t 
Here's  to  your  ladyship;  and  pledge  it,  madam, 
For  'tis  to  such  a  thing, — 
Anne.  You  cannot  show  me. 
Sands.  I  told  your  grace,   they  would  talk 
anon. 
[_Drum  and  trumpets  within :    ChambersX 
discharg'd. 
Wol.  What's  that  ? 
Cham.  Look  out  there,  some  of  you. 

\_Exita  Servant. 
Wol.  What  warlike  voice  ? 
And  to  what  end  is  this  ? — Nay,  ladies,  fear  not ; 
By  all  the  laws  of  war  you  are  privileged. 

Re-enter  Servant. 

Cham.  How  now  ?   what  is't? 
Serv.  A  noble  troop  of  strangers ; 
For  so  they  seem  :  they  have  left  their  barge, 

and  landed ; 
And  hither  make,  as  great  ambassadors 
From  foreign  princes. 

Wol.  Good  lord  chamberlain, 
Go,  give  them  welcome,  you  can  speak  the 
French  tongue ;  [them. 

And,  pray,  receive  them  nobly,    and  conduct 
Into  yourpi'esence,  where  this  heaven  of  beauty 
Shall  shine  at  full  upon  them  : — Some  attend 
him. 
[jB.tj7  Chamberlain,  attended.  All  arise, 
and  Tables  removed. 
You  have  now  a  broken  banquet ;  but  we'll 
mend  it. 
-  A  good  digestion  to  you  all:  and,  once  more, 
I  shower  a  welcome  on  you  ; — Welcome  all. 

Hautlwys. — Enter  the  King,  and  twelve  others, 
as  Maskers,  habited  like  Shepherds,  ivith  six- 
ieen  Torch-bearers;  usheredby  the  Lord  Chahi- 
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BERLAiN.     Tliey  pass  directly  before  the  Car- 
dinal, and  gracefully  salute  him. 
A  noble  company  !  what  are  their  pleasures  ? 
Cham.  Because  they  speak  no  English,  thug 
they  pray'd  [fame 

To  tell  your  grace ; — That,  having  heard  by 
Of  this  so  noble  and  so  fair  assembly 
This  niglit  to  meet  here,  they  could  do  no  less. 
Out  of  tlie  great  respect  they  bear  to  beauty, 
But  leave  'their  flocks  ;   and,  under  your  fair 

conduct. 
Crave  leave  to  view  these  ladies,  and  entreat 
An  hour  of  I'evels  with  them. 

Wol.  Say,  lord  chamberlain, 
They  have  done  my  poor  house  grace ;  for 

which  I  pay  them 
A  thousand  thanks,  and  pray  them  take  their 
pleasures. 

\_Ladies  chosen  for  the  dance.    The  King 
chooses  Anne  Bullen. 
K.   Hen.   The  fairest  hand  I  ever  touch'd  ! 
O,  beauty. 
Till  now  I  never  knew  thee.    [_Music.   Dance. 

Wol.    My  lord, 

Cham.  Your  grace  ? 

IVol.  Pray,  tell  them  thus  much  from  me : 
There  should  be  one  amongst  them,  by  his 

person. 
More  worthy  this  place  than  myself;  to  whom, 
If  I  but  knew  him,  with  my  love  and  duty 
I  would  surrender  it. 
Cham.  I  will,  my  lord. 

[Cham,  goes  to  the  company,  and  returns. 
Wol.  What  say  they  ? 
Cham.   Such  a  one,  they  all  confess. 
There  is,  indeed  ;  which  they  would  have  youv 

grace 
Find  out,  and  he  will  take  it.* 
Wol.  Let  me  see  then. — 

\_Comesfrom  his  state. 
By  all  your   good   leaves  gentlemen ; — Here 

I'll  make 
My  royal  choice. 

K.  Hen.  You  have  found  him,  cardinal : 

[  Unmasking. 
You  hold  a  fair  assembly  ;  you  do  well,  lord  : 
You  are  a  churchman,  or,  I'll  tell  you,  cardi- 
I  should  judge  now  unhappily. t  [nal, 

Wol.   I  am  glad. 
Your  grace  is  grown  so  pleasant. 
K.  Hen.   My  lord  chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee,  come  hither  :  What  fair  lady's  that  ? 
Cham.  An't  please  your  grace,  Sir  Thomas 
BuUen's  daughter. 
The  viscount  Rochford,   one  of  her  highness' 
women. 
K.  Hen.  By  heaven,  she  is  a  dainty  one.— 
Sweet-heart, 
I  were  unmannerly,  to  take  you  out. 
And  not  to  kiss  you. — A  health,  gentlemen, 
Let  it  go  round. 

Wol.  Sir  Thomas   Lovell,  is  the  banquet 
I'the  privy  chamber  ?  [ready 

Love.  Yes,  my  lord. 
JFol.   Your  grace, 
I  fear,  with  dancing  is  a  little  heated. 
K.  Hen.  I  fear,  too  much. 
irol.  There's  fresher  air,  my  lord, 
In  the  next  chamber. 

K.  Hen.   Lead  in  your  ladies,  every  one.— 
Sweet  partner, 
I  must  not  yet  forsake  you : — Let's  be  mer- 
ry ;— 
Good  my  lord  cardinal,  I  have  half  a  dozea 
healths 
"  The  chief  place'r  t  Mischievoiisly! 
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To  drink  to  these  fair  ladies,  and  a  measure* 
To  lead  them  once  again ;  and  then  let's  dream 
Who's  best  in  favour.— Let  the  music  knock  it. 

[^Exeunt  with  trumpets. 

A€T  II. 

SCENE  I.  A  Street. 

Enter  a  Gentleman,  meeting. 

1  Gent.  Whither  away  so  fast  ? 

2  Gent.  O,— God  save  you  ! 
Even  to  the  hall  to  hear  what  shall  become 
Of  the  duke  of  Buckingham. 

1  Gent.  I'll  save  you 
That  labour,  Sir.     All's  now  done,  but  the 

ceremony 
Of  bringing  back  the  prisoner. 

2  Gent.  Were  you  there  ? 

1  Gejit.  Yes,  indeed,  was  I. 

2  Gent.  Pray,  speak,  what  has  happen'd  ? 

1  Gent.  You  may  guess  quicldy  what. 

2  Gent.  Is  he  foimd  guilty  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,   truly  is  he,  and  condemn'd 

upon  it. 

2  Gent.  I  am  sorry  for't. 

1  Gent.  So  are  a  number  more. 

2  Gent.  But,  pray,  how  pass'd  it? 

1  Gent.  I'll  tell  you  in  a  little.     The  great 

duke 
Came  to  the  bar  ;  where,  to  his  accusations. 
He  pleaded  still,  not  guilty,  and  alleg'd 
Many  sharp  reasons  to  defeat  the  law. 
The  king's  attorney,  on  the  contrary, 
Urg'don  the  examinations,  proofs,  confessions. 
Of  divers  witnesses;  which  the  duke  desir'd 
To  him  brought,  viva  voce,  to  his  face  ; 
At  which  appear'd  against  him,  his  surveyor  ; 
Sir  Gilbert  Peck,  his  chancellor;   and  John 

Court, 
Confessor  to  him ;  with  that  devil-monk, 
Hopkins  that  made  this  mischief. 

2  Gent.  That  was  he. 
That  fed  him  with  his  prophecies. 

1  Gent.  The  same. 
All  thes  accus'd  him  strongly  ;  which  he  fain 
Would  have  flung  from  him,  but,  indeed,  he 

could  not : 
And  so  his  peers,  upon  this  evidence, 
Have  found  him  guilty  of  high  treason.    Much 
He  spoke,  and  learnedly,  for  life:  but  all 
Was  either  pitied  in  him,  or  forgotten. 

2  Gent.  After  all  this,  how  did  he  bear  him- 

self? 

1  Gent.  When  he  was  brought  again  to  the 

bar, — to  hear  [stirr'd 

His  knell  wrung  out,  his  judgment, — he  was 
With  such  an  agony,  he  sweat  extremely, 
And  something  spoke  in  choler,  ill,  and  hasty  : 
But  he  fell  to  himself  again,  and,  sweetly. 
In  all  the  rest  sliow'd  a  most  noble  patience. 

2  Gent.  I  do  not  think,  he  fears  death. 

1  Gent.  Sure,  he  does  not, 
He  never  was  so  womanish  ;  the  cause 
He  may  a  little  grieve  at. 

2  Gent.  Certainly, 
The  cardinal  is  the  end  of  this. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  likely, 
By  all  conjectures  ;  First,  Kildare's  attainder, 
Then  deputy  of  Ireland ;  who  remov'd, 
Earl  Surrey  was  sent  thither,  and  in  haste  too, 
Lest  he  should  help  liis  father. 

2  Gent.  That  trick  of  state 
Was  a  deep  envious  one. 

1  Gent.  At  his  return, 
No  doubt  he  will  retjuite  it.     This  is  noted, 

*  Dance. 
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And  generally  ;  whoever  the  king  favours, 
The  cardinal  instantly  will  find  employment, 
And  far  enough  from  court  too. 

2  Ge7it.  All  the  commons 
Hate  him  perniciously,  and,  o'  my  conscience, 
^Vish  him  ten  fathom  deep  :  this  duke  as  much 
They  love  and  dote  on ;  call  him,  bounteous 

Buckingham, 
The  mirror  of  all  courtesy  ; — 

1  Gent.  Stay  there,  Sir, 
And  see  the  noble  ruin'd  man  you  speak  of. 
Elder  Buckingham,  frojn  his  arraignment: 

Tipstaves  before  him,  the  axe  with  the  edge 
toicards  him;  halberts  on  each  side  ;  withhim, 
Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  Sir  Nicholas  Vacx, 
Sir  William  Sands,  and  common  people. 

2  Gent.  Let's  stand  close,  and  behold  him. 
Buck.  All  good  people, 

You  that  thus  far  have  come  to  pity  me,    [me. 
Hear  what  I  say,  and  then  go  home  and  lose 
I  have  this  day  receiv'd  a  traitor's  judgment, 
And  by  that  name  must  die ;  Yet,  heaven  bear 

witness. 
And  if  I  have  a  conscience,  let  it  sink  me, 
Even  as  the  axe  falls,  if  I  be  not  faithful ! 
The  law  I  bear  no  malice  for  my  death, 
It  has  done,  upon  the  premises,  but  justice  : 
But  those,  that  sought  it,  I  could  wish  more 

Christians : 
Be  what  they  will,  I  heartily  forgive  them  : 
Yet  let  them  look  they  glory  not  in  mischief. 
Nor  build  their  evils  on  the  graves  of  great 

men ;  [them. 

For  then  my  guiltless  blood  must  cry  against 
For  further  life  in  this  world  I  ne'er  hope. 
Nor  will  I  sue,  although  the  king  have  mercies 
More  than  I  dare  make  faults.     You  few  that 

lov'd  me. 
And  dare  be  bold  to  weep  for  Buckingham, 
His  noble  friends,  and  fellows,  whom  to  leave 
Is  only  bitter  to  him,  only  dying, 
Go  with  me,  like  good  angels,  to  my  end ; 
And,  as  the  long  divorce  of  steel  falls  on  me, 
Make  of  your  prayers  one  sweet  sacrifice. 
And  lift  my  soul  to  heaven. — Lead  on,  o'God's 

name. 
Lov.  I  do  beseech  your  grace,  for  charity. 
If  ever  any  malice  in  your  heart  [ly. 

Were  hid  against  me,  now  to  forgive  me  frank- 
Buck.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  I  as  free  forgive 
As  I  would  be  forgiven  :  I  forgive  all ;      [you, 
Thei-e  cannot  be  those  numberless  offences 
'Gainst  me,  I  can't  take  peace  with  :  no  black 

envy  [grace ; 

Shall  make*  my  grave. — Commend  me  to  his 
And,   if  he  speak  of  Buckingham,  pray,  tell 

him,  [prayers 

You  met  him  half  in  heaven :  my  vows  and 
Yet  aretheking's ;  and,  till  my  soul  forsake  me. 
Shall  cry  for  blessings  on  him  :  May  he  live 
Longer  than  1  have  time  to  tell  his  years  ! 
Ever  belov'd,  and  loving,  may  his  rule  be  ! 
And,  when  old  time  shall  lead  him  to  his  end. 
Goodness  and  he  fill  up  one  monument ! 
Lov.  To  the  water  side  I  must  conduct  your 

grace ; 
Then  give  my  charge  up  to  Sir  Nicholas  Vaux, 
Who  undertakes  you  to  your  end. 

Faux.  Prepare  there. 
The  duke  is  coming  :  see,  the  barge  be  ready  ; 
And  fit  it  with  such  furniture,  as  suits 
The  greatness  of  his  person. 
Buck.  Nay,  Sir  Nicholas, 
Let  it  alone ;  my  state  now  will  but  mock  me. 
*  Close. 
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When  I  came  hither,  I  was  lord  high  constable, 
And  duke  of  Buckingham ;   now,   poor   Ed- 
ward Bohun : 
Yet  I  am  richer  than  my  base  accusers, 
That  never   knew  what  truth  meant:  I  now 

seal  it ; 
And  with  that  blood  will  make  them  one  day 

groan  for't. 
My  noble  father,  Henry  of  Buckingham, 
Whofirstrais'd  head  against  usurjiingRichard, 
Flying  for  succour  to  his  servant  Banister, 
Being  distress'd,  was  by  that  wretch  betray'd, 
And  without  trial  fell ;   God's  peace  be  with 

him  ! 
Henry  the  seventh  succeeding,  truly  pitying 
My  father's  loss,  like  a  most  royal  prince, 
Kestor'd  me  to  my  honours,  and,  out  of  ruins, 
Made  my  name  once  more  noble.  Now  his  son, 
Henry  the  eighth,  life,  honour,  name,  and  all 
That  made  me  happy,  atone  stroke  has  taken 
For  ever  from  the  world.     I  had  my  trial. 
And  must  needs  say,    a  noble   one ;    which 

makes  me 
A  little  happier  than  my  wretched  father  : 
Yet  thus  far  we  are  one  in  fortunes, — Both 
Fell  by  our  servants,   by  those  men  we  lov'd 

most; 
A  most  unnatural  and  faithless  service  !    [me, 
Heaven  has  an  end  in  all :  yet  you  that  hear 
This  from  a  dying  man  receive  as  certain  : 
Where   you   are   liberal  of  your  loves,    and 
counsels,  [friends, 

Be  sure,  you  be  not  loose  ;  for  those  you  make 
And  give  your  hearts  to,  when  they  once  per- 
ceive 
The  least  rub  in  your  fortunes,  fall  away 
Like  water  from  ye,  never  found  again 
But  where  they  mean  to  sink  ye.     All  good 
people,  [hour 

Pray  for  me  !  I  must  now  forsake  ye ;  the  last 
Of  my  long  weary  life  is  come  upen  me. 
Farewell :  [sad, 

And  when  you  would  say  something  that  is 
Speak  how  I  fell. — 1  have  done  ;  and  God  for- 
give me ! 

Exeunt  Buckingham  and  Train. 

1  Gent.  O,  this  is  full  of  pity  !— Sir,  it  calls, 
I  fear,  too  many  curses  on  their  heads, 
That  were  the  authors. 

2  Gent.  If  the  duke  be  guiltless, 

'Tis  full  of  woe :  yet  I  can  give  you  inkling 
Of  an  ensuing  evil,  if  it  fall. 
Greater  than  this. 

1  Gent.  Good  angels  keep  it  from  us  !  [Sir  ? 
Where  may  it  be?  You  do  not  doubt  my  faith, 

2  Gent.  This  secret  is  so  weighty,  'twill  re- 
A  strong  faith*  to  conceal  it.  [quire 

1  Gent.  Let  me  have  it ; 
I  do  not  talk  much. 

2  Gent.  I  am  confident ; 

You  shall,  Sir:  did  you  not  of  late  days  hear 
A  buzzing,  of  a  separation 
Between  the  king  and  Katharine  ? 

1  Gent.  Yes,  but  it  held  not : 

For  when  the  king  once  heard  it,  out  of  anger 
He  sent  command  to  the  lord  mayor,  straigjit 
To  stop  the  rumour,  and  allay  those  tongues 
That  durst  disperse  it. 

2  Geyit.  But  that  slander.  Sir, 

Is  found  a  truth  now  :  for  it  grows  again 
Fresher  than  e'er  it  was ;  and  held  for  certain, 
The  king  will  venture  at  it.     Either  the  car- 
dinal, 
Or  some  about  him  near,  have,  out  of  malice 
*  Great  fidelitv. 
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To  the  good  queen,    possess'd  him  with  a 

scruple 
That  will  undo  her  :  To  confirm  this  too, 
Cardinal  Campeius  is  arriv'd,  and  lately  ; 
As  all  think,  for  this  business. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  the  cardinal ; 

And  merely  to  revenge  him  on  the  emperor, 
For  not  bestowing  on  him,  at  his  asking, 
Thearchbislioprick  of  Toledo,  tliis  ispurpos'd. 

2  Gent.  I  think  you  have  hit  the  mark  :  But 

is't  not  cruel. 
That  she  should  feel  the  smart  of  this  ?  The 

cardinal 
Will  have  his  will,  and  she  must  fall. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  woful. 
We  are  too  open  here  to  argue  this  ; 
Let's  think  in  private  more.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — .471  Ante-chamber  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  reading  a  Letter. 

Cham.  My  lord. — The  horses  your  lordship 
sent  for.  with  all  the  care  I  had,  I  saw  well  cho- 
sen, ridden,  and  furnished.  They  were  young, 
and  handsome;  cmdofthe  best  breed  in  the  north. 
When  iheyicere  ready  to  set  out  for  London,  a 
man  of  my  lord  cardinal's,  by  cotmnission,  and 
tnainpower,  took  'em  from  me :  withthie reason, 
— His  master 'Would  be  served  before  asubject,  if 
not  before  the  king :  which  stopped  our  mouths. 
Sir. 

I  fear,   he  will,  indeed:  Well,  let  him  have 
He  will  have  all,  I  think.  [them. 

Enter  the  Dukes  o/Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
Nor.  Well  met,  my  good 
Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Good  day  to  both  your  graces. 
Suf  How  is  the  king  employ'd  ? 
Cham.  1  left  him  private, 
Full  of  sad  thoughts  and  troubles. 
Nor.  What's  the  cause  ? 
Cham.  It  seems,  the  marriage  with  his  bro- 
ther's wife 
Has  crept  too  near  his  conscience. 

Suf.  No,  his  conscience 
Has  crept  too  near  another  lady. 

Nor.  'Tis  so; 
This  is  the  cardinal's  doing,  the  king-cardinal : 
That  blind  priest,  like  the  eldest  son  of  for- 
tune, 
Turns  what  he  lists.     The  king  will  know  him 
one  day. 
Suf.  Pray  God,  he  do !    he'U  never  know 

himself  else. 
Nor.    How  holily  he  works  in  all  his  busi- 
ness ! 
And  with  what  zeal !  For  now  he  has  crack'd 

the  league 
Between  us  and  the  emperor,    the    queen's 

great  nephew, 
He    dives    into   (he    king's    soul,    and  there 

scatters 
Dangers,  doubts,  wringing  of  the  conscience, 
Fears,  and  despairs,  and  all  these  for  his  mar- 
riage : 
And,  out  of  all  these  to  restore  the  king, 
He  counsels  a  divorce  :  a  loss  of  her 
That,  like  a  jewel,  has  hung  twenty  years 
About  his  neck,  yet  never  lost  her  lustre ; 
Of  her  that  loves  him  with  that  excellence 
That  angels  love  good  men  with ;  even  of  her 
That,  when  the  greatest  stroke  of  fortune  falls, 
Will  bless  the  king:  and  is  not  this  course 
pious  f 
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Cham.  Heaven  keep  me  from  such  counsel ! 
'tis  most  true, 
These  news  are  every  where ;  every   tongue 

speaks  them, 
And  every  true  heart  weeps  for't :  All,  that 

dare 
Look  into  these  affairs,  see  this  main  end, — 
The  French  king's  sister.  Heaven  will  one  day 

open 
The  king's  eyes,  that  so  long  have  slept  upon 
This  bold  bad  man. 

Svf.   And  free  us  from  his  slavery. 

Nor.  We  had  need  pray, 
And  heartily,  for  our  deliverance  ; 
Or  this  imperious  man  will  work  us  all 
From  princes  into  pages  :  all  men's  honours 
Lie  in  one  lump  before  him,  to  be  fashion'd 
Into  what  pitch*  he  please. 

Sitf.  For  me,  my  lords, 
I  love  him  not,  nor  fear  him  ;  there's  my  creed  : 
As  I  am  made  without  him,  so  I'll  stand. 
If  the  king  please  ;  his  curses  and  his  blessings 

[in. 
Touch  mc  alike,  they  are  breath  I  not  believe 
I  knew  him,  and  I  know  him  ;  so  I  leave  him 
To  him,  that  made  him  proud,  the  pope. 

Nor.  Let's  in  ; 
And,  with  some  other  business,  put  the  king 
From  these  sad  thoughts,  that  work  too  much 

upon  him  : — 
My  lord,  you'll  bear  us  com.pany  ? 

Cham.  Excuse  me ; 
The  king  hath  sent  me  other-where  :  besides. 
You'll  find  a  most  unfit  time  to  disturb  him  : 
Health  to  your  lordships. 

Nor.  Thanks,  my  good  lord  chamberlain. 
[^Exit  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Norfolk  opens  a  folding-door.     The  King  is 
discovered  silting,  and  reading  pensively. 

Suf.   How  sad  he  looks  !    sure,    he  is  much 

afflicted. 
K.  Hen.  Who  is  there  ?  ha  ? 
Nor.   'Pray  God,  he  be  not  angry. 
K.  Hen.  Who's  there,  I  say  ?  How  dare  you 
thrust  yourselves 
Into  my  private  meditations  ? 
Who  am  I?  ha? 

Nor.  A  gracious  king,  that  pardons  all  offen- 
ces 
Malice  ne'er  meant :  our  breach  of  duty,  this 

way, 
Is  business  of  estate;  in  which,  we  come 
To  know  your  royal  pleasure. 
K.  Hen.  You  are  too  bold  ; 
Go  to  ;  I'll  make  ye  know  your  times  of  busi- 
ness : 
Is  this  an  hour  for  temporal  affairs  ?  ha  ? — 

Enter  Wolsev  and  Cahipeius. 
Who's  there  ?  my  good  lord  cardinal  ? — O  my 

Wolsey, 
The  quiet  of  my  wounded  conscience, 
Thou  art  a  cure  fit  for  a  king. — You're  wel- 
come, [  To  Campeius. 
Most  learned  reverend  Sir,  into  our  kingdom; 
Use  us,  and  it : — My  good  lord,  have  great 

care 
I  be  not  found  a  talker.  [  To  Wolsey. 

IVoI.  Sir,  you  cannot, 
I  would  your  grace  would  give  us  but  an  hour 
Of  private  conference. 

K.  Hen.  We  are  busy  ;  go. 

[  To  Norfolk  and  Suffolk. 
'  Hish  or  low. 
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Nor.  This  priesthasno  pride  in  him  ? ") 

Suf.   Not  to  speak  of ;  I 

I  would  not  be  so  sick!thoiigh,t  for      | 

his  place  :  \ 

But  this  cannot  continue.  ( 

Nor.  If  it  do, 
I'll  venture  one  heave  at  bim. 

Suf.  I  another.  J 

[£.Te«?if  Norfolk  and  Suffolk 
JVol.  Your  grace  has  given  a  precedent  of 
wisdom 
Above  all  princes,  in  committing  freely 
Your  scruple  to  the  voice  of  Christendom  r 
Who  can  be  angry  now?  what  envy  reach  you? 
The  Spaniard,  tied  by  blood  and  favour  to  her. 
Must  now  confess,  if  they  have  any  goodness, 
Thetrial  just  and  noble.   All  the  clerks, 
I  mean  the  learned  ones,  in  Christian  king- 
doms, [judgment, 
Have  their  free  voices ;  Rome,   the  nurse  of 
Invited  by  your  noble  self,  hath  sent 
One  general  tongue  unto  us,  this  good  man 
This  just  and  learned  priest,    cardinal  Cam- 
peius ;  [ness. 
Whom,  once  more,  I  present  unto  your  high- 
K.  Hen.  And  once  more,  in  mine  arms  I  bid 
him  welcome, 
And  thank  the  holy  conclave  for  their  loves ; 
They  have  sent  me  such  a  man  I  would  have 
wish'd  for. 
Cam.  Your  grace  must  needs  deserve  all 
stranger's  loves. 
You  are  so  noble  :  To  your  highness'  hand 
I  tender  my  commission  ;  by  whose  virtue 
(The  court  of  Rome  commanding,) — ^you,  my 
lord                                                   [vant. 
Cardinal  of  York,  are  join'd  with  me  their  ser- 
in the  unpartial  judging  of  this  business. 
K.  Hen.  Two  equal  men.     The  queen  shall 
be  acquainted 
Forthwith,  for  what  jou  come  : — Where's  Gar- 
diner? 
JVol.  1  know,  your  majesty  has  always  lov'd 
So  dear  in  heart,  not  to  deny  her  that       [her 
A  woman  of  less  place  might  ask  by  law. 
Scholars,  allow'd  freely  to  argue  for  her. 
K.  Hen.  Ay,   and  the  best,  she  shall  have  ; 
and  my  favour  [nal. 
To  him  that  does  best ;  God  forbid  else.  Cardi- 
Pr'ythee,  call  Gardiner  to  me,  my  new  secre- 
tary ; 
I  find  him  a  fit  fellow.               \^Exit  Wolsey- 

Re-enter  Wolsey,  with  Gardiner. 

JVol.  Give  me  your  liand  :  much  joy  and  fa- 
vour to  you  ; 
You  are  tlie  king's  now. 

Gard.  But  to  be  commanded 
For  ever  by  your  grace,   whose    hand  has 
rais'd  me.  [_ Aside ■ 

K.  Hen.   Come  hither,  Gardiner. 

\_They  converse  apart. 
Cam.   My  lord  of  York,  was  not  one  doctor 
In  this  man's  place  before  him  ?  [Face 

IFo/.   Yes  he  was. 

Cam.  Was  he  not  held  a  learned  man  ? 
JVol.   Yes,   surely. 

Cam.    Believe  nie,   there's  an  ill  opinion 
spread  then 
Even  of  yourself,  lord  cardinal. 
JVol.  How  !    of  me  ! 

Cam.  They  will  not  stick  to  say,   you  CH. 
vied  him ; 
And,  fearing  he  would  rise,  he  was  so  virtuou.s. 

''  So  eick  as  he  is  proud. 
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Kept  him  a  foreign  man  ■  still;  which  so  griey'd 

That  he  ran  mad,  and  died.  [him, 

JVol.  Heaven's  peace  be  with  him  ! 

That's  Christian  care  enough:  lor  living  raur- 
murers, 

There's  places  of  rebuke.     He  was  a  tool ; 

For  he  would  needs  be  virtuous  :    That  good 
fellow, 

If  I  command  him,  follows  my  appointment; 

I  will  have  none  so  near  else.     Learn   this, 
brother, 

Welive  not  to  be  grip'dby  meaner  persons. 
A'.   Hen.  Deliver  this  with  modesty  to  the 
queen.  lExit  Gardiner. 

The  most  convenient  place  that  I  can  tliink  of, 

For  such  receipt  of  learning,  is  Black-Friars  : 

There  ye  shall  meet  about  this  weighty  busi- 
ness : — 

My  Wolsey,  see  it  furnish'd. — 0  my  lord, 

Would  it  not  grieve  an  able  man,  to  leave 

So  sweet  a  bedfellow  .'  But,  conscience,   con- 
science,— 

O,  'tis  a  tender  place,  and  I  must  leave  her. 

^Exeunt. 

S  CENE  III.— An  Ante-chamhtr  in  the  Queen's 
Apartments. 

Enter  Anne  Bullen,  and  an  old  Lady. 

Anne.    Not  for  that  neither ;— Here's  the 
pang  that  pinches  :  [she 

His  highness  having  liv'd  so  long  with  her :  and 
So  good  a  lady,  that  no  tongue  could  ever 
Pronounce  dishonour  of  her, — by  my  life, 
She  never  knew  harm-doing : — O  now,  after 
So  many  courses  of  the  sun  enthron'd. 
Still  glowing  in  a  majesty  and   pomp 

which 

To  leave  is  a  thousand-fold  more  bitter  than 
'Tis  sweet  at  first  to  acquire, — after  this  pro- 
To  give  her  the  avaunt  !t  it  is  a  pity  [cess, 

Would  move  a  monster. 

Old  L.  Hearts  of  most  hard  temper 
Melt  and  lament  for  her. 

Anne.  O,  God's  will !  much  better,  [poral, 
She  ne'er  had  known  pomp  :  though  it  betem- 
Yet,  if  that  quarreU.  fortune,  do  divorce 
It  from  the  bearer,  'tis  a  sulferance,  panging 
As  soul  and  body's  severing. 

Old  L.  Alas,  poor  lady  ! 
She's  a  stranger  now  again. § 

Anne.  So  much  the  more 
Must  pity  drop  upon  her  !     Verily, 
I  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  lowly  born, 
And  range  with  humble  livers  in  content. 
Than  to  be  perk'd  up  in  a  glistering  grief, 
And  wear  a  golden  sorrow. 

Old  L.   Our  content 
Is  our  best  having.]| 

Anne.  By  my  troth,  and  maidenhead, 
I  would  not  be  a  queen. 

Old  L.  Beshrew  me,  I  would,  Cyo«r 

And  venture  maidenhead  for't ;  and  so  would 
For  all  this  spice  of  your  hypocrisy  : 
You,  that  have  so  fair  parts  of  woman  on  j-ou, 
Have  too  a  woman's  heart ;  which  ever  yet 
Affected  eminence,  wealth,  sovereignty ;  [gifts 
Which,  to  say'soothjU  are  blessings:  and  which 
(Savingyour  mincing)  the  capacity  [ceivc, 
Of  your  soft  cheveril**  conscience  would  re- 
If  you  might  please  to  stretch  it. 

Anne.  Nay,  good  troth, — 

Old  L.  Yes,  troth,  and  troth, — You  would 

not  be  a  queen? 

*  0:it  of  the  king's  presence,    t  A  sentence  of  e'ectioii. 

t  Quarreller.  §  Nol.njeran  Eoilislnvoman. 
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Anne.    No,    not  for  all  the  riches  under 
heaven. 

Old  L.  'Tis  strange  ;   a  three-pence  bow'd" 
\yould  hire  me. 
Old  as  I  am,  to  queen  it :  But,  I  pray  you, 
What  think  3'ou  of  a  duchess?  have  you  limb.'; 
To  bear  that  load  of  title? 

Anne.   No,  in  truth. 

Old  L.  Then  you  are  weakly  made  :    Pluck 
off  a  little  ; 
I  would  not  be  a  young  count  in  your  way. 
For  more  than  blushing  comes  to  :  if  your  back 
Cannot  vouchsafe  this  burden,  'tis  too  weak 
Ever  to  get  a  boy. 

Anne.   How  do  you  talk  ! 
I  swear  again,  I  would  not  be  a  queen 
For  all  the  world. 

Old  L.  In  faith,  for  little  England 
You'd  venture  an  embalming:  1  myself 
Would   for   Carnarvonshire,    although    there 
'long'd  [here  ? 

No  more  to  the  crown  but  that.  Lo,  who  comes 

Enter  the  Lorrf  Chamberlalv. 

Cham.    Good  morrow,  ladies.     ^Vhat  wer  f 
worth  to  know 
The  secret  of  your  conference  ? 

Anne.  My  good  lord. 
Not  }'our  demand  ;  it  values  not  your  asking  : 
Our  mistress'  sorrows  we  were  pitying. 

Chain.  It  was   a  gentle    business,    and  be- 
coming 
The  action  of  good  women:  there  is  hope. 
All  will  be  well. 

Anne.    Now  I  pray  God,  amen  ! 

Cham.  You  bear  a  gentle  mind,  and  heav- 
enly blessings  [lady. 
Follow   such  creatures.   That  you  may,  fair 
Perceive  I  speak  sincerely,  and  high  note's 
Ta'en  of  your  many  virtues,  the  king's  majesty 
Commends  his  good  opinion  to  you,  and 
Does  purpose  honour  to  you  no  less  flowing 
Than  marchionessof  Pembroke;  to  which  title 
A  thousand  pound  a  year,  annual  support. 
Out  of  his  grace  he  adds. 

A7ine.  I  do  not  know. 
What  kind  of  my  obedience  I  should  tender  ; 
More  than  my  all  is  nothing  :  nor  my  prayers 
.\re  not  words  duly  hallow'd,  nor  my  wishes 
More  worth  than  empty  vanities ;  yet  prayers, 

and  wishes. 
Are  all  I  can  return.    'Beseech  your  lordship. 
Vouchsafe  to  speak  my  thanks,  and  my  obedi- 
ence, 
As  from  a  blushing  handmaid,  to  his  highnes? 
Whose  health,  and  royalty,  I  pray  for. 

Cham.   Lady, 
I  shall  not  fail  to  approve  the  fair  conceit,! 
The  king  have  of  you. — 1  have  pcrus'd  her 
well  ;  [^Aside. 

Beauty  and  honour  in  her  are  so  mingled. 
That  they  have  caught  the  king  :   and  who 

knows  yet. 
But  from  this  lady  may  proceed  a  gem. 
To  lighten  all  this  isle  ? — I'll  to  the  king, 
And  say,  I  spoke  with  you. 

Anne.   My  honour'd  lord. 

[Exit  Lord  Chamberlain'. 

Old  L.  Why,  tliis  it  is  ;  see,  see  ! 
I  have  been  begging  sixteen  years  in  court, 
(Am  yet  a  courtier  beggarly,)  nor  could 
Come  pat  betwixt  too  early  and  too  late, 
For  any  suit  of  pounds  :  and  you,  (O  fate  1) 
A  very  fresh-fish  here,  (fie,  fie  upon 

'  OrBokir.l.  *   Opinion.. 
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This  compell'd  fortune!)    have  your  mouth 
fill'd  up, 

Before  you  open  it. 

Anne.  This  is  strange  to  me. 
Old  L.    How  tastes   it?  is  it  bitter?    forty 
pence,  no. 

There  was  a  lady  once,  (,'tis  an  old  story,) 

That  would  not  be  a  queen,   that  would  she 
not,  [it? 

For  all  the  mud  in  Egypt : — Have  you  heard 
Anne.  Come,  you  are  pleasant. 
Old  L.   With  your  theme,  I  could 

O'crmount  the   lark.      The    marchioness   of 
Pembroke  ! 

A  thousand  pounds  a  year !  for  pure  respect ; 

No  other  obligation  :   By  my  life, 

That  promises  more  thousands :  Honour's  train 

Is  longer  than  his  foreskirt.  By  this  time, 

I  know,  your  bacli  will  bear  a  duchess  ; — Say, 

Are  you  not  stronger  than  you  were  ? 

Anne.  Good  lady,  [fancy. 

Make  yourself  mirth  with   your    particular 

And  leave  me  out  on't.     'Would  I  had  no  be- 
ing, 

If  this  salute  my  blood  a  jot ;  it  faints  me, 

To  think  what  follows. 

The  queen  is  comfortless,  and  we  forgetful 

In  our  long  absence  :  Pray,  do  not  deliver 

Wliat  here  you  have  heard,  to  her. 

Old  L.  What  do  you  think  me  ?      [^Exeunt. 
SCENE  IV.— A  Hall  in  Black-friars. 

Truinpets,  sennet*  and  cornets.  Enter  two 
Vergers,  ivilh  short  silver  wands ;  next  them, 
two  Scribes,  in  the  habits  of  doctors ;  after 
them,  the  Archbishop  0/ Canterbury  alone; 
after  him,  the  Bishops  of  Lincoln,  Ely, 
Rochester,  and  Saint  Aspah  ;  next  them, 
with  some  small  distance,  folloxvs  a  Gentleman 
bearing  the  purse,  with  the  great  seal,  and  a 
cardinal's  hat ;  then  two  Priests,  bearing  each 
a  silver  cross;  then  a  Gentleman-Usher  bare- 
headed, accompanied  with  a  Sergeant  at  Arms, 
bearing  a  silver  mace ;  then  two  Gentlemen, 
bearing  two  great  silver  pillars  ;\  after  them, 
side  by  side,  the  two  Cardinals  Wolsey  and 
Casipeius  ;  tivo  Noblemen  with  the  sword  and 
mace.  Then  enter  the  King  and  Queen,  and 
their  Trains.  The  King  takes  place  under  the 
doth  of  state  ;  the  two  Cardinals  sit  under  him 
as  judges.  The  Qiieen  takes  place  at  some  dis- 
tance from  the  King.  The  Bishops  place  them- 
selves on  each  side  the  court,  in  manner  of  a 
consistory;  between  them,  the  Scribes.  2'he 
Lords  sit  next  the  Bishops.  The  Crier  and  the 
rest  of  the  Attendants  stand  in  convenient  or- 
der about  the  stage. 
IVol.    Whilst  our  commission  from  Rome  is 

Let  silence  be  commanded.  [read 

K.  Hen.  What's  the  need  ? 

If  hath  already  publicly  been  read. 

And  on  all  sides  the  authority  allow'd  ; 

You  may  then  spare  that  time. 
IVol.  Be't  so  : — Proceed. 
Scribe.  Say,  Henry  king  of  England,  come 

into  the  court. 
Crier.  Henry  king  of  England,  &ic. 
K.  Hen.  Here. 
Scribe.   Say,  Katharine  queen  of  England, 

come  into  court. 
Crier.   Katharine  queen  of  England,  &ic. 

{ITie  Queen  makes  no  answer,  rises  out  of  her 
chair,  goes  about  the  court,  comes  to  the  King, 
and  kneels  at  his  feet;  then  speaks.'^ 
"  Flourish  on  cornels, 
•i  EnsiRHS  of  dignity  carried  liefore  cardinals. 
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Q.  Kath.   Sir,  I  desire  you,  do  me  right  and 
justice ; 
And  to  bestow  your  pity  on  me  :  for 
I  am  a  most  poor  woman,  and  a  stranger, 
Born  out  of  your  dominions  ;  having  liere 
No  judge  indifierent,  nor  no  more  assurance 
Of  equal  friendship  and  proceeding.  Alas  Sir, 
In  what  have  I  oflended  you  >.  what  cause 
Hath  my  behaviour  given  to  your  displeasure. 
That  thus  you  should  proceed  to  put  me  off, 
And  take  your  good  grace  from  me?    Heaven 

witness, 
I  have  been  to  you  a  true  and  humble  wife. 
At  all  times  to  your  will  conformable  : 
Ever  in  fear  to  kindle  your  dislike, 
Yea,  subject  to  jour  countenance;  glad,  or 

sorry, 
As  I  saw  it  inclin'd.  When  was  the  hour, 
I  ever  contradicted  your  desire, 
Or  made  it  not  _mine  too  ?   Or  which  of  your 

friends 
Have  I  not  strove  to  love,  although  I  knew 
He  were  mine  enemy  ?  what  friend  of  mine 
That  had  to  him  deriv'd  your  anger,  did  I 
Continue  in  my  liking  ?  nay,  gave  notice 
He  was  from  thence  discharg'd  ?  Sir,  call  to 

mind 
That  I  have  been  your  wife  in  this  obedience, 
Upward  of  twenty  years,  and  have  been  bless'd 
With  many  children  by  you  :   If,  in  the  course 
And  process  of  this  time,  you  can  report. 
And  prove  it  too,  against  mine  lionour  aught, 
My  bond  to  wedlock,  or  my  love  and  duty, 
Against  your  sacred  person,  in  God's  neime, 
Turn  me  away  ;  and  let  the  foul'st  contempt 
Shut  door  upon  me,  and  so  give  me  up     [Sir, 
To  the  sharpest  kind  of  justice.  Please  you. 
The  king,  your  father,  was  reputed  for" 
A  prince  most  prudent,  of  an  excellent 
And  unmatch'd  wit   and   judgment :    Ferdi- 
nand, 
My  father,  king  of  Spain,  was  reckon'd  one 
The  wisest  prince,  that  there  had  reign'd  by 

many 
A  year  before  :  It  is  not  to  be  question'd 
That  they  had  gather'd  a  wise  council  to  them 
Of  every  realm,  that  did  debate  this  business. 
Who  deem'd  our  marriage  lawful :  Wherefore 

I  humbly 
Beseech  you.  Sir,  to  spare  me,  till  I  may 
Be  bj'  your  friends  in  Spain   advis'd ;  whose 

counsel 
I  will  implore  ;  it  not ;  i'the  name  of  God, 
Your  pleasure  be  fulfill'd  ! 

JVol.  You  have  here,  lady  [men 

(And  of  yonr  choice,)  these  reverend  fathers  ; 
Of  singular  integrity  and  learning, 
Yea,  the  elect  of  the  land,  who  are  assembled 
To  plead  your  cause  :   It  shall   be  therefore 

bootless,* 
That  longer  you  desire  the  court ;  as  well 
For  your  own  (juiet,  as  to  rectify 
\\  hat  is  unsettled  in  the  king. 

Cam.  His  grace  [dam, 

Hath  spoken  well  and  justly  :  Therefore,  ma- 
It's  fit  this  royal  session  do  proceed  ; 
And,  that  without  delay,  their  arguments 
Be  now  produc'd,  and  heard. 

Q.  Kath.   Lord  cardinal, — 
To  you  1  speak. 

U'ol.   Your  pleasure,  madam ! 

Q.  Kaih.   Sir, 
I  am  about  to  weep  ;  but,  thinking  that 
We  are  a  queen,  (for  long  have  dream'd  so.) 
certain, 

Usele5.s. 
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The  daughter  of  a  king,  my  drops  of  tears 
I'll  turn  to  sparks  of  fire. 
U'ol.  Bo  patient  yet. 
Q.  Kath.  I  will,  when  you  are  humble;  nay, 

before. 
Or  God  will  punish  me.     I  do  believe, 
Induc'd  by  potent  circumstances,  that 
You  are  mine  enemy ;  and  make  my  challenge, 
You  shall  not  be  my  judge  :  for  it  is  you 
Have   blown  this  coal  betwixt  my  lord  and 

me, — 
Which  God's  dew  quench  !— Therefore,   I  say 
I  utterly  abhor,  yea,  from  my  soul        [again, 
Refuse  you  for  my  judge ;  whom  yet  once 

more, 
I  hold  my  most  malicious  foe,  and  think  not 
At  all  a  friend  to  truth. 

JVol.  I  do  profess 
You  speak  not  like  j'ourself ,  who  ever  yet 
Have  stood  to  charity,  and  display'd  the  effects 
Of  disposition  gentle,  and  of  wisdom 
O'ertopping  woman's  power.    Madam,  you  do 

me  wrong : 
I  have  no  spleen  against  you  ;  nor  injustice 
For  you,  or  any  :  how  far  I  have  proceeded, 
Or  how  far  further  shall,  is  warranted 
By  a  commission  from  the  consistory. 
Yea,   the   whole  consistory  of  Rome.      You 

charge  me. 
That  I  have  blown  this  coal :  I  do  deny  it : 
The  king  is  present:  if  it  be  known  to  him, 
That  I  gainsay*  my  deed,  how  may  he  wound, 
And  worthily,  my  falsehood  ?  yea,  as  much 
As  you  have  done  my  truth.  But  if  he  know 
That  I  am  free  of  your  report,  he  knows, 
I  am  not  of  your  wrong.     Therefore  in  him 
It  lies,  to  cure  me :  and  the  cure  is,  to 
Remove  these  thoughts  from  you  :  The  which 

before 
His  highness  shall  speak  in,  I  do  beseech 
You,  gracious  madam,  to  unthink  j'our  speak- 
And  to  say  so  no  more.  [•'i?; 

Q.  Kath.   My  lord,  my  lord, 
I  am  a  simple  woman,  much  too  weak 
To  oppose  your  cunning.    You  are  meek,  and 

humble-mouth 'd ;  ['ng,+ 

You  sign  your  place  and  calling,  in  full  seem- 
With  meekness  and  humility :  but  your  heart 
Is  cramm'd  with  arrogancy,  spleen,  and  pride. 
You  have,  by  fortune,  and  his  highness'  fa- 
vours, [mounted 
Gone  slightly  o'er  low  steps;  and  now  are 
Where  powers  are  your  retainers  :   and  your 

words, 
Domestics  to  you,  serve  your  will,  as't  please 
Yourself  pronounce   their  office.    I  must  tell 

You  tender  more  your  person's  honour,  than 
Your  high  profession  spiritual :  That  again 
I  do  refuse  you  for  my  judge  :  and  here. 
Before  you  all,  Uppeal  unto  the  pope, 
To  bring  my  whole  cause  'fore  his  holiness, 
And  to  be  judg'd  by  him. 
[S/ie  curt'sies  to  the  King  and  offtrs  to  depart. 
Cam.  The  queen  is  obstinate. 
Stubborn  to  justice,  apt  to  accuse  it,  and 
Disdainful  to  be  try'd  by  it ;   'tis  not  well. 
She's  going  away. 

K.  Hen.  Call  her  again. 

Crier.  Katharine  queen  of  England,  come 

into  the  court. 
Grif.  Madam,  you  are  call'd  back. 
Q.  Kath.  What  need  you  note  it  ?  pray  you, 
keep  your  way  :  [help, 

When  you  are  call'd,  return. — Now  the  Lord 
*  Deny.  t  Appearance. 
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They  vex  me  past  my  patience  !- 

pass  on: 
I  win  not  tarry  :  no,  nor  ever  more, 
Upon  this  business,  my  appearance  make 
In  any  of  their  courts. 

\_Exeunl  Queen,  Griffith,  and  her  other 
Attendants. 
K.  Hen.  Go  thy  ways,  Kate  : 
That  man  'the  world,  who  shall  report  he  has 
A  better  wife,  let  him  in  nought  be  trusted. 
For  speaking  false  in  that :  Tliou  art,  alone, 
(If  thy  rare  qualities,  sweet  gentleness, 
Thy    meekrtess  saint-like,    wife-like    govern- 
ment,— 
Obeying  in  commanding, — and  thy  parts 
Sovereign  and  pious  else,  could  speak   thee 
out,*)  [born ; 

The  queen  of  earthly  queens  : — She  is   noble 
And,  like  her  true  nobility,  she  has 
Carried  herself  towards  me. 

IVol.  Most  gracious  Sir, 
In  humblest  manner  I  require  your  highness. 
That  it  shall  please  you  to  declare,  in  hearing 
Of  all  these  ears,  (for  where  I  am  robb'd  and 

bound, 
There  must  I  beunloos'd;  although  not  there 
At   oncet  and  fully  satisfied,)  whether  ever  I 
Did  broach  this  business  to  your  highness ;  or 
Laid  any  scruple  in  your  way,  which  might 
Induce  you  to  the  question  on't  ?  or  ever 
Have  to  you, — but  with  thanks  to  God  for  such 
A  royal  lady, — spake  one    the  least    word, 

might 
Be  to  the  prejudice  of  her  present  state, 
Or  touch  of  her  good  person  ? 
K.  Hen.  My  lord  cardinal, 
I  do  excuse  you  ;  yea,  upon  mine  honour, 
I  free  you  from't.    You  are  not  to  be  taught 
That  you  have  many  enemies,  that  know  not 
Why  they  are  so,  but,  like  to  village  curs, 
Bark  when  their  fellows  do  :  by  some  of  these 
The  queen  is  put  in  anger.  You  are  excus'd  : 
But  will  you  be  more  justified  ?  you  ever 
Have  wish'd  the  sleeping  of  this  business  ;  ne- 
ver [oft 
Desir'd  it  to  be  stirr'd  ;  but  oft  have  hinder'd  ; 
Tlie  passages^    made  toward  it : — on  my  ho- 
nour, 
I  speak  my  good  lord  cardinal  to  this  point, 
And  thus  far  clear  him.  Now,  what  mov'd  me 

to't, — 
I  will  be  bold  with  time,  and  your  attention  : — 
Then  mark  the  inducement.    Thus  it  came ; — 

give  heed  to't : — 
My  conscience  first  receiv'd  a  tenderness. 
Scruple,  and  prick,  on  certain  speeches  utter'd 
By  the  Bishop  of  Bayonne,  then  French  am- 
bassador ; 
Who  had  been  hither  sent  on  the  debating 
A  marriage,    'twixt  the  duke  of  Orleans  and 
Our   daughter   Mary :  I'the   progress  of  this 

business, 
Ere  a  determinate  resolution,  he 
(I  mean,  the  bishop)  did  require  a  respite  ; 
Wherein  he  might  the  king  his  lord  advertise 
Whether  our  daughter  were  legitimate, 
Respectingthis  our  marriage  with  thedowager, 
Sometimes  our   brother's  wife.    This  respite 

shook 
The  bosom  of  my  conscience,  enter'd  me, 
Yea,  with  a  splitting  power,  and  made  to  trem- 
ble [way. 
The  region  of  my  breast ;  which  forc'd  such 
That  many  maz'd  considerings  did  throng, 
*  Spea'-:  out  thy  merits.           t  Immediately  sat'S.'ied. 
't  Closed  or  fastcneil. 
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And  press'd  in  with  this  caution. 

thoug-ht, 
I  stood  not  in  the  smile  of  heaven  ;  who  had 
Commanded  nature,  that  my  lady's  womb, 
If  not  conceiv'd  a  male  child  by  me,  should 
Do  no  more  offices  of  life  to't,  than 
The  grave  does  to  the  dead :  for  her  male  issue 
Or  died  where  they  were  made,  or  shortly  after 
This  world  had  air'd  them:  Hence  I  took  a 
thought,  [dom, 

This  was  a  judgment  on  me ;  that  my  king- 
Well  worthy  the  best  heir  o'  the  world,  should 
Be  gladded  in't  by  me  :  then  follows,  that  [not 
I  weigh'd  the  danger  which  my  realms  stood  in 
By  this  my  issue's  fail ;  and  that  gave  to  me 
Many  a  groaning  throe.     Thus  hulling*  in 
The  wild  sea  of  my  conscience,  I  did  steer 
Toward  this  remedy,  whereupon  we  are 
Now  present  here  together  ;  that's  to  say, 
I  meant  to  rectify  my  conscience, — which 
I  then  did  feel  full  sick,  and  yet  notwell, — 
By  all  the  reverend  fathers  of  the  land, 
And  doctorslearn'd, — First,  I  began  in  private 
With  you  my  lord  of  Lincoln ;  you  remember 
How  under  my  oppression  I  did  reek,t 
When  I  first  mov'd  you. 
Lin.  Very  well  my  liege. 
K.  Hen.  I  have  spoke  long ;  be  pleas'd  your- 
self to  say 
How  far  you  satisfied  me. 

Lin.  So  please  your  highness. 
The  question  did  at  first  so  stagger  me, — 
Bearing  a  state  of  mighty  moment  in't, 
And  consequence  of  dread, — that  I  committed 
The  daring'st  counsel  which  I  had,  to  doubt ; 
And  did  entreat  your  highness  to  this  course. 
Which  you  are  running  here. 
K.  Hen.  I  then  mov'd  you. 
My  lord  of  Canterbuiy  ;  and  got  your  leave 
To  make  this  present  summons  : — Unsolicited 
I  left  no  reverend  person  in  this  court ; 
But  by  particular  consent  proceeded,        [on  : 
Under  your  hands  and  seals.     Therefore,  go 
For  no  dislike  i'the  world  against  the  person 
Of  the  good  queen,  but  the  sharp  thorny  points 
Of  my  alleged  reasons,  drive  this  forward  : 
Prove  but  our  marriage  lawful,  by  my  life. 
And  kingly  dignity,  we  are  contented 
To  wear  our  mortal  state  to  come,  with  her, 
Katharine  our  queen,  before  the  primest  crea- 
That's  paragon'dt  o'er  the  world.  [ture 

Cam.  So  please  your  highness. 
The  queen  being  absent,  'tis  a  needful  fitness 
That  we  adjourn  this  court  till  further  day  : 
Meanwhile  must  be  an  earnest  motion 
Made  to  the  queen,  to  call  back  her  appeal 
She  intends  unto  his  holiness. 

[  They  rise  to  depart. 
K.  Hen.  I  may  perceive,  [^Aside. 

These  cardinals  trifle  with  me  :  I  abhor 
This  dilatory  sloth,  and  tricks  of  Rome. 
My  learn'd  and  well-beloved  servant,  Cranmer, 
Pr'ythee  reiurn  !$  with  thy  approach,  I  know. 
My  comfort  comes  along.  Break  up  the  court : 
I  say,  set  on. 

\_Exeunt  in  manner  as  they  entered. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  L— Palace  at  Bridewell. 

A  Room  in  the  Queen^s  Apartment. 

The  Queen,  niid  some  of  her  Women  at  work. 

Q,.  Kath.  Take  thy  lute,  wench  :  my  soul 

grows  sad  with  troubles  ; 

*  Floating  witlioiit  puidance.        t  Waste  or  wear  Z'n  ay. 

i  Without  compare. 

~     ^  An  apostrophe  to  the  abienf  fcishofc. 
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lAct  UL 

Sing,  and  disperse  them,  if  thou  canst :  Icav^- 
working. 

Song. 
Orpheus  with  his  lute  made  trees, 
And  the  mountain-tops,  that  freeze, 

Bow  themselves,  when  he  did  sing  ; 
To  his  music,  plants,  and  flowers, 
Ever  sprung ;   as  sun,  and  showers, 
There  had  been  a  lasting  spring. 
Every  thing  that  heard  him  play, 
Even  the  billows  of  the  sea. 

Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by. 
In  sweet  music  is  such  art ; 
Killing  care  and  grief  of  heart, 
Fall  asleep,  or,  hearing,  die. 
Enter  a  Gentleman. 
Q.  Kath.  How  now  ? 

Gent.  An't  plea.se  your  grace,  the  two  great 
cardinals 
Wait  in  the  presence.* 

Q.  Kath.  Would  they  speak  with  me  ? 
Gent.  They  will'd  me  say  so,  madam. 
Q.  Kath.  Pray  their  graces 
To  come  near.     [Exit  Gent.]  What  can  be 
their  business  [vour  ? 

With  me,  a  poor  weak  woman,  fallen  from  fa- 
I  do  not  like  their  coming,  now  I  think  on't. 
They  should  be  good  men ;  their  affairst  as 

righteous : 
But  all  hoods  make  not  monks. 

Enter  Wolsey  and  Campeics. 
Wol.  Peace  to  your  highness  ! 
Q.  Kath.  Your  graces  find  me  here  part  of 
a  housewife ; 
I  would  be  all,  against  the  worst  may  happen. 
What  are  your  pleasures  with  me,   reverend, 
lords  ? 
TVol.  May  it  please  you,  noble  madam,  to 
withdraw 
Into  your  private  chamber,  w«  shall  give  you 
The  full  cause  of  our  coming. 

Q,.  Kath.  Speak  it  here  :  [science, 

There's  nothing  I  have  done  yet,    o'my  con- 
Deserves  a  corner  :  'Would,  all  other  women 
Could  speak  this  with  as  free  a  soul  as  I  do  ! 
My  lords,  I  care  not,  (so  much  I  am  happy 
Above  a  number,)  if  my  actions  [them. 

Were  tried  by  every  tongue,  every  eye  saw 
Envy  and  base  opinion  set  against  them, 
I  know  my  life  so  even  :  If  your  business 
Seek  me  out,  and  that  way  I  am  wife  in, 
Out  with  it  boldly  ;  Truth  loves  open  dealing. 
Wol.    Tanta  est  ergd  te  mentis  integritas, 

regina  serenissima, — 
Q.  Kath.  O,  good  my  lord,  no  Latin  ; 
I  am  not  such  a  truant  since  my  coming, 
As  not  to  know  the  language  I  have  liv'd  in  : 
A   strange   tongue    makes    my    cause    more 

strange,  suspicious  ; 

Pray,  speak  in   English  :   here  .ire  some  w  ill 

thank  you.  [sake ; 

If  you   speak  truth,    for  tJieir  poor  mistress' 

Believe  me,  she  has  had  much  wrong  :  Lord 

cardinal. 
The  willing'st  sin  I  ever  yet  committed. 
May  be  absolv'd  in  English. 

JVol.    Noble  lady, 
I  am  sorry,  my  integrity  should  breed, 
(And  service  to  his  majesty  and  you,) 
So  deep  suspicion,  where  all  faith  was  meant. 
We  come  not  by  the  way  of  accusation, 
To  taintthat  honour  every  goodtongueblesscs; 
Nor  to  betray  you  anj'  way  to  sorrow  ; 
"  Presence  chamber.  +  Prnfessions: 
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You  have  too  much,  good  lady :  but  to  know 
How  you  stand  minded  in  the  weighty  differ- 
ence 
Between  the  king  and  you  ;  and  to  deliver, 
Like  free  and  honest  men,  our  just  opinions, 
And  comforts  to  your  cause. 

Cam.   Most  honour'd  madam. 
My  lord  of  York,— out  of  his  noble  nature. 
Zeal  and  obedience  he  still  bore  your  grace  ; 
Forgetting,  like  a  good  man,  your  late  censure 
Both  of  his  truth  and   him,    (which  was  too 
Offers,  as  I  do,  in  a  sign  of  peace,       [far,)— 
His  service  and  his  counsel. 

Q.  Knth.   To  betray  me.  [Aside. 

My  lords,  I  thank  you  for  both  your  good  wills. 
Ye    speak   like    honest   men,  (pray   God,   ye 

prove  so !) 
But  how  to  make  you  suddenly  an  answer. 
In  such  a  point  of  weight,  so  near  mine  hon- 
our, 
(More  near  my  life,  I  fear,)  with  my  weak  wit, 
And  to  such  men  of  gravity  and  learning. 
In  truth,  I  know  not.    I  was  set  at  work 
Among  my   maids;    full   little,    God   knows, 

looking 
Either  for  such  men,  or  such  business. 
For  her  sake  that  I  have  been,  (for  I  feel 
The  last  fit  of  my  greatness,)  good  your  graces. 
Let  me  have  time,  and  counsel,  for  my  cause  ; 
Alas  !  I  am  a  woman,  friendless,  hopeless. 
Wol.  Madam,  you  wrong  the  king's  love 
with  these  fears  ; 
Your  hopes  and  friends  are  infinite. 

Q.  Kath.  In  England, 
But  little  for  my  p"rofit :  Can  you  think,  lords. 
That  any  Englishman  dare  give  me  counsel  ? 
Or  be  a  known  friend,  'gainst  his  highness' 
pleasure,  [est,) 

(Though  he  be  grown  so  desperate  to  be  hon- 
And  live  a  subject  ?  Nay,  forsooth,  my  friends. 
They  that  must  weigh*  out  my  afflictions, 
They  that  my  trust  must  grow  to,  live  not  here; 
They  are,  as  all  my  other  comforts,  far  hence. 
In  mine  own  country,  lords. 
Cam.  I  would,  your  grace 
Would  leave  your  griefs,  and  take  my  counsel. 
Q.  Kath.  How,  Sir? 

Cam.  Put  your  main  cause  into  the  king's 
protection ;  [much 

He's    loving,    and  most   gracious ;    'twill   be 
Both  for  your  honour  better,  and  your  cause  ; 
For,  if  the  trial  of  the  law  o'ertake  you. 
You'll  part  away  disgrac'd. 
Wol.  He  tells  you  rightly. 
Q.  Kath.  Ye  tell  me  what,  ye  wish  for  both, 
my  ruin ; 
Is  this  your  Christian  counsel  ?  out  upon  ye  ! 
Heaven  is  above  all  yet ;  there  sits  a  judge. 
That  no  king  can  corrupt. 
Cam.  Your  rage  mistakes  us. 
Q.  Kath.  The  more  shame  for  ye  ;  holy  men 
I  thought  ye, 
Upon  my  soul,  two  reverend  cardinal  virtues  : 
But  cardinal  sins,  and  hollow  hearts,  I  fear  ye: 
Mend  them  for  shame,  my  loi'ds.    Is  this  your 

comfort  ? 
The  cordial  that  ye  bring  a  wretched  lady  ? 
A  woman  lost  among  ye,  laugh'd  at,  scorn'd  ? 
I  will  not  wish  ye  half  my  miseries, 
I  have  more  charity  :  But  say,  I  warn'dye  ; 
Take  heed,  for  heaven's  sake,  take  heed,  lest 

at  once 
The  burden  of  ray  sorrows  fall  upon  ye. 

IVol.  Madam,  this  is  a  mere  distraction  ; 
Ycfu  turn  the  good  we  ofl'er  into  envy 
*  OiKweirli. 
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Q.  Kath.  Ye  turn  me  into  nothing :  Woe  up- 
on ye,  [me 
And  all  such  false  professors  !  Would  ye  have 
(If  you  have  any  justice,  any  pity; 
If  ye  be  any  thing  but  churchmen's  habits,) 
Put  my  sick  cause  into  his  hands  that  hates 

me? 
Alas  !  he  has  banish'd  me  his  bed  already  ; 
His  love,  too  long  ago:  I  am  old,  my  lords, 
And  all  the  fellowship  I  hold  now  with  him 
Is  only  my  obedience.     What  can  liappen 
To  me   above   this   wretchedness?    all  your 
Make  me  a  curse  like  this.  [studies 

Cain.  Your  fears  are  worse. 
Q.  Kath.  Have  I  liv'd  thus  long — (let  me 
speak  myself,  [one  ? 

Since  virtue  finds  no  friends,) — a  wife,  a  true 
A  woman  (I  dare  say,  without  vain-glory,) 
Never  yet  branded  with  suspicion  ? 
Have  I  with  all  ray  full  affections 
Stai  met  the  king  ?   lov'd  him,  next  heaven  ? 

obey'd  him  ? 
Been,  out  of  fondness,  superstitious  to  him  7*^ 
Almost  forgot  my  prayers  to  content  him  ? 
And  am  I  thus  rewarded  ?  'tis  not  well,  lords. 
Bring  me  a  constant  woman  to  her  husband, 
One  that  ne'er  dream'd  a  joy  beyond  his  plea- 
sure ; 
And  to  that  woman,  when  she  has  done  most, 
Yet  will  I  add  an  honour, — a  great  patience. 
IVol.  Madam,  you  wander  from  the  good 

we  aim  at. 
Q.  Kath.   My  lord,  I  dare  not  make  myself 
so  guilty, 
To  give  up  willingly  that  noble  title 
Your  master  wed  me  to :   nothing  but  death 
Shall  e'er  divorce  my  dignities. 
TVol.  'Pray,  hear  me. 

Q.  Kath.  'Would  I  had  never  trod  this  Eng- 
lish earth, 
Or  felt  the  flatteries  that  grow  upon  it ! 
You  have  angels'  faces, but  heaven  knows  your 

hearts. 
What  will  become  of  me  now,  wretched  lady? 
I  am  the  most  unhappy  woman  living. — 
Alas !  poor  wenches,  where  are  now  your  for- 
tunes ?  I  To  her  Women. 
Shipwreck'd  upon  a  kingdom,  where  no  pity, 
No  friends,  no  hope  ;  no  kindred  weep  for  me. 
Almost  no  grave  allow'd  me  : — Like  the  lily, 
That  once  was  mistress  of  the  field,  and  flour- 

ish'd, 
I'll  hang  my  head,  and  perish. 

Wol.  If  your  grace 
Could  but  be  brought  to  know,   our  ends  are 

honest. 
You'd  feel  more  comfort :  why  should  wc, 

good  lady, 
Upon  what  cause,  wrong  you  ?  alas !  our  places, 
The  way  of  our  profession  is  against  it; 
We  are  to  cure  such  sorrows,  not  to  sow  them. 
For  goodness'  sake,  consider  what  you  do  ; 
How  you  may  hurt  yourself,  ay,  utterly 
Grow  from  tiie  king's  acquaintance,  by  this 

carriage. 
The  heart  of  princes  kiss  obedience 
So  much  they  love  it ;  but  to  stubborn  spirits, 
They  swell,  and  grow  as  terrible  as  storms. 
I  know,  you  have  a  gentle,  noble  temper, 
A  soul  as  even  as  a  calm  ;  Pray,  think  us 
Those  we  profess,  peace-makers,  friends,  and 
servants. 
Cam.  Madam,  you'll  find  it  so.    You  wrong 
your  virtues  [spirit, 

With  these  weak  women's  fears.     A  noble 
■  Served  him  m\\\  superstilimis  attention^ 
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As  yours  was  put  into  you,  ever  casts 

Such  doubts,  as  false  coin,  from  it.     The  king 

loves  you ; 
Beware,  you  lose  it  not:  For  us  if  you  please 
To  trust  us  in  your  business,  we  are  ready 
To  use  our  utmost  studies  in  your  service. 
Q.  Kath.   Do  what  ye  will,  my  lords  :  and, 
pray,  forgive  me, 
If  I  have  us'd*  myself  unmannerly  ; 
You  know  I  am  a  woman,  lacking  wit 
To  make  a  seemly  answer  to  such  persons. 
Pray,  do  my  service  to  his  majesty  : 
He  has  my  heart  yet ;  and  shall  have  my  pray- 
ers, 
While  I  shall  have  my  life.     Come,  reverend 

fathers. 
Bestow  your  counsels  on  me  :  she  now  begs, 
That  little  thought,  when  she  set  footing  here. 
She  should  have  bought  her  dignities  so  dear. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE  11. — Ante-chmnber  to   the  king's 

Aparlment- 

Enter  the  rfuAre  0/ Norfolk,  the  duke  of  Svf- 

FOLK,  the  Earl  of  Surrey,  a7id  the  Lord 

Chamberlain. 

Nor.  If  you  will  now   unite   in  your  com- 
plaints, 
And  forcet  them  with  a  constancy,  the  cardinal 
Cannot  stand  under  them  :  if  you  omit 
The  offer  of  this  time,  I  cannot  promise. 
But  that  you  shall  sustain  more  new  disgraces, 
With  these  you  bear  already. 

Sur.  I  am  joyful 
To  meet  the  least  occasion,  that  may  give  me 
Remembrance  of  my  father-in-law,    the  duke, 
To  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Suf  Which  of  the  peers 
Have  uncontcmn'd  gone  by  him,  or  at  least 
Strangely  neglected  ?  when  did  he  regard 
The  stamp  of  nobleness  in  any  person, 
Out  of  himself? 

Cham.  My  lords,  you  speak  your  pleasures: 
What  he  deserves  of  you  and  me,  I  know; 
What  we  can  do  to  him,  (though  now  the  time 
Gives  way  to  us,)  I  much  fear.     If  you  cannot 
Bar  his  access  to  the  king,  never  attempt 
Any  thing  on  him;  for  he  hath  a  witchcraft 
Over  the  king  in  his  tongue. 

Nor.  O,  fear  him  not; 
His  spell  in  that  is  out :  the  king  hath  found 
Matter  against  him,  that  for  ever  mars 
The  honey  of  his  language.     No,  he's  settled. 
Not  to  come  off,  in  his  displeasure. 

Sur.  Sir, 
I  should  be  glad  to  hear  such  news  as  this 
Once  every  hour. 

Nor.  Believe  it,  this  is  true. 
In  the  divorce,  his  contrary  proceedings 
Are  all  unfolded ;  wherein  he  appears. 
As  I  could  wish  mine  enemy. 

Sur.  How  came 
His  practcies  to  light? 

Suf  Most  strangely. 

Sur.  O,  how,  how  ? 

Suf.  The  cardinal's  letter  to  the  pope  mis- 
carried. 
And  came  to  the  eye  o'the  king  :   wherein  was 

read, 
How  that  the  cardinal  did  entreat  his  holiness 
To  stay  the  judgment  o'the  divorce  :    for  if 
It  did  take  place,  /  do,  quoth  he,  perceive 
My  king  is  tangled  in  affection  to 
A  creature  of  the  queen's,  lady  Anne  Bullen. 

Sur.  Has  the  king  this? 

*  BehJved.  f  Enforce 


Suf  Believe  it. 
Sur.  Will  this  work  ? 

Cham.  The  king  in  this  perceives  him,  how 
he  coasts. 
And  hedges  his  own  way.     But  in  this  point 
All    his  tricks    founder,    and    he   brings    his 

physic 
After  his  patient's  death  ;  the  king  already 
Hath  married  the  fair  lady. 
Sur.  'Would  he  had  ! 

Suf.  May  you  be  happy  in  your  wish,    my 
For,  I  profess,  you  have  it.  [lord! 

Sur.  Nowall-myjoy 
Trace"*  the  conjunction ! 
Suf   My  amen  to't ! 
Nor.  All  men's. 

Suf  There's  order  given  for  her  coronjition  : 
Marry,  this  is  yet  but  young,t  and  may  be  left 
To  some  ears  unrecounted. — But,  my  lords. 
She  is  a  gallant  creature,  and  complete 
In  mind  and  feature:  I  persuade  me,  from  her 
Will  fall  some  blessing  to  this  land,  which  shall 
In  it  be  memoriz'd.J 

Sur.  But,  will  the  king 
Digest  this  letter  of  the  cardinal's? 
The  Lord  forbid ! 
Nor.  Marry,  amen! 
Suf  No,  no ; 
There  be  more  wasps  that  buz  about  his  nose. 
Will  make   this   sting  the  sooner.     Cardinal 

Campeius 
Is  stolen  away  to  Rome  ;  hath  ta'en  no  leave  ; 
Has  left  the  cause  o'the  king  unhandled ;  and 
Is  posted,  as  the  agent  of  our  cardinal. 
To  second  all  his  plot.     I  do  assure  you 
The  king  cry'd,  ha !  at  this. 

Cham.  Now,  God  incense  him, 
And  let  him  cry  ha,  louder  ! 

Nor.  But,  my  lord. 
When  returns  Cranmcr  ? 

Suf  He  is  return'd,  in  his  opinions  ;  which 
Have  satisfied  the  king  for  his  divorce, 
Together  with  all  famous  colleges 
Almost  in  Christendom  :   shortly,  I  believe. 
His  second  marriage  shall  be  publish'd,  and 
Her  coronation.     Katharine  no  more 
Shall  be  call'd,  queen ;  but  princess  dowager. 
And  widow  to  prince  Arthur. 
Nor.  This  same  Cranmer's 
A  worthy  fellow,  and  hath  ta'en  much  paia 
In  the  king's  business. 

Suf.  He  has ;  and  we  shall  see  him 
For  it,  an  archbishop. 
Nor.  So  I  hear. 
Suf.  'Tis  so. 
The  cardinal — 

Enter  Wolsey  and  Cromwell. 


Nor.  Observe,  observe,  he's  moody. 

Wol.  The   packet,  Cromwell,  gave  it  vou 
the  king  ? 

Crom.  To  his  own  hand,  in  his  bed  chamber. 

Wol.  Look'd  he  o"the  inside  of  the  paper? 

Crom.  Presently 
He  did  unseal  them:  and  the  first  he  view'd. 
He  did  it  with  a  serious  mind ;  a  heed 
Was  in  his  countenance:  You,  he  bade 
Attend  him  here  this  morning. 

Wol.  Is  he  ready 
To  come  abroad  ? 

Crom.   I  think,  by  this  he  is. 

Wol.  Leave  me  awhile. — 

\^Exit  Cromweh 
It  shall  be  to  the  duchess  of  Alengon, 
The  French  king's  sister :  heshallmarry  her. — 
Follow.  f  New.  ^  Made  memoraWe. 


Scene  II.} 

Anne  Bullen!  No;  I'll  no  Anne  Bullens  for  him: 
There  is  more  in  it  than  fair  visage. — Bullen  ! 
No,  we'll  no  Bullens. — Speedily  I  wish 
To    hear  from  Rome. — The   marchioness  o( 
Pembroke ! 

Nor.  He's  discontented. 

Suf.  May  be,  he  hears  the  king 
Does  whet  his  anger  to  him. 

Suf.  Sharj)  enough, 
Lord,  for  thy  justice! 

IFol.    The    late  queen's    gentlewoman ;    a 

knight's  daughter. 

To  be  her  mistress'  mistress!  the  queen's  que  en ! 

This  candle  burns  not  clear:  'tis  1  must  snufl'it; 

Then,  out  it  goes. — What  though  I  know  her 

virtuous, 
And  well-deserving  ?  yet  I  know  her  for 
A  spleeny  Lutheran :  and  not  wholesome  to 
Our  cause,  that  she  should  lie  i'  the  bosom  of 
Our  hard  rul'd  king.     Again,  there  is  sprung 
A  heratic,  an  arch  one,  Crannier ;   one       [up 
Hath  crawl'd  into  the  favour  of  the  king, 
And  is  his  oracle. 

Nor.  He  is  vexed  at  something. 

Suf.  I  would,  'twere  something  that  would 
fret  the  string. 
The  master-cord  of  his  heart ! 
Enter  the  King,  reading  a  Schedule;*'  and 

LOVI^LL. 

Suf.  The  king,  the  king. 

K.  Hen.  What  piles  of  wealth  hath  he  accu- 
mulated [hour 
To  his  own  portion  !  and  what  expense  by  the 
Seems  to  flow  from  him !  How,  i'  the  name  of 

thrift, 
Does  he  rake  this  together ! — Now,  my  lords  ; 
Saw  you  the  cardinal  ? 

Nor.  My  lord,  we  have  [motion 

Stood  here  observing  him :   Some  strange  corn- 
Is  in  his  brain :  he  bites  his  lip,  and  starts  ; 
Stops  on  a  sudden,  looks  upon  the  ground, 
Then,  lays  his  finger  on  his  temple  ;  straight, 
Springs  out  into  fast  gait  ;t  then,  stops  again, 
Strikes  his  breast  hard ;  and  anon,  he  casts 
His  eye  against  the  moon :  in  most  strange 

postures 
We  have  seen  him  set  himself. 

K.  Hen.   It  may  well  be ; 
There  is  a  mutiny  in  his  mind.      This  morning 
Papers  of  state  he  sent  me  to  peruse. 
As  I  requir'd ;  And,  wot^  you,  what  I  found 
There  ;  on  my  conscience,  but  unwittingly  ? 
Forsooth,  an  inventory,  thus  importing, — 
The  several  parcels  of  his  plate,  his  treasure, 
Richstuffs,  and  ornaments  of  household;  which 
I  find  at  such  proud  rate,  that  it  out-speaks 
Possession  of  a  subject. 

Nor.  It's  heaven's  will ; 
Some  spirit  put  this  paper  in  the  packet. 
To  bless  your  eye  withal. 

K.  Hen.  If  we  did  think 
His  contemplation  were  above  the  earth. 
And  fix'd  on  spiritual  object,  he  should  still 
Dwell  in  his  musings  :  but  I  arn  afraid. 
His  thinkings  are  below  the  moon,  not  worth 
His  serious  considering. 

IHe  takes  his  seat,  and  whispers  Lovell, 
who  goes  to  WoLSEV. 

JVol.  Heaven  forgive  me  ! 
Ever  God  bless  your  highness  ! 

K.  Hen.  Good  my  lord. 
You  are  full  of  heavenly  stuff,   and  bear  the 

inventory 
Of  your  best  graces  in  your  mind ;  the  which 

*  An  inventory.  t  Step'.  '   Kiio  v 
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you  have  scarce 


You  were  now  running  o'er 

time 
To  steal  from  spiritual  leisure  a  brief  span. 
To  keep  your  earthly  audit:    sure,  in  that 
I  deem  you  an  ill  liusband  ;  and  am  glad 
To  have  you  therein  my  companion. 

IVol.  Sir. 
For  holy  offices  I  have  a  time  ;  a  time 
To  think  upon  the  part  of  business,  wliich 
I  bear  i'  the  state  ;  and  nature  does  require 
Her  times  of  preservation,  which,  perforce, 
I,  her  frail  son,  amongst  my  brethren  mortal. 
Must  give  my  tendance  to. 
K.  Hen.  You  have  said  well. 
IVol.  And  ever  may  your  highness  yoke  to- 
gether. 
As  I  will  lend  your  cause,  my  doing  well 
With  my  well  saying  ! 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  well  said  again ; 
And  'tis  a  kind  of  good  deed,  to  say  well: 
And  yet  words  are  no  deeds.     My  father  lov'd 

you : 
He  said,  he  did ;  and  with  his  deed  did  crown 
His  word  upon  you.  Since  I  had  my  office, 
I  have  kept  you  next  my  heart;  have  not  alone 
Employ'd  you  when  high  profits  might  come 
But  par 'd  my  present  havings,  to  bestow  [home^ 
My  bounties  upon  you. 

IVol.  What  should  this  mean  ? 
Snr.  The  lord  increase  this  business?  ^Aside. 
K.  Hen.  Have  1  not  made  you  [me. 

The  prime  man  of  the  state  .'  I  pray  you  tell 
If  what  I  now  pronounce,  you  have  found  true : 
And,  if  you  may  confess  it,  say  withal. 
If  you  are  bound  to  us,  or  no.  What  say  you? 
Wol.  My  sovereign,  I  confess,  your  royal 
graces,  [could 

Shower'd  on  me  daily,  have  been  more,  than 
My  studied  purposes  requite  ;  which  went 
Beyond  all  man's  endeavours :  my  endeavours 
Have  ever  come  too  short  of  my  desires. 
Yet  fil'd  with  my  abilities  :    Mine  own  ends 
Have  been  mine  so,  that  evermore  they  pointed 
To  the  good  of  your  most  sacred  person,  and 
The  profit  of  the  state.     For  your  great  graces 
Heap'd  upon  me,  poor  undcserver,  I 
Can  nothing  render  but  allegiant  thanks; 
My  prayers  to  heaven  for  you  ;  my  loyalty. 
Which  ever  has.  and  ever  shall  be  growing. 
Till  death,  that  winter,  kill  it. 
K.  Hen.   Fairly  answer'd ; 
A  loyal  and  obedient  subject  is 
Therein  illustrated :  The  honour  of  it 
Does  pay  the  act  of  it;  as,  i'  the  contrary, 
The  foulness  is  the  punishment.     I  presume. 
That,  as  my  hand  has  open'd  bounty  to  you,' 
My  heart  dropp'd  love,  my  power  rain'd  hon- 
our, more 
On  you,  than  any  ;  so  your  hand,  and  heart. 
Your  brain,  and  every  function  of  your  power. 
Should,    notwithstanding  that  your  bond   of 
As  'twere  in  love's  particular,  be  more  [duty, 
To  me,  your  friend,  than  any. 

Wol.  I  do  profess. 
That  for  your  highness'  good  I  ever  labour'd 
More  than  mine  own;  tliat  am,  have,  and  will 
^c-  [to  you. 

Though  all  tlie  world  should  crack  their  duty 
And  throw  tt  from  their  soul :  though  perils  did 
Abound,  as  thick  as  thought  could  make  them, 

and 
Appear  in  forms  more  liorrid  ;  yet  my  duty. 
As  doth  a  rock  against  the  chiding  flood. 
Should  the  approach  of  this  wild  river  break. 
And  stand  unshaken  yours. 
IS 
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K.  Hen.  Tis  nobly  spoken  : 
Take  notice,  lords,  he  has  a  loyal  breast. 
For  you  have  seen  him  open't. — Read  o'er  this  ; 
[  Giving  him  papers. 
And,  after,  this  :  and  then  to  breakfast,  with 
What  appetite  you  have. 

[^Exit  King, /roi«raiw,£f  upon  Cardinal 

Woi.se y :  the  Nobles  throng  after 

liim,  smiling,  and  icliispering. 

Wol.  What  should  this  mean  ? 

W  hat  sudden  anger's  this  ?  how  have  I  reap'd 

He  parted  frowning  from  me,  as  if  ruia      [it  ? 

Leap'd  from   his  e3'cs  :  So   looks  the  chafed 

lion 
Upon  the  daring  huntsman  that  has  gall'd  him  ; 
Then  makes  him  nothing.     I    must  read  this 

paper; 
I  fear  the  story  of  his  anger. — 'Tis  so  ; 
This  paper  has  undone  me  : — 'Tis  the  account 
Ofall  that  world  of  wealth  1  have  drawn  to- 
gether [dom, 
For  mine  own  ends  ;  indeed,  to  gain  the  popc- 
And  fee  my  friends  in  Rome.     O  negligence. 
Fit  for  a  fool  to  fall  by  !     What  cross  devil 
Made  me  put  this  main  secret  in  the  packet 
I  sent  the  king  ?  Is  there  no  way  to  cure  this  ? 
JVo  new  device  to  beat  this  from  his  brains  ? 
I  know,  'twill  stir  him  strongly  ;  Yet  I  know 
A  vvav,  if  it  take  right,  in  spite  of  fortune 
Will  bring  me  ofl' again.     What's  this — To  the 

Pope  ? 
The  letter,  as  I  live,  with  all  the  business 
I  writ  to  his  holiness.     Nay  then,  farewell ! 
I  have   touch'd   the  highest  point  ofall  ni}' 

greatness ; 
And,  from  that  full  meridian  of  my  glory, 
I  haste  now  to  my  setting  :  I  shall  fall 
Like  a  bright  exhalation  in  the  evening. 
And  no  man  see  me  more. 

Re-enter  the  Dukes  of  fio-RFOi,s.  and  Suffolk, 
the  Earl  0/ Surrey,  and  the  Lord  Chamber- 
lain. 

Nor.  Hear  the  king's  pleasure,  cardinal : 
who  commands  you 
To  render  up  the  great  seal  presently 
Into  our  hands  ;  and  to  confine  yourself 
To  Asher-house,*  my  lord  of  Winchester's, 
Till  you  hear  further  from  his  highness. 

JVol.  Stay, 
"Where's  your  commission,  lords  ?  words  can- 
not carry 
Authority  so  weighty. 

Stif.  Who  dare  cross  them  ?  [pressly  ? 

Bearing  the   king's  will  from   his  mouth  ex- 
JFol.  Till  I  find  more   than   will,  or   words, 
to  do  it, 
(I  mean,  your  malice,)  know,  officious  lords, 
I  dare  and  must  deny  it.     Now  I  feel 
Ofwhat  coarse  metal  ye  are  mouldered, — envy. 
How  eagerly  ye  follow  my  disgraces, 
As  if  it  fed  ye  !  and  liow  sleek  and  wanton 
Ye  appear  in  every  thing  may  bring  my  ruin  ! 
Follow  your  envious  courses,  men  of  malice  ; 
You  have  Christian  warrant  for  them,  and.  no 

doubt. 
In  time  will  find  their  fit  rewards.     That  seal, 
You  ask  with  such  a  violence,  the  king. 
(Mine,  and  your  master,)  with  his   own   hand 

gave  me : 
Bade  me  enjoy  it,  with  the  place  and  labours, 
During  my  life  ;  and,  to  confirm  his  goodness, 
Tied  it  by  letters  patents  :  Now,  who'll  take  it  ? 
Sur.  The  king,  that  gave  it. 
f^o^  It  must  be  himself  then.  | 

*  E  hct  in  iriirrcv. 


Sur.  Thou  art  a  proud  traitor,  priest. 

Il'ol.  Proud,  lord,  thou  liest ; 
Within  these  forty  hours  Surrey  durst  better 
Have  burnt  that  tongue,  than  said  so. 

Sur.  Thy  ambition. 
Thou  scarlet  sin,  robb'd  this  bewailing  land 
Of  noble  Buckingham,  my  father-in-law : 
The  heads  ofall  thy  brotlier  cardinals, 
(With  thee,  and  all  thy  best  parts  bound  to- 
gether,) 
Weigh'd  not  a  hair  of  his.    Plague  of  your  po- 
I'ou  sent  me  deputy  for  Ireland  ;  [licy  ! 

Far  from  his  succour,  from  the  king,  from  all 
That  might  have  mercv  on  the  fault  thou  gav'st 

bun ; 
Wliilst  your  great  goodness,  out  of  holy  pity, 
Absolv'd  him  with  an  axe. 

IVol.  This,  and  all  else 
This  talking  lord  can  lay  upon  my  credit, 
I  answer,  is  most  false.     The  duke  by  law 
Found  his  deserts  :  how  innocent  I  was 
From  any  private  malice  in  his  end. 
His  noblejury  and  foul  cause  can  witness. 
If  I  lov'd  many  words,  lord,  I  should  tell  you, 
You  have  as  little  honesty  as  honour ; 
That  I,  in  the  way  of  loyalt^v  and  truth 
Toward  the  king,  my  ever  royal  master, 
Dare  mate*  a  sounder  man  than  Surrey  can  be 
And  all  that  love  his  iVdlies. 

Sur.  By  my  soul. 
Your   long  coat,  priest,  protects  you;    thou 

should'st  feel 
My  sword  i'the  life-blood  of  thee  else. — My 
Can  ye  endure  to  hear  this  arrogance  ?  [lords. 
And  from  this  fellow  ?  If  we  live  thus  tamely. 
To  be  thus  jadedt  by  a  piece  of  scarlet. 
Farewell  nobility  ;  let  his  grace  go  forward, 
And  dare  us  with  his  cap,  like  larks. t 

IVol.  All  goodness 
Is  poison  to  thy  stomach. 

Sur.  Yes,  that  goodness 
Of  gleaning  all  tlie  land's  wealth  into  one. 
Info  your  own  hands,  cardinal,  by  extortion  ; 
The  goodness  of  your  intercepted  packets. 
You  writ  to  the  pope,  against  the  king  :  your 
goodness,  [rious. — 

Since  you  provoke  me,  shall  be  most  noto- 
My  lord  of  Norfolk, — as  you  are  truly  noble, 
As  you  respect  the  common  good,  tlie  state 
Of  ourdespis'd  nobility,  our  issues, 
Who,  if  he  live,  will  scarce  be  gentlemen, — 
Produce  the  grand  sum  of  his  sins,  the  articles 
Collected  from  his  life: — I'll  startle  you 
Worse  tliau  the  scaring  bell,  when  the  brown 

wench 
Lay  kissing  in  your  arms,  lord  cardinal. 

ffol.  How  much,  methinks,  I  could  despise 
this  man. 
But  that  I  am  bound  in  charity  against  it .' 

Nor.  Those   articles,  my    lord,  are   in   the 
king's  hand: 
But,  thus  much,  they  are  foul  ones. 

Wol.  So  much  fairer. 
And  spotless,  shall  mine  iimocencc  arise. 
When  the  king  knows  my  truth. 

Sur.  This  cannot  save  you: 
I  thank  my  memory,  I  yet  remember 
Some  of  these  articles;  and  out  they  shall. 
Now.  if  you  can  blush,  and  cry  guilty,  cardi- 
Vou'll  show  a  little  honesty.  [nal. 

ffol.  Speak  on.  Sir: 
I  dare  your  worst  objections:  if  I  blush. 
It  is,  to  see  a  nobleman  want  manners. 

*   Gqua).  f  Bifldeji. 

I  A  carduial's  h:il  is  scarlet,  niiathc  metliofl  ordariiig 
Ijrks  is '  y  sinall  mirror?  on  iCi:lei  cIoHi. 
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Sur.  I'd  rather  wavit  those,  than  my  head. 

Have  at  you.  [edge, 

First,  that,  without  tlie  kinj^'s  assent,  or  knowl- 

You  wrought  to  be  a  legate;  by  which  power 

You  maim'd  the  jurisdiction  of  all  bishops. 

Nor.  Then,  that,  in  all  you  write  to  Rome,  or 
To  foreign  princes.  Ego  el  ex  mens  [else 

Was  still  inscrib'd;  in  which  you  brought  the 
To  be  your  servant.  [knig 

Siif.  Then,  that,  without  the  knowledge 
Either  of  king  or  council,  when  you  went 
Ambassador  to  the  emperor,  you  made  bold 
To  carry  into  Flanders  the  great  seal. 

Sur.  Item,  you  sent  a  large  commission 
To  Gregory  de  Cassalis,  to  conclude,     [ance. 
Without  the  king's  will,  or  the  state's  allow- 
A  league  between  his  highness  andFerrara. 
Siif.  That,  out  of  mere  ambition,  you  have 
caus'd 
Your  holy  hat  to  be  stamp'd  on  the  king's  coin. 
Sur.  Then,  that  you  have  sent  innumerable 
substance,  [science,) 

(By  what  means  got,  I  leave  to  your  own  con- 
To  furnish  Rome,  and  to  prepare  the  ways 
You  have  for  dignities  ;  to  the  mere*  undoing 
Of  all  the  kingdom.     Many  more  there  arc  ; 
Which,  since  they  are  of  you,  and  odious, 
I  will  not  taint  my  mouth  with. 

Cham.  0  my  lord, 
Press  not  a  falling  man  too  far  ;  'tis  virtue  : 
His  faults  lie  open  to  the  laws  ;  let  them. 
Not  you,  correct  him.     My  heart  weeps  to  see 
So  little  of  his  great  self.  [him 

Sur.  I  forgive  him. 

Suf.  Lord  cardinal,  the  king's  further  plea- 
sure is, — 
Because  all  those  things,  you  have  done  of  late 
By  your  power  legatinet  within  this  kingdom. 
Fall  into  the  compass  of  a  prmmunire,X — 
That  therefore  such  a  writ  be  sued  against  you: 
To  forfeit  all  your  goods,  lands,  tenements. 
Chattels,  and  whatsoever,  and  to  be    [charge. 
Out   of  the   king's  protection : — This   is  my 
Nor.  And  so  we'll  leave  you  to  your  medi- 
tations 
How  to  live  better.  For  your  stubborn  answer, 
About  the  giving  back  the  great  seal  to  us, 
The  king  shall  know  it,  and  no  doubt,  shall 

thank  you. 

So  fare  you  well,  my  little  good  lord  cardinal. 

[Exeunt  all.  but  Wolsey. 

IVoL  So  farewell  to  the  little  good  you  bear 

me. 

Farewell,  a  long  farewell,  to  all  ray  greatness  ! 

This  is  the  state  of  man  ;    To-day  he  puts  forth 

The  tender  leaves  of  hope;  to-morrow  blossoms, 

And  bears  his  blushing  honours  thick  upon 

him  : 
The  third  day,  comes  a  frost,  a  killing  frost ; 
And, — when  he  thinks,  good  easy  man,  full 

surely 
His  greatness  is  a  ripening, — nips  his  root. 
And  then  he  falls,  as  I  do.     I  have  ventur'd. 
Like  little  wanton  boys  that  swim  on  bladders. 
This  many  summers  in  a  sea  of  glory  ;    [))ride 
But  far  beyond    my    depth  :  my    high-blown 
At  length  broke  under  me ;  and  now  has  left  me. 
Weary,  and  old  with  service,  to  the  mercy 
Of  a  rude  stream,  that  must  for  ever  hide  me. 
Vain  pomp,  and  glory  of  this  world,  I  hate  ye; 
I  feel  my  heart  new  open'd  :  O,  how  wretched 
Is  that  poor  man,  that  hangs  on  princes'  fa- 
vours !  [to. 
There  is,  betwixt  that  smile  we  would  aspire 
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That  sweet  aspect  of  princes,  and  their  ruin. 
More  pangs  and  fear.s  than  wars  or  women 

have; 
And  when  he  tails,  he  falls  like  Lucifer, 
Never  to  hope  again, — 

Enter  Ckomweli,,  amasedly. 
Why,  how  now,  Cromwell? 

Crom.  I  have  no  power  to  speak.  Sir. 
Wol.  Whitt,  amaz'd 
At  my  misfortunes  ?  can  thy  spirit  wonder, 
A   great  man  should  decline?    Nay,  an  you 
I  am  fallen  indeed.  [weep, 

Crom.  How  docs  your  grace  ? 
Wol.  Why,  well; 
Never  so  tridy  happy,  my  good  CromwelK 
I  know  myself  now  ;  and  1  feel  within  me 
A  peace  above  all  earthly  dignities, 
A  still  and  quiet  concience.     The   king   ha? 

cur'd  me, 
I  humbly  thank   his  grace  ;    and   from  these 

shoulders, 
These  ruin'd  pillars,  out  of  pity,  taken 
A  load  would  sink  a  navy,  too  much  honour: 
O,  'tis  a  burden,  Cromwell,  'tis  a  burden, 
Too  heavy  for  a  man  that  hopes  for  heaven. 
Crom.  I  am  glad,  your  grace  has  made  that 

right  use  of  it. 
Wol.  I  hope,  I  have :  I  am   able  now,  me- 
(Out  of  a  fortitude  of  soul  I  feel,)  [thinks. 

To  endure  more  miseries,  and  greater  far, 
Than  my  weak-hearted  enemies  dare  otVer. 
What  ne\vs  abroad  ? 

Crom.  The  heaviest  and  the  worst. 
Is  your  displeasure  with  the  king. 
'Wol  God  bless  him  ! 

Crom.  The  next  is,  tliat  Sir  Thomas  More  is 
Lord  chancellor  in  your  place.  [chosen 

Wol.  That's  somewhat  sudden  : 
But  he's  a  learned  man.     May  he  continue 
Long  in  his  highness'  favour  and  do  justice 
For  truth's  sake,  and  his  conscience  ;  that  his 

bones. 
When  he  has  run  his  course,   and   sleeps  in 
blessings,  ['em  I 

May  have  a  tomb  of  orphan's  tears*   wept  on 
What  more  ? 

Crom.  That  Cranmer  is  return'd  with  wel- 
come, 
Install'd  lord  archbishop  of  Canterbury. 
Wol.  Tiiat's  news  indeed. 
Crom.  Last,  that  the  lady  Anne, 
Whom  the  king  hath  in  secrecy  long   married, 
This  day  was  view'd  in  open,  as  his  queen. 
Going  to  chapel  ;  and  the  voice  is  now 
Only  about  her  coronation. 

Wol.  There  was  the  weight  that  pull'd  me 
down.     O  Cromwell, 
The  king  has  gone  beyond  me,  all  my  glories 
In  that  one  woman  I  have  lost  for  ever  : 
No  sun  shall  ever  usher  forth  mine  honours, 
Or  gild  again  the  noble  troops  that  waited 
Upon  my  smiles.     Go,  get  thee  from  me,  Crom- 
well ; 
I  am  a  poor  fallen  man,  unworthy  now 
To  be  tlij'  lord  and  master  :  Seek  the  king ; 
That  sun,  I  pray,  may  never  set  !  I   have  told 
him  [thee ; 

What,  and  how  true  thou  art  :  he  will  advance 
Some  little  memory  of  me  will  stir  him, 
(I  know  his  noble  nature,)  not  to  let 
Thy  hopeful  service  perish  too  :   Good    Crom- 
well, 
Neglect  him  not;  make  use  +  now,  and  provide 
For  thine  own  future  safety. 


*  Absolute.  t  A^the  Pope's  lejate. 

I  A  writ  ifiCurrihs  a  ppiialty. 


'The  p.liancellor  is  the  2ti.ir«lmn  (>f  orpliany. 
tlntRiest 
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Crom.  O  my  lord, 
Must  I  then  leave  you  ?  Must  I  needs  forego 
So  g'ood,  so  noble,  and  so  true  a  master  ? 
Bear  witness,  all  that  have  not  Iicarts  of  iron, 
With  what  a  sorrow  Cromwell  leaves  his  lord. - 
The  king  shall  have  my  service :  but  my  pray 

ers 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  shall  be  yours. 

Wol.   Cromwell,  I  did  not  think  to  shed  a 
tear 
In  all  my  miseries ;  but  thou  hast  forc'd  me 
Out  of  thy  honest  truth  to  play  the  woman. 
Let's  dry  our  eyes :    and  thus  far  hear  me 

Cromwell ; 
And, — when  1  am  forgotten,  as  I  shall  be  ; 
And  sleep  in  dull  cold  marble,  where  no  men- 
tion [thee, 
Of  me  more  must  be  heard  of, — say,  1  taught 
Say.  Wolsej', — that  once  trod  the  ways  ofglory. 
And   sounded  all   the  depths  and  shoals   of 

honour, — 
Found  thee  a  way,  out  of  his  wreck,  to  rise  in; 
A  sure  and  safe  one,  though  thy  master  miss'd 
Mark  but  my  fall,  and  that  that  ruin'd  me.  [it. 
Cromwell,  I  charge  thee,  fling  away  ambition; 
By  that  sin  fell  the  angels,  how  can  man  then. 
The  image  of  his  Maker,  hope  to  win  by't  ? 
Love  thyself  la,st ;    cherish  those  hearts  that 

hate  thee ; 
Corruption  wins  not  more  than  honesty. 
Still  in  thy  right  hand  carry  gentle  peace, 
To  silence  envious   tongues.      Be  just,  and 
fear  not :  [try's. 

Let  all  the  ends,  thou  aim'st  at,  be  thy  coun- 
Thy  God's,  and  truth's;  then  if  thou  fall'st,  O 

Cromwell, 
Thou  fall'st  able.ssed  martyr.  Serve  the  king; 

And, Pr'ythee,  lead  me  in  : 

There  take  an  inventory  of  all  I  have, 

To  the  last  penny  :   'tis  the  king's ;  my  robe, 

And  my  integrity  to  heaven,  is  all 

I  dare  now  call   mine  own.       O    Cromwell, 

Cromwell, 
Had  1  but  serv'd  my  God  with  half  the  zeal 
I  serv'd  my  king,  he  would  not  in  mine  age 
Have  left  me  naked  to  mine  enemies. 
Crom.   Good  Sir,  have  patience. 
Wol.   So  I  have.     Farewell 
The  hopes  of  court !    my  hopes  in  heaven  do 
dwell.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. — A  Street  in  Westminster. 
Enter  two  Gentlemen,  meeting. 

1  Gen<.  You  are  well  met  once  again. 

2  Gejit.    And  so  are  you. 

1  Gent.  You    come    to     take  your    stand 

here,   and  behold 
The  lady  Anne  pass  from  her  coronation  ? 

2  Gent.    'Tis  all  my  business.     At  our  last 

encounter. 
The  duke  of  Buckingham  came  from  his  trial. 

1  Gent.  'Tis  very  true :  but  that  time  offer'd 

sorrow ; 
This  general  jo}'. 

2  Gent.    'Tis  well :    The  citizens, 

I  am  sure,  have  shown  at  full  their  royal  minds; 
As,  let  them   have  their  rights,  they  are  ever 

forward 
In  celebration  of  this  day  with  shows, 
Pageants,  and  sights  of  honour. 

1  Gent.   Never  greater. 

Nor,  I'll  assure  you,  better  taken,  Sir. 

2  Gent.    May  I  be  bold  to  ask   what  that 
That  paper  in  your  hand  ?  [contains, 


lAd  IV. 

1  Gent.  Yes ;  'tis  the  list 

Of  those,  that  claim  their  offices  this  day, 
By  custom  of  the  coronation. 
The  duke  of  Sufiblk  is  the  first,  and  claims 
To  be  high  steward;  next,  the  duke  of  Norfolk, 
He  to  be  earl  marshal :  you  may  read  the  rest. 

2  Gent.  I  thank  you.  Sir ;  had  I  not  known 

those  customs, 

I  should  have  been  beholden  to  your  paper. 

But,  I  beseech  you,  what's  become  of  Kath- 
arine, 

The  princess  dowager  I  how  goes  her  business? 

1  Gent.  That- 1  can  tell  you  too.    The  arch- 

bishop 
Of  Canterbury,  accompanied  with  other 
Learned  and  reverend  fathers  of  his  order, 
Held  a  late  court  at  Dunstable,  six  miles  off 
From  Ampthill,  where  the  princess  lay ;   to 

which 
She  oft  was  cited  by  them,  but  appear'd  not : 
And,  to  be  short,  for  not  appearance,  and 
The  king's  late  scruple,  by  the  main  assent 
Of  all  these  learned  men  she  was  divorc'd, 
And  the  late  marriage*  made  of  none  effect : 
Since  which,  she  was  removed  to  Kimbolton, 
Where  she  remains  now  sick. 

2  Gent.   Alas  !  good  lady  ! —       [  Trumpets. 
The  trumpets  sound  :  stand  close,  the  queen  is 

coming, 

THE  ORDER  OF  THE  PROCESSION. 

A  lively  flourish  of  Trumpets;  then  enter 

1.  Two  Judges. 

2.  Tlie  Lord  Chancellor,  with  the  purse  and 

mace  before  him. 

3.  Choristers  singing.  [Music. 

4.  Mayor  of  London  bearing  the  mace.  Then 
Garter,  in  his  coat  of  arms,  and  on  his 
head,  a  gilt  copper  crown. 

Marquis  Dorset,  bearing  a  sceptre  of  gold, 
on  his  head  a  demi-coronal  of  gold. 
With  him,  the  earl  of  Surrey,  bearing  the 
rod  of  silver  with  the  dove,  crowned  with 
an  earl's  coronet.    Collars  of  SS. 

Duke  of  Suffolk,  in  his  robe  of  estate, his  co- 
ronet on  his  head,  bearing  a  long  while 
wand,  as  high-steward.  Ulth  him,  the 
duke  of  Norfolk,  loith  the  rod  of  marshal- 
ship,  a  coronet  on  his  head.  Collars  ofSS. 

A  canopy  borne  by  four  of  the  Cinque-ports; 
under  it,  the  Queen  in  her  robe ;  in  her 
hair  richly  adorned  with  pearl,  crowned. 
On  each  side  of  her,  the  bishops  of  Lon- 
don, and  Winchester. 

The  old  duchess  of  Norfolk,  in  a  coronal  of 
gold,  wrought  with  flowers,  bearing  the 
Queen's  train. 
9.   Certain  Ladies  or  Countesses,  with  plain 
circlets  of  gold  without  flowers. 
2  Gent.  A  royal  train,  believe  me. — These 
I  know ; — 
Who's  that,  that  bears  the  sceptre  ? 

1  Gent.   Marquis  Dorset : 

And  that  the  earl  of  Surrey,  with  the  rod. 

2  Gent.   A  bold  brave  gentleman  :  And  that 

should  be 
The  duke  of  Suffolk. 

1  Gent.    'Tis  the  same  ;  high  steward. 

2  Gent.  And  that  my  lord  of  Norfolk  .' 

1  Gent.  Yes. 

2  Gent.  Heaven  bless  thee  ! 

[Looking on  the  Queen. 
Thou  hast  the  sweetest  face  I  ever  look'd  on.- 
Sir,  as  I  have  a  soul,  she  is  an  angel ; 

"  The  marriage  lately  considered  as  TaliJ. 
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Our  king  has  all  the  Indies  in  his  arms, 

And  more,  and  richer,  when  he  strains  tliat 

I  cannot  blame  his  conscience.  [lady  : 

1  Gent.  They,  that  bear 
The  cloth  of  honour  over  her,  are  four  barons 
Of  the  Cinque-ports. 

2  Gent.  Those  men  are  happy ;  and  so  are 

all,  are  near  her. 
I  take  it,  she  that  carries  up  the  train. 
Is  that  old  noble  lady,  duchess  of  Norfolk. 

1  Ge?!^  Itis;  andall  the  rest  are  countesses. 

2  Gent.  Their  coronets  say  so.    These  are 

stars  indeed ; 
And,  sometimes,  falling  ones. 
1  Gent.  No  more  of  that. 

[Exit  Procession,  with  a  great  flourish  of 
Trumpets. 
Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 
God   save  you.    Sir!   Where  have  you  been 
broiling  ? 

3  Gent.    Among   the    crowd    i'the  abbey; 

where  a  finger 
Could  not  be  wedg'd  in  more  ;  and  I  am  stifled 
With  the  mere  rankness  of  their  joy. 

3  Geiit.  You  saw 
The  ceremony  1 
3  Gent.  That  I  did. 
1  Gent.  How  was  it  ? 
3  Gent.  Well  worth  the  seeing. 
3  Gent.  Good  Sir,  speak  it  to  us. 
3  Gent.  As  well  as  I  am   able.     The  rich 
stream 
Of  lords,  and  ladies,  having  brought  the  queen 
To  a  prepar'd  place  in  the  choir,  fell  off 
A  distance  from  her  ;  while  her  grace  sat  down 
To  rest  a  while,  some  half  an  hour,  or  so. 
In  a  rich  chair  of  state,  opposing  freely 
The  beauty  of  her  person  to  the  people. 
Believe  me.  Sir,  she  is  the  goodliest  woman 
That  ever  lay  by  man :  which  when  the  people 
Had  the  full  view  of,  such  a  noise  arose 
As  the  shrouds  make  at  sea  in  a  stiff  tempest, 
As  loud,  and  to  as  many  tunes  :  hats,  cloaks, 
(Doublets,  I  think,)    flew  up ;   and  had  their 
faces  [joy 

Been  loose,  this  day  they  had  been  lost.  Such 
I  never  saw  before.     Great-bellied  women. 
That  had  not  half  a  week  to  go,  like  rams 
In  the  old  time  of  war,  would  shake  the  press. 
And  make  them  reel  before  them.    No  man 
living  [woven 

Could  say.    This  is  my  wife,  there  ;  all  were 
So  strangely  in  one  piece. 

3   Gent.  But,  pray,  what  foHow'd  ? 
3   Gent.   At  length  her  grace  rose,  and  with 
modest  paces 
Came  to  the  altar ;   where  she  kneel'd,   and, 
saint-like,  [voutly. 

Cast  her  fair  eyes  to  heaven,  and  pray'd  de- 
Then  rose  again,  and  bow'd  her  to  the  people: 
When  by  the  archbishop  of  Canterbury 
She  had  all  the  royal  makings  of  a  queen  ; 
As  holy  oil,  Edward  Confessor's  crown. 
The  rod,  and  bird  of  peace,  and  all  such  em- 
blems 
Laid  nobly  on  her:  which  perform'd,  the  choir. 
With  all  the  choicest  music  of  the  kingdom, 
Togetlier  sung  Te  Deum.    So  she  parted. 
And  with  the  same  full  state  pac'd  back  again 
To  York-Place,  where  the  feast  is  held. 

1   Gent.    Sir,  you 
Must  no  more  call  it  York-place,  that  is  past: 
For,  since  the  cardinal  fell,  tliat  title's  lost ; 
'Tis  now  the  king's,  and  call'd — Whitehall. 

3  Gent.   I  know  it ; 
But  'tis  so  lately  alter'd,  that  the  old  name 
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fresh  about  me. 

2  Gent.  What  two  reverend  bishops 
AVere  those  that  went  on  each  side  of  the  queen? 

3  Gent.   Stokesly  and  Gardiner ;  the  one,  of 
Winchester, 

(Newly  prefcrr'd  from  the  king's  secretary,) 
The  other,   London. 

2  Gent.    He  of  Winchester 
Is  held  no  great  good  lover  of  the  archbishop's, 
The  virtuous  Cranmer. 

3  Gent.   All  the  land  knows  that : 
However,  yet  there's  no  great  breach ;  when 

it  comes,  [him. 

Cranmer  will  find  a  friend  will  not  shrink  from 

2  Ge7it.    Who  may  that  be,  I  pray  you  ? 

3  Gent.  Thomas  Cromwell ; 
A  man  in  much  esteem   with  the    king,  and 
A  worthy  friend. — The  king  [truly 
Has  made  him  master  o'the  jewel  house. 
And  one,  already,  of  the  privy-council. 

2  Gent.  He  will  deserve  more. 

3  Gejit.  Yes,  without  all  doubt. 
Come,  gentlemen,  ye  shall  go  my  way,  which 
Is  to  the  court,  and  there  ye  shall  be  my  guests ; 
Something  I  can  command.  As  I  walk  thither, 
I'll  tell  ye  more. 

Both.  You  may  command  us,  Sir.  '[Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.—Kimbolton. 

Enter  Katharine,  Dowager,  sick;  led  between 

Griffith  and  Patience. 

Grif.  How  does  your  grace  ? 
Kath.  O,  Griffith,  sick  to  death :  [earth, 
My  legs,  like  loaden  branches,  bow  to  the 
Willing  to  leave  their  burden :  Reach  a  chair;- 
So, — now,  methinks,  I  feel  a  little  ease,  [me, 
Didst  thou  not  tell  me,  Griffith,  as  thou  led'st 
That  the  great  child  of  honour,  cardinal  Wol- 
Was  dead  ?  [sey, 

Grif  Yes,  madam;  but,  I  think,  your  grace. 
Out  of  the  pain  you  suffer'd,  gave  no  ear  to't. 
Kath.  Pr'ythee,  good  Griffith,  tell  me  how 
he  died : 
If  well,  he  stepp'd  before  me,  happily,* 
For  my  example. 

Grif.  Well,  the  voice  goes,  madam, 
For  after  the  stout  earl  of  Northumberland 
Arrested  him  at  York,  and  brought  him  forward 
(As  a  man  sorely  tainted,)  to  his  answer, 
He  fell  sick  suddenly,  and  grew  so  ill, 
He  could  not  sit  his  mule. 
Kath.  Alas  !  poor  man  ! 
Grif.   At  last,  with  easy  roads, t  he  came  to 
Leicester,  [abbot, 

Lodg'd   in  the   abbey ;   wliere   the   reverend 
With  all  his  convent,  honourably  receiv'd  him  ; 
To  whom  he  ga.ve  these  -nordSj-O  father  abbot , 
An  old  man,  broken  tvith  the  storms  of  state. 
Is  come  to  lay  his  weary  bones  among  ye ; 
Give  him  a  little  earth  fur  charity ! 
So  went  to  bed  :  where  eagerly  his  sickness 
Pursued  him  still ;  and,  three  nights  after  this, 
About  the  hour  of  eight,  (which  he  himself 
Foretold,  should  be  his  last,)  full  of  repentance 
Continual  meditations,  tears,  and  sorrows. 
He  gave  his  honours  to  the  world  again. 
His  blessed  part  to  heaven,  and  slept  in  peace. 
Kath.  So  may  he  rest;  his  faults  lie  gently 
on  him ! 
Yet  thus  far,  Griffith,  give  me  leave  to  speak 

him  ! 
And  yet  with  charity,— He  was  a  man 
Of  an  unbounded  stomach, t  ever  ranking 
Himself  with  princes  ;  one,  that  by  suggestion 

*  Haply.  t  By  short  stages.  J  Pride. 
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Tied  all  the  kingdom :  simony  was  fair  play  ■,^ 
His  own  opinion  was  his  law :    I'  the  presence'* 
He  would  say  untruths;  and  be  ever  double, 
Both'in  his  words  and  meaning:  He  was  never, 
But  where  he  meant  to  ruin,  pitiful : 
His  promises  were,  as  he  then  was  mighty ; 
But  his  performance,  as  he  is  now,  nothing. 
Of  his  own  body  he  was  ill,  and  gave 
The  clergy  ill  example. 
Grif.  Noble  madam. 
Men's  evil  manners  live  in  brass ;  their  virtues 
We  write  in  water.     May  it  please  your  high- 
To  hear  me  speak  his  good  now  ?  [ness 

Kath.  Yes,  good  Griffith  ; 
I  were  malicious  else. 
Grif.  This  cardinal, 
Though  from  an  humble  stock,  undoubtedly 
Was   fashion'd  tot  much  honour.     From  his 

Cradle, 
He  was  a  scholar,  and  a  ripe,  and  good  one ; 
Exceeding  wise,  fair  spoken,  and  persuading: 
Lofty,  and  sour,  to  them  that  lov'd  him  not; 
But,  to  those  men  that  sought  him,  sweet  as 

summer. 
And  though  he  were  unsatisfied  in  getting, 
(Which  was  a  sin,)  yet  in  bestowing,  madam. 
He  was  more  princely :   Ever  witness  for  him 
Those  twins  of  learning,  that  he  rais'd  in  you, 
Ipswich,  and  Oxford!   onet  of  which  fell  with 

him, 
Unwilling  to  outlive  the  good  that  did  it ; 
The  other,  though  unfinish'd,  yet  so  famous. 
So  excellent  in  art,  and  still  so  rising. 
That  Christendom  shall  ever  speak  his  virtue. 
His  overthrow  heap'd  happiness  upon  him; 
For  then,  and  not  till  then,  he  felt  himself. 
And  found  the  blessedness  of  being  little  : 
And,  to  add  greater  honours  to  his  age 
That  man  could  give  him,   he  died,  fearing 
God. 
Katk.  After  my  death  I  wish  no  other  he- 
No  other  speaker  of  my  living  actions,    [raid. 
To  keep  mine  honour  from  corruption, 
But  such  an  honest  chronicler  as  Griffith. 
Whom  I  most  liated  living,  thou  hast  made  me, 
With  thy  religious  truth,  and  modesty, 
Now  in   his  ashes    honour :    peace    be  with 

him! — 
Patience,  be  near  me  still;   and  set  me  lower: 
I  have  not  long  to  trouble  thee. — Good  Griffith, 
Cause  the  musicians  play  me  that  sad  note 
I  nam'd  my  knell,  whilst  I  sit  meditating 
On  that  celestial  harmony  I  go  to. 

Sad  and  solemn  music. 

Grif.  She  is  asleep :  Good  wench,  let's  sit 
down  quiet. 
For  fear  we  wake  her;    Softly,  gentle  Patience. 

The  vision.  Enter,  solemnly  Irippingone  after 
another,  six  jiersonages,  clad  in  white  robes, 
wearing  on  their  heads  garlands  of  bays,  and 
golden  vizards  on  their  faces;  branches  of  baijs, 
or palmintheir hands.  Theyjirst  congeeun- 
to  her,  thendance;  and,  atcertainchanges,  the 
first  two  hold  a  spare  garland  over  her  head; 
at  which, the  other  four  make  reverend  courV- 
sits;  then  the  two  that  held  the  garland,  de- 
liver the  same  to  the  other  next  two,  who  ob- 
serve the  same  order  in  their  changes,  and 
holding  the  garland  over  her  head:  which 
done,  they  deliver  the  same  garland  to  the  last 
two,  who  likewise  obsene  the  same  order:  at 
ivhich,  (as  it  were  by  inspiration,)  she  makes 
-  Of  the  king.  t  Formetl  for  $  Iswich. 
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■in  her  sleep  signs  of  rejoicing,  and  holdethup 
her  hands  to  heaven:  and  so  in  their  dancing 
they  vanished,  carrying  the  garland  with  them. 
The  music  continues. 

Kath.  Spirits  of  peace,  where  are  ye?    Are 
ye  all  gone  ? 
And  leave  me  here  in  wretchedness  behind  ye? 
Grif.    Madam,  we  are  here. 
Kath.  It  is  not  you  I  call  for: 
Sew    e  none  enter,  since  I  slept? 
L,  if.  None,  madam. 

Kath.  No?   Saw  you  not,  even  now,  a  bless- 
ed troop 
Invite  me  to  a  banquet ;  whose  bright  faces 
Cast  thousand  beams  upon  me,  like  the  sun? 
They  promis'd  me  eternal  happiness  ; 
And' brought  me  garlands,  Griffith,  which  I 
I  amnot  woithy  yet  to  wear:   I  shall,       [feel 
Assuredly. 

Grif  I  am  most  joyful,  madam,  such  good 
Possess  your  fancy.  [dreams 

Kath.  Bid  the  music  leave, 
They  are  harsh  and  heavy  to  me. 

\_Music  ceases. 
Pat.  Do  J  ou  note. 
How  much  her  grace  is  alter'd  on  the  sudden  ? 
How  long  her  face  is  drawn  ?     How  pale  she 

looks, 
And  of  an  earthly  cold  ?     Mark  you  her  eyes  ? 
Gi-)f  She  is  going,  wench ;  pray,  pray. 
Pat.  Heaven  comfort  her  ! 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  An't  like  your  grace, — 

Kath.  You  are  a  saucy  fellow : 

Deserve  we  no  more  reverence  ? 

Grif.  You  are  to  blame,  [ness, 

Knowing,  She  will  not  lose  her  wonted  great- 
To  use  so  rude  behaviour :    go  to,  luieel. 
Mess.  I  humbly   do  entreat  your  highness' 
pardon ;  [ing 

My  haste  made  me  unmannerly  ;  there  is  stay- 
A  gentleman,  sent  from  the  king  to  see  you, 
Kath.  Admit   him   entrance,   Griffith :   But 
this  fellow 
Let  me  ne'er  see  again. 

\_Exeu7it  Griffith  antZ  Messenger. 

Re-enter  Griffith,  with  Capucius. 

If  my  sight  fail  not,  [peror, 

You  should  be  lord  embassador  from  the  em- 
My  royal  nephew,  and  your  name  Capucius. 

Cap.  Madam,  the  same,  your  servant. 

Kath.  0  my  lord. 
The  times,  and  titles,  now  are  alter'd  strangely 
With  me,  since  first  you  knew  me.     But,  I  pray 
What  is  your  pleasure  with  me  ?  [you, 

Cap.  Noble  lady,  [next. 

First,   mine  own   service  to  your  grace;  the 
The  king's  request  that  I  would  visit  you  ; 
Who  grieves  much  for  your  weakness,  and  by 
Sends  you  his  princely  commendations,     [me 
And  heartily  entreats  you  take  good  comfort. 

Kath.  O  my  good  lord,  that  comfort  comes 
too  late ; 
'Tis  like  a  pardon  after  execution  :  [me; 

That  gentle  physic,  given  in  time,  had  curd 
But  now  I  am  past  all  comforts  here,  but  pray- 
How  does  his  highness?  [ers. 

Cap.  Madam,  in  good  health. 

Kath.  So  may  he  ever  do !  and  ever  flourish. 
When  I  shall  dwell  with  worms,  and  my  poor 

name 
Banished  the  kingdom  !— Patience,  is  that  let- 
I  caus'd  vou  write,  yet  sent  away  ?  [ter, 
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Pat.  No  madam,  [Gfi'JHg  i7fo  Katharine. 
K(Uh.  Sir,  I  most  humbly  pray  you  to  de- 
This  to  my  lord  the  king.  [liver 

Cap.  Most  willing,  madam. 
Kath.  In  which  I  have  commended  to  his 
goodness 
The  model*  of  our  chaste  loves,  his  young 
daughter  -.t —  [her  ! — 

The  dews  of  heaven  fall  thick  in  blessings  on 
Beseeching  him,  to  give  her  virtuous  breeding; 
(She  is  young,  and  of  a  noble  modest  nature ; 
I  hope,  she  will  deserve  well ;)  and  a  little 
To  love  her  for  her  mother's  sake,  that  lov'd 

him, 
Heaven  knows  how  dearly.     My  next  poor 

petition 
Is,  that  his  noble  grace  would  have  some  pity 
Upon  my  wretched  women,  that  so  long. 
Have  follow'd  both  my  fortunes  faithfully  : 
Of  which  there  is  not  one,  I  dare  avow 
(And  now  I  should  not  lie,)  but  will  deserve. 
For  virtue,  and  true  beauty  of  the  soul, 
For  honesty,  and  decent  carriage, 
A  right  good  husband,  let  him  bet  a  noble  ; 
And,  sure,  those  men  are   happy  that  shall 

have  them. 
The  last  is,  for  my  men  : — they  are  the  poorest. 
But  poverty  could  never  draw  them  from  me;- 
That  tliey  may  have  their  wages  duly  paid 

them. 
And  something  over  to  remember  me  by  ; 
If  Heaven  had  pleas'd  to  have  given  me  long- 
er life. 
And  able  means,  we  had  not  parted  thus. 
These  are  the  whole  contents : — And,  good  my 

lord. 
By  that  you  love  the  dearest  in  this  world. 
As  you  wish  Chi-istian  peace  to  souls  departed, 

[king 
Stand  these  poor  people's  friend,  and  urge  the 
To  do  me  this  last  right. 

Cap.   By  heaven,  I  will ; 
Or  let  me  lose  the  fashion  of  a  man  ! 

Kath.  I  thank  you,  honest  lord.  Remember 
In  all  humility  unto  his  highness  :  [me 

Say,  his  long  trouble  now  is  passing  [him, 
Out  of  (his  world  :  tell  him,  in  death  I  bless'd 
For  so  I  will. — Mine  eyes  grow  dim. — Fare- 
well, 
My  lord.— Griffith,  farewell.— Nay,  Patience, 
You  must  not  leave  me  yet.  I  must  to  bed ; 
Call  in  more  women. — When  I  am  dead,  good 

wench, 
Let  me  be  us'd  with  honour  ;  strew  me  over 
With  maiden  flowers,  that  all  the  world  may 
know  [me, 

I  was  a  chaste  wife  to  my  grave: — embalm 
Then  lav  me   forth  :  although  unqueen'd,  yet 

like 
A  queen,  and  daughter  to  a  king,  inter  me. 

I-can  no  more. 

\iE.veunf,  leading  Katharixe. 

ACT  V. 
SCENE  I.— A  Gallery  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Gardiner  Bishop  of  IVinrhester,  rtPAGE 
with  a  torch  bffnre  him,  met  by  Sir  Thomas 

LOVELL. 

Gar.  It's  one  o'clock,  boy,  is't  not? 

Boy.   It  hath  struck. 

Gar.  These  should  be  hours  for  necessities, 
Not  for  delights  ;  times  to  repair  our  nature 
With  comforting  repose,  and  not  for  us 

^  ItiiSje.  t  Afterwards  Q,.  Mary. 

i  T!vCt)  if  he  siionld  he.. 


To  waste  these  times. — Good  hour  of  night 

Sir  Thomas  ! 
Whither  so  late  ? 

Love.  Came  you  from  the  king,  my  lord  ? 
Gar.   I  did   Sir  Thomas ;   and  left  him  at 

primero* 
Witii  the  duke  of  Suffolk. 
Lov.  I  must  to  him  too. 
Before  he  go  to  bed.   I'll  take  my  leave. 

Gar.  Not  yet,  Sir  Thomas  Lovell.     What's 

the  matter  ? 
It  seems  you  are  in  haste :   an  if  there  be 
No  great  offence  belongs  to't,  give  your  friend 
Some   touch  of  your  late  business  :    Affairs, 

tliat  walk 
(As,  they  say,  spirits  do,)  at  midnight,  have 
In  them  a  wilder  nature,  than  the  business 
That  seeks  despatch  by  day. 
Lov.   My  lord,  I  love  you  ; 
And  durst  commend  a  secret  to  your  ear 
Much  weightier  than  this  work.     The  queen's 

in  labour, 
They  say,  in  great  extremity  ;  and  fear'd, 
She'll  with  the  labour  end. 

Gar.   The  fruit,  she  goes  with, 
I  pray  for  heartily  ;  that  it  may  find 
Good  time,   and  live  :   but  for  the  stock.   Sir 

Thomas, 
I  wish  it  grubb'd  up  now. 
Lov.   Methinks,   I  could 
Cry  the  amen  ;  and  yet  my  conscience  says 
She's  a  good  creature,  and,  sweet  lady,  does 
Deserve  our  bettei  wishes. 

Gar.    But,   Sir,   Sir, — 
Hear  me,  Sir  Thomas :    You  are  a  gentleman 
Of  mine  own  way ;  I  know  you  wise,  religious; 
And,  let  me  tell  you,  it  will  ne'er  be  well, — 
'Twill  not.  Sir  Thomas  Lovell,  take'tofme, 
Till  Cranmer,  Cromwell,  her  t«vo  hands,  and 
Sleep  in  their  graves.  [she, 

Lov.    Now,  Sir,  you  speak  of  two 
The  most    remark'd  i'the  kingdom.     As  for 

Cromwell, —  [ter 

Beside  that  of  the  jewel-house,  he's  made  mas- 
O'  the  rolls,  and  the  king's  secretary:  further, 

Sir,  [ments, 

Stands  in  the  gap  and  "trade  of  more  prefer- 
With  which  the  time  will  load  him :  The  arch- 
bishop 
Is  the  king's  hand,  and  tongue ;  And  who  dare 

speak 
One  syllable  against  him  ? 

Gar.   Yes,  yes.  Sir  Thomas,  [tur'd 

There  are  that  dare  ;  and  I  myself  have  ven- 
To  speak  my  mind  of  him:  and,  indeed,  this 

day. 
Sir,  CI  may  tell  it  you,)  I  think,  I  have 
Incens'dt  the  lords  o'tlie  council,  that  he  is 
(For  so  I  know  he  is,  they  know  he  is,) 
A  most  arch  heretic,  a  pestilence         [moved, 
Tliat  does  infect  the   land :   with  which  they 
Have  broken^  with  the  king;  who  hath  so  far 
Given  ear  to  our  complaint,  (of  his  great  grace 
And  princely  care  ;  fbreseeing  those  fell  mis- 
chiefs [manded, 
Our  reasons  laid  before  him,)  he  hath  com 
To-morrow  morning  to  the  council-board 
He  be  convented.||   He's   a  rank   weed,    Sir 

Thomas, 
And  we  must  root  him  out.   From  your  affairs 
I  hinder  you  too  long:  good  night.  Sir  Thomas. 
Lov.   Many   good  nights,  my   lord ;  I  rest 

your  servant. 

lExeunt  Gardiner  and  P.ige. 
*  A  game  at  cards.  t  Hint.  t  Set  on, 

^^  Told  their  mfnil?.         |!  Summoned. 
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froin'^oul   enter  the  King,  anrfl  Which  will  require  your  answer,  you  must  take 


//ie  Duke  of  Suffolk- 

K.  Hen.   Charles,  I  will  play  no  more  to- 
night ; 
My  mind's  not  on't,  you  are  too  hard  for  me. 

Suf.   Sir,  I  did  never  win  of  you  before. 

K.  Hen.  But  little  Charles; 
Nor  shall  not,  when  my  fancy's  on  my  play.— 
Now,  Lovell.  from  the  queen  what  is  the  news? 

Lov.  I  could  not  personally  deliver  to  her 
What  you  commanded  me,  but  by  her  woman 
I  sent  your  message  ;  who  return'd  her  thanks 
In  the  greatest  liumbleness,  and  desir'd  your 

highness 
Most  heartily  to  pray  for  her. 

K.  Hen.  AVhat  say'st  thou  ?  ha ! 
To  pray  for  her  ?  what,  is  she  crying  out  ? 

Lor.  So  said  her  woman;  and  that  her  suf- 
ferance made 
Almost  each  pang  a  death. 

K.  Hen.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

Suf.  God  safely  quit  her  of  her  burden,  and 
With  gentle  travail,  to  the  gladding  of 
Your  highness  with  an  heir ! 

K.  Hen.  'Tis  midnigiit,  Charles, 
Pr'ythee.to  bed ;  and  in  thy  prayers  remember 
The  estate  of  my  poor  queen.  Leave  me  alone ; 
For  I  must  think  of  that,  which  company 
Will  not  be  friendly  to. 

Suf.  I  wish  your  highness 
A  quiet  night,  and  my  good  mistress  will 
Remember  in  my  prayers. 

Jv.  Hen.  Charles,  good  night. — 

lExit  Suffolk. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony  Denny. 
Well,  Sir,  what  follows? 

Den.  Sir,  1  have  brought  my  lord  the  arch- 
As  you  commanded  me.  [bishop, 
K.  Hen.   Ha !  Canterbury  ? 
Den.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
K.  Hen.   'Tis  true  :  Where  is  he,  Denny  ? 
Den.  He  attends  your  highness'  pleasure. 
K.  Hen.  Bring  him  to  us.      \_Exit  Denny. 
Lev.  This  is  about  that  which  the  bishop 
spake ; 
I  am  happily  come  hither.  lAside. 
jRe-e?i<er  Denny,  ivith  Cranmer. 

K.  Hen.  Avoid  the  gallery. 

[LovELL  seems  to  stay. 
Ha ! — I  have  said. — Begone. 
What !  lExeunt  Lovell  and  Denny. 

Cran.  I  am  fearful : — Wherefore  frowns  he 
thus? 
'Tis  his  aspect  of  terror.  All's  not  well. 

K.  Hen.  How  now,  my  lord  ?  You  do  desire 
to  know 
Wherefore  I  sent  for  you. 

Cran.  It  is  my  duty. 
To  attend  your  highness'  pleasurt-. 

K.  Hen.  'Pray  you,  arise, 
My  good  and  gracious  lord  of  Canterbury. 
Come,  you  and  I  must  walk  a  turn  together ; 
I  have  news  to  tell  you  :  Come,  come,  give  me 

your  hand, 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  I  grieve  at  what  I  speak. 
And  am  right  sorry  to  repeat  what  follows : 
I  have,  and  most  unwillingly  of  late 
Heaid  many  grievous,  I  do  say,  my  lord. 
Grievous  complaints  of  you;  which,  being  con- 

sider'd, 
Have  mov'd  us,  and  our  council,  that  you  shall 
This  morning  come  before  us  ;  where  I  know, 
You  cannot  with  such  freedom  purge  yourself. 
But  that,  till  further  trial,  in  those  charges 


Your  patience  to  you,  and  be  well  contented 
To  make  your  house  our  Tower :  Youabrother 

of  us,* 
It  fits  we  thus  proceed,  or  else  no  witness 
Would  come  against  you. 

Cram.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness ; 
And  am  right  glad  to  catch  this  good  occasion 
Most   thoroughly  to  be  winnow'd,  where  my 

chaff 
And  corn  shall  fly  asunder  :  for,  I  know, 
There's  none  stands  under  more  calumnious 
Than  I  myself,  iioor  man.  [tongues, 

K.  Hen.   Stand  up,  good  Canterbury  ; 
Thy  truth,  and  thy  integrity,  is  rooted      [up  ; 
In  us,  thy  friend  :    Give  me  thy   hand,  stand 
Pr'ythee,  let's  walk.    Now,  by  my  holy-dame, 
What  manner  of  man  are  you  ?   My  lord,  I 

look'd 
You  would  have  given  me  your  petition,  that 
1  should  have  ta'en  some  pains  to  bring  toge- 
ther [you 
Yourself  and  your  accusers;  and  to  have  heard 
Without  indurance,  further. 

Cran.  Most  dread  liege. 
The  good  I  stand  on  is  my  truth,  and  honesty  ; 
If  they  shall  fail,  I,  with  mine  enemies,  [not, 
Will  triumph  o'er  my  person ;  which  I  weight 
Being  of  those  virtues  vacant.  I  fear  nothing 
What  can  be  said  against  me. 

K.  Hen.  Know  you  not  how  [world? 

Your  state  stands  i'the  world,  with  the  whole 
Your  enemies 

Are  many,  and  not  small ;  their  practices 
Must  bear  the  same  proportion  :  and  not  everj 
The  justice  and  the  truth  o'the  question  carries 
The  due  o'the  verdict  with  it :  At  what  ease 
Might  corrupt  minds  procure  knaves  as  corrupt 
To  swear  against  you  ?  such  things  have  been 

done.  , 

You  are  potently  oppos'd  ;  and  with  a  malice 
Of  as  great  size.    Ween§  you  of  better  luck, 
I  mean,  in  perjur'd  witness,  than  your  master, 
Whose  minister  you  are,  whiles  here  he  liv'd 
Upon  this  naughty  earth  ?  Go  to,  go  to ; 
You  take  a  precipice  for  no  leap  of  danger. 
And  woo  your  own  destruction. 

Cran.  God,  and  your  majesty, 
Protect  mine  innocence,  or  I  fall  into 
The  trap  is  laid  for  me  ! 

K.  Hen.  Be  of  good  cheer;  [to. 

They  shall  no  more  prevail  than  we  give  way 
Keep  comfort  to  you ;  and  this  morning  see 
You   do  appear   before  them;   if  they  shall 

chfuice. 
In  charging  you  with  matters,  to  commit  you, 
The  best  persuasions  to  the  contrary 
Fail  not  to  use,  and  with  what  vehenicncy 
The  occasion  shall  instruct  you  :  if  entreaties 
Will  render  you  no  remedy,  this  ring 
Deliver  them,  and  your  appeal  to  us  [weeps  ! 
There  make  before  them.— Look,  the  good  man 
He's  honest,  on  mine  honour.     God's  blest 

mother ! 
I  swear,  he  is  true-hearted  ;   and  a  soul 
Nonebette^^in  my  kingdom.— Get  you  gone. 
And  do  as  I  have  bid  you.— \_Exit  Cranmer.] 
He  has  strangled 
His  language  in  his  tears. 

Enter  an  old  Lady. 
Gent,  imthin.']  Come  back;  What  mean 

you  ? 
Lady.  I'll  not  come  back :  the  tidings  that 

I  bring 
Gneoftliccounci'.     (Value,    t  Always.    6  Think  ■ 
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Scene  //.] 

Will  make  my  boldness  manners. — Now,  good 

angels 
Fly  o'er  thy  royal  head,  and  shade  thy  person 
Under  their  blessed  wings  ! 

K.  Hen.  Now,  by  thy  looks 
I  guess  thy  message.     Is  the  queen  deliver'd  ? 
Say,  ay  ;  and  of  a  boy. 

Lady.  Ay,  ah,  mj-  liege  ; 
And  of  a  lovely  boy  :  The  God  of  heaven 
Both  now  and  ever  bless  her  ! — 'tis  a  girl, 
Promises  boys  hereafter.     Sir,  your  queen 
Desires  your  visitation,  and  to  be 
Acquainted  with  this  stranger  ;  'tis  as  like  you. 
As  cherry  is  to  cherry. 
K.  Hen.  Lovell, — 

Enter  Lovell. 
Loz'.  Sir, 

K.  Hen.  Give  her  a  hundred  marks.    I'll  to 
the  queen.  [^Exit  King. 

Lady.  A  hundred   marks  !    By  this   light, 
ril  have  more. 
An  ordinary  groom  is  for  such  payment. 
I  will  liave  more,  or  scold  it  out  of  him. 
Said  I  for  this,  the  girl  is  like  to  him  ? 
I  will  have  more,  or  else  unsay't ;  and  now 
While  it  is  hot,  I'll  put  it  to  the  issue. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE IL-Lobbybeforethe  Council-Chamber. 

Enter  Cranmer  ;  Servants,  Door-Keeper, 

^•f.  attending. 

Cran.  I  hope,  I  am  not  too  late ;  and  yet  the 

gentleman,  [me 

That  was  sent  to  me  from  the  council,  pray'd 

To  make  great  haste.    All  fast  ?  what  means 

this  ?— Hoa ! 
Who  waits  there  ? — Sure,  j'ou  know  me  ? 

D.  Keep.   Yes,  my  lord  ; 
But  yet  I  cannot  help  you. 
Cran.  Why? 

D.  Keep.  Your  grace  must  wait,  till  you  be 
call'd  for. 

Enter  Doctor  Butts. 
Cran.  So. 

Butts.  This  is  a  piece  of  malice.    I  am  glad, 
I  came  this  way  so  happily  :  The  king 
Shall  understand  it  presently.      [_ExttBvT7s. 

Cran.  lAside.'\   'Tis  Butts, 
The  king's  physician  ;  As  he  past  along. 
How  earnestly  Jie  cast  his  eyes  upon  me  ! 
Pray  heaven,  he  sound  not  my  disgrace  !  For 
•  certain. 

This  is  of  purpose  laid,  by  some  that  hate  me, 
(God  turn  their  hearts  ?   I  never  sought  their 

malice,) 
To  quench  mine  honour :   they  would  shame 

to  make  me 
AVait  else  at  door  ;  a  fellow  counsellor, 
Among  boys,  grooms,  and  lackeys.    But  their 

pleasures 
Rlust  be  fulfill'd,  and  I  attend  with  patience. 
Enter  at  a  window  above,  the  King  and  Butts. 
Butts.   I'll  show  your  grace  the   strangest 

sight, — 
K.  Hen.  What's  that,  Butts  ? 
Butts.  I  think,  your  highness  saw  this  many 

a  day. 
K.  Hen.   Body  o'me,  where  is  it? 
Butts.   There,  my  lord :  [bury  ; 

The  high  promotion  of  his  grace  of  Canter- 
Who  holds  his  state  at  door,  'mongst  pursui- 
Pages,  and  footboys.  [vants, 

K.  Hen.  Ha!  'Tis  he,  indeed: 
Vol..  If. 
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Is  this  the  honour  they  do  one  another  ? 

'Tis  well,  there's  one  above  them  yet.     I  had 

thought. 
They  had  parted  so  much  honesty  among  them, 
(At  least,  good  manners,)  as  not  thus  to  suffer 
A  man  of  his  place,  and  so  near  our  favour, 
To  dance  attendance  on  their  lordships'  plea- 
sures. 
And  at  the  door  too,  like  a  post  with  packets. 
By  holy  Mary,  Butts,  there's  knavery  : 
Let  them  alone,  and  draw  the  curtain  close ; 
We  shall  hear  more  anon. —  \_Exeunt. 

THE  COUNCIL-CHAMBER. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chancellor,  the  Dt(ke  o/Suf- 
FOLK,  Earl  0/ Surrey,  Lord  Chamberlain, 
Gardiner,  anrf  Chomvvell.  The  Chancellor 
places  himself  at  the  upper  end  of  the  table  on 
the  left  hand ;  a  seat  being  leftvoid above  him, 
as  for  the  Archbishop  0/ Canterbury.  The 
rest  seat  themselves  in  order  on  each  side. 
Cromwell  at  the  lower  end,  as  secretary. 
Chan.  Speak  to  the  business,  master  secre- 
AVhy  are  we  met  in  council !  [tary  : 

Crom.  Please  your  honours,  [bury. 

The  chief  cause  concerns  his  grace  of  Canter- 
Gar.  Has  he  had  knowledge  of  it? 
Crom.  Yes. 

Nor.  Who  waits  there  ? 
D.  Keep.  Without,  my  noble  lords  ? 
Gar.  Yes. 

D.  Keep.  My  lord  archbishop  ; 
And  has  done   half  an  hour,  to  know  your 
pleasures. 
Chan.  Let  him  come  in. 
D.  Keep.   Your  grace  may  enter  now. 

[Cranmer  approaches  the  Council-table. 
Chan.  My  good  lord  archbishop,  I  am  very 
sorry 
To  sit  here  at  this  present,  and  behold 
That  chair  stand  empty :  But  we  all  ar'e  men, 
In  our  own  natures  frail ;  and  capable 
Of  our  flesh,   few  are  angels :  out  of  which 

frailty, 
And  want  of  wisdom,  you,   that  best  should 

teach  us, 
Have  raisdemean'd  yourself,  and  not  a  little, 
Toward  the  king  first,  then  his  laws,  in  filling 
The  whole  realm  by  your  teaching,  and  your 

chaplains, 
(For  so  we  are  inforra'd,)  with  new  opinions, 
Divers,  and  dangerous ;  which  are  heresies, 
And,  notreform'd,  may  prove  pernicious. 

Gar.  Which  reformation  must  be  sudden  too, 

My  noble  lords :    for  those,  that  tame  wild 

horses,  [gentle ; 

Pace  them  not  in  their  hands  to  make  them 

But  stop  their  mouths  with  stubborn  bits,  and 

spur  them. 
Till  they  obey  the  manage.     If  we  suffer 
(Out  of  our  easiness,  and  childish  pity 
To  one  man's  honour)  this  contagious  sickness, 
Farewell,  all  physic  :  And  what  follows  then? 
Commotions,  uproars,  with  agenerjd  taint 
Of  the  whole  state  :  as,  of  late  days,  our  neigh- 
bours. 
The  upper  Germany,  can  dearly  witness. 
Yet  freshly  pitied  in  our  memories. 

Cran.  My  good  lords,  hitherto,   in  all  th^ 
progress 
Both  of  my  life  and  office,  I  have  labour'd, 
And  with  no  little  study,  that  my  teaching, 
And  the  strong  course  of  my  authority, 
Might  go  one  way,  and  safely  ;  and  the  end 
Was  ever,  to  do  well :  nor  is  there  living 
1-9 
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(I  speak  it  with  a   single  iicart,*  my   lord,] 
A  man,  that  more  detests,  more  stirs  agamst,     1 
Both  in  his  private  conscience,  and  his  place, 
Defacers  of  a  public  peace,  than  I  do. 
'Pray  heaven,  the  king  may  never  find  a  heart 
With  less  allegiance  in  it !     Men,  that  make 
Envv,  and  crooked  malice,  nourishment, 
Dare  bite  the  best.     I  do  beseech  your  lord- 
ships 
That,  in  this  case  of  justice,  my  accusers, 
Be  what  they  will,  may  stand  forth  face  to  face, 
And  freely  urge  against  me. 

Sitf.  Nay.   my  lord, 

That  cannot  be  ;  you  are  a  counsellor. 

And,  by  that  virtue,  no  man  dare  accuse  you. 

Gar'  My  lord,  because  we  have  business  ot 

more  moment,  ^ 

We  will  be  short  with  you.     'Tis  his  highness 

pleasure, 
And  our  consent,  for  better  trial  of  you. 
From  hence  you  be  committed  to  the  Tower; 
Where,  being  but  a  private  man  again. 
You  shall  know  many  dare  accuse  you  boldly, 
More  than,  I  fear,  you  are  provided  for. 

Cran.  Ah,  my  good  lord  of  Winchester,  1 
thank  you,  [pass, 

You  are  always  my  good  friend  ;   if  your  will 
1  shall  both  find  your  lordship  judge  and  juror. 
Your  are  so  merciful:  I  see  your  end, 
'Tis  my  undoing:   Love,  and  meekness,  lord. 
Become  a  churchman  better  than  ambition  ; 
Win  straying  souls  with  modesty  again. 
Cast  none  away.     That  I  shall  clear  myself. 
Lay  all  the  weight  ye  can  upon  my  patience, 
I  make  as  little  doubt,  as  you  do  conscience. 
In  doing  daily  wrongs.     1  could  say  more. 
But  reverence  to  your  calling  makes  me  mo- 
dest. 
Gar.  My  lord,  my  lord,  yon  are  a  sectary. 
That's  the  plain  truth;  your  painted  gloss  dis- 
covers, |_ness. 
To  men  that  understand  you,  words  and  weak- 
Crom.  My  lord  of  Winchester,  you  are  a  lit- 

By  your  good  favour,  too  sharp ;  men  so  noble. 
However  faulty,  yet  should  find  respect 
For  what  they  have  been:  'tis  a  cruelty, 
To  load  a  falling  man. 

Gar.  Good  master  secretary, 
I  cry  your  honour  mercy  ;  you  may,  worst 
Of  all  this  table,  say  so. 
Crom.  Why,  my  lord  ? 
Gar.  Do  not  I  know  you  for  a  favourer 
Of  this  new  sect?   ye  are  not  sound. 
Crom.  Not  sound? 
Gar.  Not  sound,  I  say. 
Crom.  'Would  you  were  half  so  honest ! 
Men's  prayers  then  would  seek  you,   not  their 
fears. 
Gar.  1  shall  remember  this  bold  language. 
Crom.  Do. 
Remember  your  bold  life  too. 

Chan.  This  is  too  much  ; 
Forbear,  for  shame,  my  lords. 
Gar.  I  have  done. 
Crom.  And  I. 

Chan.    Then   thus   for    you,    my  lord,— It 
■    .      stands  agreed, 
\  take  it,  by  all  voices,  that  forthwith 
You  be  convey 'd  to  the  Tower  a  prisoner ; 
There  to  remain,  till  the  king's  further  pleasure 
Be  known  unto  us:  Are  you  all  agreed,  lords  ? 
All.  We  are. 

Cran.  Is  there  no  other  way  of  mercy. 
But  I  must  needs  to  the  Tower,  my  lords  ? 
*  "  In  the  sfngleitess  of  heart."    Acfsii.  ■16'. 


I  Act  I 

Gar.  \ShaX  other 
Would  you  expect  ?  You  arc  strangely  trouble- 
Let  some  o'the  guard  be  ready  th?re.   [some  ! 


Enter  Guard. 

Cran.  For  me  ? 
Must  I  go  like  a  traitor  thither  ? 

Gar.  Receive  him, 
And  see  him  safe  i'the  Tower. 
Cran.  Stay,  good  my  lords, 
I  have  a  little  yet  to  say.    Look  there,  my  lords  ; 
By  virtue  of  that  ring,  I  take  my  cause 
Out  of  the  gripes  of  cruel  men,  and  give  it 
To  a  most  noble  judge,  the  king  my  master. 
Cham.  This  is  the  king's  ring. 
Siir.  'Tis  no  counterfeit. 
Siif.  'Tis  the  right  ring,  by  heaveii :  I  told 
ye  all,  [ing, 

When  we  first  put  this  dangerous  stone  a  roll- 
'Twould  fall  upon  ourselves. 

Nor.  Do  j'ou  think,  my  lords, 
The  king  will  suffer  but  the  little  finger 
Of  this  man  to  be  vex'd? 

Cham.  'Tis  now  too  certain : 
How  much  more  is  his  life  in  value  with  him  ? 
'^Vould  I  were  fairly  outon't. 
Crom.  My  mind  gave  me, 
In  seeking  tales,  and  informations, 
Against  this  man,  (whose  honesty  the  devil 
And  his  disciples  only  envy  at,) 
Ye  blew  the  fire  that  burns  ye:  Now  have  at  yo. 

Enter  Kmo,  frowning  on  Ihem;  takes  his  seat. 

Gar.  Dread  sovereign,  how  much  are  we 
bound  to  heaven 
In  daily  thanks,  that  gave  us  such  a  prince  ; 
Not  only  good  and  wise,  but  most  religious  : 
One  that,  in  all  obedience,  makes  the  church 
The  chiefaim  of  his  honour  ;  and,  to  strengthen 
That  holy  duty,  out  of  dear  respect. 
His  royal  self  in  judgment  comes  to  hear 
The  cause  betwixt  her  and  this  great  ofiender. 
K.  Hen.  You  were  ever  good  at  sudden  com- 
mendations. 
Bishop  of  Winchester.     But  know,  I  come  not 
To  hear  such  flattery  now,  and  in  my  presence, 
They  are  too  thin  and  base  to  hide  oflcnces. 
To  me  you  cannot  reach,  you  play  the  spaniel. 
And  think  with  wagging  of  your  tongue  to  win 

me ; 
But,  whatsoe'er  thou  tak'st  me  for,  I  am  sure, 
Thou  hast  a  cruel  nature,  and  a  bloody. — 
Good  man,  [To  Crammer.]   sit  down.     Now- 
let  me  see  the  proudest 
He,  that  dares  most,  but  wag  his  finger  at  thee : 
By  all  that's  holy,  he  liad  better  starve, 
Than  but  once  think  his  place  becomes  thee 
not. 
S}ir.  May  it  please  your  grace, — 
K.  Hen.  No,  Sir,  it  docs  not  please  me. 
I  had  thought,  1  had  had  men  of  some  under- 
standing 
And  wisdom,  of  my  council ;  but  I  find  none. 
Was  it  discretion,  lords,  to  let  this  man, 
This  good  man,  (few  of  you  deserve  that  title,) 
This  honest  man,  wait  like  a  lousy  footboy 
At  chamber  door  ?  and  one  as  great  as  you  are  > 
Why,  what  a  shame  was  this  ?     Did  my  com- 
mission 
Bid  ye  so  far  forget  yourselves  ?     I  gave  ye 
Power  as  he  was  a  counsellor  to  try  him. 
Not  as  a  groom ;  There's  some  of  ye,  I  see. 
More  out  of  malice  than  integrity. 
Would  try  him  to  the  utmost,  had  ye  mean  ; 
Which  ye  shall  never  have,  while  I  live. 


Scent  nil 

Cham.  Thus  far, 
My  most   dread  sovereign,  may  it  like  your 
grace  £pos'd 

To  let  my  tongue  excuse  all.     What  was  pur- 
Concerning  his  imprisonment,  was  rather 
(If  there  be  faith  in  men,)  meant  for  his  trial, 
And  fair  purgation  to  the  world,  than  malice  ; 
I  am  sure,  in  me. 

K.  Hen.  Well,  well,  my  lords,  respect  him ; 
Take  him,  and  use  him  well,  he's  worthy  of  it. 
I  will  say  thus  much  for  him,  If  a  prince 
May  be  beholden  to  a  subject,  I 
Am,  for  his  love  and  service,  so  to  him. 
Make  me  no  more  ado,  but  all  embrace  him  ; 
Be  friends,  for  shame,  my  lords. — My  lord  of 

Canterbury, 
I  have  a  suit  which  you  must  not  deny  me  ; 
Tliis  is,  a  fair  young  maid  that  yet  wants  bap- 
tism, 
You  must  be  godfather,  and  answer  for  her. 

Gran.  The  greatest  monarch  now  alive  may 
glory 
In  such  an  honour ;  how  may  I  deserve  it. 
That  am  a  poor  and  humble  subject  to  you  ? 

K.  Hen.  Come,  come,  my  lord,  you'd  spare 
your  spoons  ;*  you  shall  have 
Two  noble  partners  with  you ;  the  old  duchess 
of  Norfolk,  •  [you  ? 

And  lady  marquis  Dorset ;  Will  these  please 
Once  more,  my  lord  of  Winchester,  I  charge 
Embrace,  and  love  this  man.  [you, 

Gar.  With  a  true  heart, 
And  brother-love,  I  do  it. 

Cran.  And  let  heaven 
Witness  how  dear  I  hold  this  confirmation. 

K.  Hen.  Goodman,  those  joyful  tears  show 
thy  true  heart. 
The  common  voice,  I  see,  is  verified         [bury 
Of  thee,  which  says  thus.  Do  my  lord  of  Canter- 
A  .ihrewdturn,  and  he  is  your  friend  for  ever. — 
Come,  lords,  we  trifle  time  away ;  I  long 
To  have  this  young  one  made  a  Christian. 
As  I  have  made  ye  one,  lords,  one  remain  ; 
So  I  grow  stronger,  you  more  honour  gain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI.— The  Palace  Yard. 

Noise  and  tumult  ivithin.    Enter  Porter  and 
his  Man. 

Port.  You'll  leave  your  noise  anon,  ye  ras- 
cals :  Do  you  take  the  court  for  Paris-garden  ?t 
ye  rude  slaves,  leave  your  gaping. t 

[  Within.^  Good  master  porter,  I  belonged  to 
the  larder. 

Port.  Belong  to  the  gallows,  and  be  hanged, 
you  rogue:  Is  this  a  place  to  roar  in  ? — Fetch 
me  a  dozen  crab-tree  staves,  and  strong  ones  ; 
these  are  but  switches  to  tliem. — I'll  scratch 
your  heads  :  You  must  be  seeing  christenings  .' 
Do  you  look  for  ale  and  cakes  here,  you  rude 
rascals '.' 

3Iaji.    Pray,  Sir,  be  patient ;  'tis  as  much 
impossible  [cannons,) 

(Unless  we  sweep  them  from  the  door  witJi 
To  scatter  them,  as  'tis  to  make  them  sleep 
On  May -day  morning ;  which  will  never  be : 
We  may  as  well  push  against  Paul's,  as  stir 
them. 

Port.  How  got  they  in,  and  be  hang'd  ? 

Man.  Alas,  I  know  not ;  how  gets  the  tide 
As  much  as  one  sound  cudgel  of  four  foot  [in  ? 
(You  see  the  poor  remainder)  could  distribute, 
I  made  no  spare.  Sir. 

*  It  was  an  ancient  custom  for  sponsors  to  preseul 
Epoons  to  their  god  children. 

f  The  bear  garden  on  the  banksiiJe.       1:  Roaring. 
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Port.  You  did  nothing,  Sii". 

3Ian.  I  am  not  Samson,  not  Sir  Guy,  nor 
Colbrand,*  to  mow  them  down  before  me:  but. 
If  1  spared  any,  that  liad  a  head  to  hit,  cither 
young  or  old,  he  or  she,  cuckold  or  cuckold- 
maker,  let  mc  never  hope  to  see  a  chine  again  ; 
and  that  I  would  not  for  a  cow,  God  save  her. 

[  IVitkin.']  Do  you  hear,  master  Porter? 

Port.  I  shall  be  with  you  presently,  good 
master  puppy. — Keep  the  door  close.  Sirrah. 

Man.  VVhat  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Port.  What  should  you  do,  but  knock  them 
down  by  the  dozens  ?  Is  this  Moorfields  to 
muster  in  ?  or  ha^  e  we  some  strange  Indian 
with  the  great  tool  come  to  court,  the  women  so 
besiege  us  ?  Bless  me,  what  a  fry  of  fornication 
is  at  door!  On  my  Christian  conscience,  this 
one  christening  will  beget  a  thousand;  here 
will  be  father,  godfather,  and  altogether. 

Man.  The  spoons  will  be  the  bigger.  Sir. 
There  is  a  fellow  somewhat  near  the  door,  lie 
should  be  a  brazier  bj'  his  face,  for,  o'  my  con- 
science, twenty  of  the  dog-days  now  reign  in's 
nose  ;  all  that  stand  about  him  are  under  the 
line,  they  need  no  other  penance :  That  fire- 
drake  did  I  hit  three  times  on  the  head,  and 
three  times  was  his  nose  discharged  against 
me ;  he  stands  there,  like  a  mortar-piece,  to 
blow  us.  There  was  a  haberdasher's  wife  of 
small  wit  near  liim,  that  railed  upon  me  till 
her  pink'd  porringert  fell  off  her  head,  for 
kindling  such  a  combustion  in  the  state.  I 
miss'd  the  meteorj:  once,  and  hit  that  woman, 
who  cried  out,  clubs!  when  I  might  see  from 
far  some  forty  truncheoned  s  draw  to  her  suc- 
cour, which  were  the  hope  of  the  Strand,  wlierc 
she  was  quartered.  They  fell  on;  I  made  good 
my  place ;  at  length  they  came  to  the  broom- 
stafl"  with  me,  I  defied  them  still ;  when  sud- 
denly a  file  of  boys  behind  them,  loose  shot, 
delivered  such  a  shower  of  pebbles,  that  I  was 
fain  to  draw  mine  honour  in,  and  let  them  win 
the  work:  The  devil  was  amongst  them,  I  think, 
surely. 

Port.  These  are  the  youths  that  thunder  at  a 
play-house,  and  fight  for  bitten  apples ;  that 
no  audience,  ))ut  the  Tribulation  of  Tower-hill, 
or  the  limbs  of  Limeliouse,  their  dear  brethcrs, 
are  able  to  endure.  I  have  some  of  them  in 
Limbo  Pnlrum,^  and  there  they  are  like  to 
dance  these  three  daj^s ;  besides  the  running 
l)anquet  of  two  beadles, !|  that  is  to  come. 

Enter  the  Lord  Chamberlain. 

Cham.  Mercy  o'me,  what  a  multitude  are 

here!  [coming, 

They  grow  still  too,  from  all  parts  they  are 
As  if  we  kept  a  fair  hero  !     Where  are  these 

porters. 
These  lazy   knaves  ? — Ye  have  made   a  fine 

hand,  fellows. 
There's  a  trim  rabble  let  in :  Are  all  these 
Your  faithful  friends  o'thc  suburbs?  We  shall 

have  [ladies. 

Great  store  of  room,  no  doubt,  left  for  the 
AVhen  they  pass  back  from  the  christening. 

Port.  An't  please  your  honour 
We  are  but  men ;  and  what  so  many  may  do.. 
Not  being  torn  a  pieces,  we  have  done: 
An  army  cannot  rule  them. 

Cham.  As  I  live. 
If  the  king  blame  me  for't,  I'll  lay  ye  all 
By  the  heels,  and  suddenly ;  and  on  your  heads 

*  Guy  of  Warwick,  nor  Colbrand  the  Danish  giant. 

t  PinUM  cap.  t  The  brazier. 

f>  Place  if  coDfinement.  |l  .\  desert  (rfwhippin^. 
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Clap  round  fines,  for  neglect :  You  are  lazy 

knaves ; 
And  here  ye  lie  baiting   of  bumbards,"   when 
Ye   should   do  service.     Hark,  the   trumpets 

sound  ; 
They  are  come  already  from  the  christening: 
Go,  break  among  the  press  and  find  a  way  out 
To  let  the  troop  pass  fairly  ;  or  I'll  find 
A  Marshalsea,  shall  hold  you  play  these  two 
months. 
Port.  Make  way  there  for  the  princess. 
Man.  You  great  fellow,  stand  close   up,  or 
I'll  make  your  head  ache. 

Port.  You  i'thc  carablet,  get  up  o'the  rail ; 
I'll  pick  t  you  o'er  the  pales  else.         {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  Palace,  t 
Enter  trumpets,  sounding  ;  then  two  Aldermen, 
Lord  Mayor,  Garter,  Cranmer,  Duke  of 
Norfolk,  with  his  MarsliaVs  Staff,  Duke  of 
St;FF0LK,  two  Noblemen  bearing  great  stand- 
ing-bowlsfor  the  christeiiing  gifts  ;  then  four 
Noblemen  bearing  a  canopy,  under  which  the 
Dutchess  o/NoRFOLK,  godmother,  bearing  the 
child  richly  habited  in  a  mantle,  &/-c.  Train 
borne  by  a  Lady ;  then  follows  the  Marchioness 
«/ Dorset,  the  other  godmother,  and  Ladies. 
The  Troop  pass  once  about  thestage,  andGAR- 
TER  speaks. 

Gart.  Heaven  from  thy  endless  goodness, 
s.end  prosperous  life,  long,  and  ever  happy,  to 
the  high  and  mighty  princess  of  England, 
Elizabeth  ! 

Flourish.     Enter  Ki^g,  and  Train. 
Cran.  lKneeling.'\  And  to  your  royal  grace, 
and  the  good  queen, 
My  noble  partners,  and  myself  thus  pray  : — 
Allcomfort,  joy,  in  this   most  gracious   lady. 
Heaven  ever  laid  up  to  make  parents  happy, 
May  hourly  fall  upon  ye  ! 

A'.  Hen.  Thank  you,  good  lord  archbishop  ; 
What  is  her  name  ? 
Cran.  Elizabeth. 
K.  Hen.  Stand  up,  lord. — 

[T/(e  King  kisses  the  child. 
With  this  kiss  take  my  blessing :  God  protect 
Into  whose  hands  I  give  thy  life.  [thee  ! 

Cran.  Amen. 

K.  Hen.  My  noble  gossips,  ye  have  been  too 
prodigal : 
I  thank  ye  heartily  ;  so  shall  this  lady, 
When  she  has  so  much  English. 

Cran.  Let  me  speak.  Sir,  [utter 

For  heaven  now  bids   me ;   and  the   words  I 
Let  none  think  flattery,    for   they'll  find  them 
truth.  [her !) 

This  royal  infant,    (heaven  still    move  about 
Though  in  her  cradle,  yet  now  promises 
Upon  this  land  a  thousand  thousand  blessings, 
V>'hicb  time  shall  bring  to  ripeness :  She  shall 

be 
(But  few  now  livingcan  behold  that  goodness,) 
A  pattern  to  all  princes  living  with  her. 
And  all  that  shall  succeed  :  Sheba  was  never 
More  covetous  of  wisdom,  and  fair  virtue, 
Than  this  pure   soul  shall  be:    all   princely 

graces. 
That  mould  up  such  a  mighty  piece  as  this  is, 
With  all  the  virtues  that  attend  the  good,  [her. 
Shall  still  be  doubled  on  her  :  truth  shall  nurse 
Holy  and  heavenly  thoughts  still  counsel  her  : 
She  shall  belov'd  and  fear'd  :    Her  own  shall 

bless  her  : 
Her  foes  shake  like  a  field  of  beaten  corn, 

*  BlacS  Jcattier  vessels  to  hold  beei.  t  Pitch. 

i  At  Greenwich. 


l:Ad  V, 
sorrow :    Good 


And  hang  their  heads   with 

grows  with  her : 
In  her  days,  every  man  shall  eat  in  safety 
Under  his  own  vine,  what  he  plants  ;  and  sing 
The  merry  songs  ofpeace  to  all  his  neighbours : 
God  shall  be  truly  known ;  and  those  about  her 
From  her  shall  read  the  perfect  ways  of  hon- 
our, [blood. 
And  by  those  claim  their  greatness,  not  by 
[Nor*^  shall  this  peace  sleep  with  her  :    But  as 

when 
The  bird  of  wonder  dies,  the   maiden  phoenix, 
Her  ashes  new  create  another  heir, 
As  great  in  admiration  as  herself; 
So  shall  she  leave  her  blessedness  to  one, 
(When  heaven  shall  call  her  from  this  cloud  of 

darkness,) 
Who,  from  the  sacred  ashes  of  her  honour, 
Shall  star-like  rise,  as  great  in  fame  as  she  was, 
And  so  stand  fix'd  :  Peace,  plenty,  love,  truth, 

terror, 
That  were  the  servants  to  this  chosen  infant, 
Shall  then  be  his,  and  like  a  vine  grow  to  him ; 
Wherever  the  bright  sun  of  heaven  shall  shine, 
His  honour  and  the  greatness  of  his  name 
Shall  be,   and  make   new  nations  :    He   shall 

flourish. 
And,  like  a  mountain  cedar,  reach  his  branches 
To  all  the  plains  about  him  : — Our  children's 

children 
Shall  see  this  and  bless  heaven. 
K.  Hen.  Thou  speakest  wonders.] 
Cran.  She  shall  be,  to  the  happiness  of  Eng- 
land, 
An  aged  pi'incess  ;  many  days  shall   see    her, 
And  yet  no  day  without  a  deed  to  crown  it. 
'Would  I  had  known  no  more  !  but    she  must 

die,  [g'lij 

She  must,  the  saints  must  have  her;  yet  avir- 
A  most  unspotted  lily  shall  she  pass  [her. 

To  the  ground,  and  all  the  world  shall  mourn 

K.  Hen.  O  lord  archbishop. 
Thou  hast  made  me  now  a  man  ;  never,  before 
This  happy  child,  did  I  get  any  thing  : 
This  oracle  of  comfort  has  so  pleas'd  me. 
That,  when  I  am  heaven,  I  shall  desire 
To  see  what  this   child   does,   and  praise  my 

Maker. — 
I  thank  ye  all, — To  you,  my  good  lord  mayor, 
And  your  good  brethi-en,  I  am  much  beholden; 
I  have  rcceiv'd  much  honour  by  your  presence, 
And  ye  shall  find  me  thankful.    Lead  the  way, 

lords; —  [ye. 

Ye  must  all  see  the  queen,  and  she  must  thank 
She  will  be  sick  else.  This  day,  no  man  think 
He  has  business  at  his  house  ;  for  all  shall  stay. 
This  little  one  shall  make  it  holiday.  \_E.xeunt. 
EPILOGUE. 
'Tis  ten  to  one,  this  play  can  never  please 
All  that  are  here :  Some  come  to  take  their 

ease, 
And  sleep  an  act  or  two  ;  but  those,  we  fear. 
We  have  frighted  with  our  trumpets  ;  so,  'tis 

clear,  [c'tv 

They'll  say,   'tis  naught:  others,  to  hear  the 
Abus'd  extremely,  and  to  cry, — thaVs  witty .' 
Which  we  have  not  done  neither  :   that,  I  fear, 
All  the  expected  good  we  are  like  to  hear 
For  this  play  at  this  time,  is  only  in 
The  merciful  construction  of  good  women; 
For  such  a  one  we  show'd  them  ;  If  they  smile, 
And  say,  'twill  do,  I  know,  within  a  while 
All  the  best  men  are  ours  ;  for  'tis  ill  hap. 
If  they  hold,  when  their  ladies  bid  them  clap. 
*  This  and  the  following  seventeen  lines  were  probably 
written  by  B.  Jonson, after  ttle  accession  of  King.  James. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


His  Sons. 


Priam,  King  of  Troy. 
Hector,  Troilus,  Paris,  ? 

Deiphobus,  Helenus,  ^ 
.^NEAs,  Antenor,  Trojan  Commanders. 
Calchas,  a  Trojan  Priest,  taking  part  with 

the  Greeks. 
Pandarus,  Uncle  to  Cressida. 
Margarelon,  a  bastard  Son  of  Priam. 
Agamemnon,  the  Grecian  General. 
Menelaus,  his  Brother. 
Achilles,  Ajax,  Ulysses, 

Nestor,  Diomedes 

Patroclus, 


Grecian  Com- 
manders. 


THERsiTES,adeformed  and  scurrilous  Grecian. 
Alexander,  Servant  to  Cressida. 
Sei-vant  to  Troilus.— Servant  to  Paris.— Ser- 
vant to  Diomedes. 

Helen,  Wife  of  Menelaus. 
Andromache,  Wife  to  Hector. 
Cassandra,  Daughter  to  Priam;  a  Prophetess. 
Cressida,  Daughter  to  Calchas. 

Trojan  and  Greek  Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

Scene,  Troy,  and  the  Grecian  Camp  before  it. 


PROLOGUE. 

In  Troy,  there  lies  the  scene.     From  isles  of 

Greece 
The  princes  orgrdous,^  tlieirhigh  blood  chaf'd, 
Have  to  the  port  of  Athens  sent  their  ships, 
Fraught  with  the  mmisters  and  instruments 
Of  ci^uel  war  :  Sixty  and  nine,  that  wore 
Their  crownets  regal,  from  the  Athenian  bay 
Put  forth  toward  Phrygia :  and  their  vow  is 

made,  [mures 

To  ransack  Troy :  within  whose  strong  im- 
The  ravish'd  Helen,  Menelaus'  queen, 
With  wanton  Paris    sleeps;    and    that's    the 

quarrel. 
To  Tenodos  they  come ; 

And  the  deep-drawing  barks  do  there  disgorge 
Their  warlike  fraughtage  :t  Now  ou  Dardan 

plains 
The  fresh  and  yet  unbruised  Greeks  do  pitch 
Their  brave  pavilions  :  Priam's  six-gated  city, 
Dardan,  and  Tymbria,  Ilias,  Chetas,  Trojan, 
And  Antenorides,  with  massy  staples. 
And  corresponsive  and  fulfilling  bolts, 
Sperrt  up  the  sons  of  Troy. 
Now  expectation,  tickling  skittish  spirits, 
On  one  and  other  side,  Trojan  and  Greek, 
Sets  on  all  hazard  : — And  hither  am  I  come 
A  prologue  arm'd, — but  not  in  confidence 
Of  author's  pen,  or  actor's  voice  ;  but  suited 
In  like  conditions  as  our  argument, — 
To  tell  you,  fair  beholders,  that  our  play 
Leaps  o'er  the  vaunt^  and  firstlings  of  those 

broils, 
'Ginning  in  the  middle  ;   starting  thence  away 
To  what  may  be  digested  in  a  play. 
Like,  or  find  fault ;  do  as  your  pleasures  are  ; 
Now  good,  or  bad,  'tis  but  the  chance  of  war. 


Proud,  disdainful.  t  Freight. 

§  AvaunI,  what  went  before. 


Shut. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— Troy.— Before  Priam's  Palace. 

Enter  Troilus  arm'd,  and  Pandarus. 

Tro.  Call  here  my  varlet,*  I'll  unarm  again  : 
Why  should  I  war  without  the  walls  of  Troy, 
That  find  such  cruel  battle  here  within  ? 
Each  Trojan,  that  is  master  of  his  heart. 
Let  him  to  field  ;  Troilus,  alas  !  hath  none. 

Pan.  Will  this  geert  ne'er  be  mended  ? 

Tro.  The  Greeks  are  strong,  and  skilful  to 
their  strength. 
Fierce  to  their  skill,   and  to  their  fierceness 

valiant ; 
But  I  am  weaker  than  a  woman's  tear. 
Tamer  than  sleep,  fondert  than  ignorance  ; 
Less  valiant  than  the  virgin  in  the  night, 
And  skilless  as  unpractis'd  infancy. 

Pan.  Well,  I  have  told  you  enough  of  this  : 
for  my  port,  I'll  not  meddle  nor  make  no  fur- 
ther. He,  that  will  have  a  cake  out  of  the 
wheat,  must  tarry  the  grinding. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  grinding;  but  you  must  tarrv 
the  bolting. 

Tro.  Have  I  not  tarried  ? 

Pan.  Ay,  the  bolting ;  but  you  must  tarry 
the  leavening. 

Tro.  Still  have  I  tarried. 

Pan.  Ay,  to  the  leavening:  but  here's  yet 
in  the  word — hereafter,  the  kneading,  the 
making  of  the  cake,  the  heating  of  the  oven, 
and  the  baking;  nay,  you  must  stay  the  cool- 
ing too,  or  you  may  chance  to  burn  your  lips. 

Tro.  Patience  herself,   what  goddess   e'er 
she  be. 
Doth  lesser  blench§  at  sufierance  than  I  do. 

*  A  servant  to  a  knisht.  t  Habit.  t  Weaker. 

6.  Shrink. 
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At  Priams's  royal  table  do  I  sit ; 
And    when     fair    Cressid    comes     into    my 
thoughts, — 

So,  traitor !— when  she   comes  ! When  is 

she  thence  ? 
Pan.  Well,    she  looked   yesternight  fairer 
than  ever  I  saw  her  look,  or  any  woman  else. 
Tro.  I  was  about  to  tell  thee,— When  my 
heart, 
As  wedged  with  a  sigh,  would  rive*  in  twain ; 
Lest  Hector  or  my  father  should  perceive  me, 
I  have  (as  when  the  sun  doth  light  a  storm,) 
Buried  this  sigh  in  wrinkle  of  a  smile  :     [ness. 
But  sorrow,  that  is  couch'd  in  seeming  glad- 
Is  like  that  mirtli  fate  turns  to  sudden  sadness. 
Pan.    An  her  hair  were  not  somewhat  dark- 
er than  Helen's,  (well,  go  to,)  there  were  no 
more  comparison  between  the  women, — But, 
for  my  part,    she  is  my  kinswoman  ;  I  would 
not,  as  they  term  it,  praise  her, — But  I  would 
somebody  had  heard  her  talk  yesterday,  as  I 
did.    I  will  not  dispraise  your  sister  Cassan- 
dra's wit;  but — 

Tro.  O  Pandarus  !  I  tell  thee,  Pandarus,— 
When  1   do  tell  thee,  There    my  hopes  lie 

drown'd, 
Reply  not  in  how  many  fathoms  deep 
They  lie  indrench'd.     I  tell  thee,  I  am  mad 
In  Cressid's  love  :  Thou  answer'st.  She  is  fair ; 
Pour'st  in  the  open  ulcer  of  my  heart  [voice ; 
Her  eyes,   her  hair,  her  cheek,  her  gait,  her 
Handiest  in  thy  discourse,  O,  that  her  hand. 
In  whose  comparison  all  whites  are  ink 
Writing  their  own  reproach  ;  To  whose  soft 

seizure 

The  cygnet's  down  is  harsh,  and  spirit  of  sense 
Hard  as  the  palm  of  ploughmen !  This  thou 

tell'st  me, 

As  true  thou  tell'st  me,  when  I  say— I  love  her ; 
But,  saying,  thus,  instead  of  oil  and  balm. 
Thou  lay'st  in  every  gash  that  love  hath  given 
The  knife  that  made  it.  [me 

Pa»i.   I  speak  no  more  than  truth. 
Tro.  Thou  dost  not  speak  so  much. 
Pan.  'Faith,  I'll  not  meddle  in't.  Let  her  be 
as  she  is  :  if  she  be  fair,  'tis  the  better  for  her ; 
an  she  be  not,  she  has  the  mends  in  her  own 
hands. 

Tro.  Good  Pandarus  !  How  now,  Pandarus  ? 

Pan.   I  have  had  my  labour  for  my  travel ; 

ill-thoughtonofher,  and  ill-thought  on  of  you: 

gone  between  and  between,  but  small  thanks 

for  my  labour. 

Tro.  What,artthou  angry,  Pandarus?  what, 

with  me  ? 
Pan.  Because  she  is  kin  to  me,  therefore, 
she's  not  so  fair  as  Helen :  an  she  were  not  kin 
to  me,  she  would  be  as  fair  on  Friday,  as  He- 
len is  on  Sunday.  But  what  care  I  ?  I  care  not, 
an  she  were  a  black-a-moor ;  'tis  all  one  to 
me. 

Tro.   Say  I,  she  is  not  fair? 
Pan.  I  do  not  care  whether  you  do  or  no. 
She's  a  fool  to  stay  behind  her  father  ;  let  her 
to  the  Greeks ;  and  so  I'll  tell  her  the  next 
time  I  see  her :   for  my  part,  I'll  meddle  nor 
make  no  more  in  the  matter. 
Tro.  Pandarus, — 
Pan.  Not  I. 

Tro.  Sweet  Pandarus, — 
Pan.  Pray  you.  speak  no  more  to  me ;  I  will 
leave  all  as  I  found  it,  and  there  an  end. 

\_Exif  Pandards.    An  Alarum. 
Tro.  Peace,  you  ungracious  clamours !  peace, 
rude  sounds ! 

*  Pplii. 


lAct  J. 

Fools  on  both  sides  ?  Helen  must  needs  be  fair, 
When  with  your  blood  you  daily  paint  her 
I  cannot  fight  upon  this  argument ;  [thus. 

It  is  too  starv'd  a  subject  for  my  sword. 
But  Pandarus — 0  gods,   how  do  you  plague 

me  ! 
I  cannot  come  to  Cressid,  but  by  Pandar ; 
And  he's  as  techy  to  be  woo'd  to  woo, 
As  she  is  stubborn-chaste  against  all  suit. 
Tell  me,  Apollo,  for  thy  Daphne's  love, 
What  Cressid  is,  what  Pandar,  and  what  we? 
Her  bed  is  India ;  there  she  lies,  a  pearl : 
Between  our  Ilium,  and  where  she  resides, 
Let  it  be  call'd  the  wild  and  wandering  flood  ; 
Ourself,  the  merchant;    and  this  sailing  Pan- 
dar, 
Our  doubtful  hope,  our  convoj',  and  our  bark. 

Alarum.    Enter  .Sneas. 
JEne.  How  now,  piince  Troilus  ?  wherefore 

not  afield  ? 
Tro.  Because  not  there  ;  This^^woman's  an- 
swer sorts,* 
For  womanish  it  is  to  be  from  thence. 
What  news,  ^Eneas,  from  the  field  to  day  ? 
.Mne.  That  Paris  is  returned  home,  and  hurt. 
Tro.  By  whom,  iEneas  ? 
^Slne.   Troilus,  by  Menelaus. 
Tro.    Let  Paris  bleed :  'tis  but  a  scar  to 
scorn ; 
Paris  is  gor'd  with  Manelaus'  horn.  [^Alarum. 
JEne.  Hark !  what  good  sport  is  out  of  town 

to-day  ! 

Tro.  Better  at  home,  if  would  Imight,  were 

may. —  [ther  ? 

But  to  the  sport  abroad  ; — Are  you  bound  thi- 

JEne.  In  all  swift  haste. 

Tro.  Come,  go  we  then  together.  [^Exemit. 

SCENE  II.— The  same.— A  Street. 
Enter  Cressida  and  Alexander. 

Cres.  Who  were  those  went  by  ? 

Alex.    Queen  Hecuba,  and  Helen. 

Cres.  And  whither  go  they  ? 

Alex.  Up  to  the  eastern  tower. 
Whose  height  commands  as  subject  all  the  vale. 
To  see  the  battle.  Hector,  whose  patience 
Is,  as  a  virtue,  fix'd,  to-day  was  mov'd  : 
He    chid    Andromache,    and  stnick  his    ar- 
mourer ; 
And,  like  as  there  were  husbandry  in  war 
Before  the  sun  rose,  he  was  harness'd  light, 
And  to  the  field  goes  he  ;  where  every  flower 
Did,  as  a  prophet,  weep  what  it  foresaw 
In  Hector's  wrath. 

Cres.  What  was  his  cause  of  anger  ? 

Alex.  The  noise  goes,  this:  There  is  among 
the  Greeks 
A  lord  of  Trojan  blood,   nephew  to   Hector  ; 
They  call  him,  Ajax. 

Cres.  Good  ;  And  what  of  him  ? 

Alex.  They  say  he  is  a  very  man  perse,\ 
And  stands  alone. 

Cres.  So  do  all  men;  unless  they  are  drunk, 
sick,  or  have  no  legs. 

Alex.  This  man,  lady,  hath  robbed  many 
beasts  of  their  particular  additions ;}:  he  is  as 
valiant  as  the  lion,  churlish  as  the  bear,  slow- 
as  the  elephant :  a  man  into  whom  nature  hath 
so  crowded  humours,  that  his  valour  is  crush  • 
ed^  into  folly,  his  folly  sauc'd  with  discretion  : 
there  is  no  man  hath  a  virtue  that  he  hath  not 
a  glimpse  of;  nor  any  man  an  attaint,  but  he 
carries   some   stain  of  it:  he  is  melancholy 
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without  cause,  and  inprry  against  the  hair  :* 
He  hath  the  joints  of  every  thing ;  but  every 
thing  is  out  of  joint,  that  he  is  a  gouty  Bria- 
leus,  many  hands  and  no  use ;  or  purblind  Ar- 
gus, all  eyes  and  no  sight. 

Cres.  But  how  should  this  man,  that  makes 
me  smile,  make  Hector  angry  ? 

Alex.  They  say,   he  yesterday  coped  Hec- 
tor in  the  battle,   and  struck  him  down ;   the 
disdain  and  shame  whereof  hath  ever  since 
kept  Hector  fasting  and  waking. 
Enter  P.\ndarus. 
Cres.   Who  comes  here  ? 
Alex.  Madam,  your  uncle  Pandarus. 
Cres.    Hector's  a  gallant  man. 
Alex.  As  may  be  in  the  world,  lady. 
Pan.  What's  that  ?  what's  that? 
Cres.  Good  morrow,  uncle  Pandarus. 
Pan.  Good  morrow,  cousin  Cressid :  What 
do  you  talk  of? — Good  morrow,  Alexander. — 
How  do  you,  cousin?  When  were  you  at  Ilium? 
Cres.  This  morning,  uncle. 
Pan.  What   were  you  talking  of,   when  I 
came  ?  Was  Hector  armed,  and  gone,  ere  ye 
came  to  Ilium  1  Helen  was  not  up,  was  she  ? 
Cres.  Hector  was  gone;  but  Helen  was  notup. 
Pan.  E'en  so  ;  Hector  was  stirring  early. 
Cres.  That  were  we  talking  of,  and  of  his 
anger. 

Pan.  Was  he  angry  ? 
Cres.  So  he  says  here. 
Pan.  True,  he  was  so  ;  I  know  the  "cause 
too  ;  he'll  lay  about  him  to-day,  I  can  tell  them 
that :  and  there  is  Troilus  will  not  come  far 
behind  him  ;  let  them  take  heed  of  Troilus  ;  I 
can  tell  them  that  too. 

Cres.  What,  is  he  angry  too  ? 
Pan.  Who,  Troilus?  Trolius  is  the  better 
man  of  the  two. 

Cres.   O  Jupiter !  there's  no  comparison. 
Pan.  What,  not  between  Troilus  and  Hector? 
Do  you  know  a  man  if  you  see  him  ? 

Cres.   Ay  ;  if  ever  I  saw  him  before,  and 
knew  him. 

Pan.  Well,  I  say,  Troilus  is  Troilus. 
Cres.   Then  you  say  as  I  say ;  for,  I  am  sure, 
he  is  not  Hector. 

Pan.  No,  nor  Hector  is  not  Troilus,  in  some 
degrees. 

Cres.  'Tis  just  to  each  of  them  ;  he  is  himself. 
Pa7i.  Himself?  Alas,  poor  Troilus!  I  would, 

he  were, 

Cres.  So  he  is. 

Pan.  'Condition,  I  had  gone  barefoot 

to  India. 

Cres.  He  is  not  Hector. 
Pan.  Himself?  no,  he's  not  himself.-'Would 
'a  were  himself!    Well,  the  gods  are   above; 
Time  must  friend,  or  end:  Well,  Troilus,  well, 
— I  would,  my  heart  were  in  her  body ! — No, 
Hector  is  not  a  better  man  than  Troilus. 
Cres.  Excuse  me. 
Pan.  He  is  elder. 
Cres.  Pardon  me,  pardon  me. 
Pan.  The  other's  not  come  to't  ;  you  shall 
tell  me  another  tale,  when  the  other's  come  to't. 
Hector  shall  not  have  his  wit  this  year. 

Cres.  Heshall  not  need  it,  if  he  havehisown. 

Pan.  Nor  his  qualities ; 

Cres.  No  matter. 

Nor  his  beauty. 

'Twould  not  become  him,    his  own's 
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Pan. 

Cres 

better. 

Pan. 


You  have  no  judgment,  niece:  Helen 
herself  swore  the  other  day,   that  Troilus,  for 

*  Grain, 


a  brown  favour,  (for  so  'tis,  I  must  confess,)— 
Not  brown  neither. 
Cres.  No,  but  brown. 

Pan.  'Faith,  to  say  truth,  brown  and  not 
brown. 

Cres.  To  say  the  truth,  true  and  not  true. 
Pan.  She  prais'd his complexionabove Paris. 
Cres.  Why,  Paris  hath  colour  enough. 
Pan.    So  he  has. 

Cres.  Then  Troilus  should  have  too  much  : 
if  she  praised  him  above,  his  complexion  is 
higher  than  his  ;  he  having  colour  enough, 
and  the  other  higher,  is  too  flaming  a  praise 
for  a  good  complexion.  I  had  as  lief,  Helen's 
golden  tongue  had  commended  Troilus  for  a 
copper  nose. 

Pan.  I  swear  to  you,  I  think,  Helen  loves 
him  better  than  Paris. 

Cres.  Then  she's  a  merry  Greek,  indeed. 
Pan.  Nay,  I  am  sure  she  does.    She  came 
to  him  the  other  day  into  a  compassed*  window, 
— and,  you  know,  he  has  not  past  three  or  four 
hairs  on  his  chin. 

Cres.  Indeed,  a  tapstei-'s  arithmetic  may 
soon  bring  his  particulars  therein  to  a  total. 

Pan.  Why,  he  is  very  young  :  and  yet  will 
he,  within  three  pound,  lift  as  much  as  his 
brother  Hector. 

Cres.  Is  he  so  young  a  man,  and  so  old  a 
lifter  ?t 

Pan.  But,  to  prove  to  you  that  Helen  loves 
him  ; — she  came,  and  puts  me  her  white  hand 

to  his  cloven  chin, 

Cres.  Juno  have  mercy !  How  came  it  cloven? 
Pan.     Why,     you   know,    'tis   dimpled:   I 
think,   his   smiling  becomes  him   better  than 
any  man  in  all  Phrygia. 

Cres.  O,  he  smiles  valiantly. 

Pan.  Does  he  not  ? 

Cres.  O  yes,  an  'twere  a  cloud  in  autumn. 

Pan.  Why,  go  to  then  : — But  to  prove  to  you 

that  Helen  loves  Troilus, 

Cres.  Troilus  will  stand  to  the  proof,  if  you'll 
prove  it  so. 

Pan.  Troilus?  why,  he  esteems  her  no  more 
than  I  esteem  an  addle  egg. 

Cres.  If  you  love  an  addle  egg  as  well  as 
you  love  an  idle  head,  you  would  eat  chickens 
i'the  shell. 

Pan.  I  cannot  choose  but  laugh,  to  think 
how  she  tickled  his  chin  ; — Indeed,  she  has  a 
marvellous  white  hand,  I  must  needs  confess. 
Cres.  Without  the  rack. 
Pan.  And  she  takes  upon  her  to  spy  a  white 
hair  on  his  chin. 

Cres.  Alas,  poor  chin !  many  a  wart  is  richer. 
Pan.  But,  there  was  such  laughing  ;-Queen 
Hecuba  laughed,  that  her  eyes  ran  o'er. 
Cres.  With  mill-stones. t 
Pan.  And  Cassandra  laughed. 
Cres.  But  there  was  a  more  temperate  fire 
under  the  pot  of  her  eyes  ; — Did  her  eyes  run 
o'er  too  ? 

Pan.  And  Hector  laughed. 
Cres.  At  what  Avas  all  this  laughing  ? 
Pan.  Marry,  at  the  white  hair  that  Helen 
spied  on  Troilus'  chin. 

Cres.  An't  had  been  a  green  hair,  I  should 
have  laughed  too. 

Pan.  They  laughed  not  so  much  at  the  hair, 
as  at  his  pretty  answer. 

Ci'es.  What  was  his  answer? 
Pan.   Quoth   she,  Here's  but  one  and  fifty 
hairs  on  your  chin,  and  one  of  them  is  while. 
Cres.  This  is  her  question. 
'  Bow.  7  Thief.  1  A  proverliial  saying. 
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Pan.  That's  true;  make  no  question  of  that. 
One  and  fifty  hairs,  quoth  he,  and  one  white : 
That  ivhite  hair  is  my  father,  and  all  the  rest 
are  his  sons.  Jupiter !  quoth  slie,  which  of 
these  hairs  is  Paris  my  husband  ?  The  forked 
one,  quoth  he  ;  pluck  it  out  and  give  it  him. 
But,  there  was  such  laughing  !  and  Helen  so 
blushed,  and  Paris  so  chafed,  and  all  the  rest 
so  laughed,  that  it  passed.* 

Cres.  So  let  it  now ;  for  it  has  been  a  great 
while  going  by. 

Pan.  Well,  cousin,  I  told  you  a  thingyester- 
day  ;  think  on't. 

Cres.  So  I  do. 

Pan.  I'll  be  sworn,  'tis  true  ;  he  will  weep 
you,  an  'tweret  a  man  born  in  April. 

Cres.  And  I'll  spring  up  in  his  tears,  an 
'twere  a  nettle  against  May. 

J^A  retreat  sounded. 

Pan.  Hark,  they  are  coming  from  the  field : 
Shall  we  stand  up  here,  and  see  them,  as  they 
pass  toward  Ilium  ?  good  niece,  do ;  sweet 
niece  Cressida. 

Cres.  At  your  pleasure. 

Pa7i.  Here,  here,  here's  an  excellent  place ; 
here  we  may  see  most  bravely  :  I'll  tell  you 
them  all  by  their  names,  as  they  pass  by  ;  but 
mark  Troilus  above  the  rest. 

jEneas  passes  over  the  stage. 

Cres.  Speak  not  so  loud. 

Pan.  That's  jEneas  ;  Is  not  that  a  brave 
man?  he's  one  of  the  flowers  of  Troy,  I  can 
tell  you ;  But  mark  Troilus ;  you  shall  see 
anon. 

Cres.  Who's  that  ? 

Antenor  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Antenor  ;  he  has  a  shrewd  wit, 
I  can  tell  you ;  and  he's  a  man  good  enough  ; 
he's  one  o'the  soundest  judgments  in  Troy, 
whosoever,  and  a  proper  man  of  person  : — 
When  comes  Troilus  ? — I'll  show  you  Troilus 
anon  ;  if  he  see  me,  you  shall  see  him  nod  at 
me. 

Cres.  Will  he  give  you  the  nod  It 

Pan.  You  shall  see. 

Cres.  If  he  do,  the  rich  shall  have  more. 

Hector  passes  over. 

Pan.  That's  Hector,  that,  that,  look  you, 
that ;  There's  a  fellow  ! — Go  thy  way,  Hector ; 
— There's  a  brave  man,  niece. — O  brave  Hec- 
tor ! — Look,  how  he  looks  !  there's  a  counten- 
ance :  Is't  not  a  brave  man  ? 

Cres.  O.  a  brave  man  ! 

Pan.  Is  'a  not  ?  It  does  a  man's  heart  good 
— Look  you  what  hacks  are  on  his  helmet  ? 
look  ye  3'onder,  do  you  see  ?  look  you  there  ! 
There's  no  jesting  :  there's  laying  on  ;  take't 
off  who  will,  as  they  say  :  there  be  hacks! 

Cres.    Be  those  with  swords  ? 

Paris  passes  over. 
Pan.  Swords  ?  any  tiling,  he  cares  not :  an 
the  devil  come  to  him,  it's  all  one:  By  god's 
lid,  it  does  one's  heart  good  : — Yonder  comes 
Paris,  yonder  comes  Paris  :  look  ye  yonder, 
niece ;  Is't  not  a  gallant  man  too,  is't  not  ? — 
Why,  this  is  brave  now. — Who  said,  he  came 
Imrt  home  to-day  ?  he's  not  hurl :  why  this 
will  do  Helen's  heart  good  now.  Ha!  'would 
I  could  see  Troilus  now  ! — you  shall  see  Troi- 
lus anon. 

*  Went  beyond  Iiounds.  f  As  if 'twere. 

t  A  term  ia  tlie  garoe  at  cavils  called  Koddy. 


Cres.  Who's  that  ? 

Helenus  passes  over. 


Pan.  That's  Helenus, — I  marvel,  wheie 
Troilus  is : — That's  Helenus  ; — I  think  he  went 
not  forth  to-day  : — That's  Helenus. 

Cres.  Can  Helenus  fight,  uncle  ? 

Pan.  Helenus?  no; — yes,  he'll  fight  indif- 
ferent well : — I  marvel,  where  Troilus  is  ! — 
Hark; — do  you  not  hear  the  people  cry,  Troi- 
lus ? — Helenus  is  a  priest. 

Cres.  AVhat  sneaking  fellow  comes  yonder  ? 

Troilus  passes  over. 

Pan.  Where?  yonder? — that's  Deiphobus : 
'Tis  Troilus  !  there's  a  man,  niece  ! — Hem  ! — 
Brave  Troilus  !  the  prince  of  chivalry  ! 

Cres.  Peace,  for  shame,  peace  ! 

Pan.  Mark  him ;  note  him  ; — O  brave  Troi- 
lus ? — look  well  upon  him,  niece  ;  look  you. 
how  his  sword  is  bloodied,  and  his  helm*  more 
hack'd  than  Hector's  ;  And  how  he  looks,  and 
how  he  goes  ! — O  admirable  youth  !  he  ne'er 
saw  three  and  twenty.  Go  thy  way,  Troilus, 
go  thy  way  ;  had  I  a  sister  were  a  grace,  or  a 
daughter  a  goddess,  he  should  take  his  choice. 
O  admirable  man !  Paris  ? — Paris  is  dirt  to 
him  ;  and  I  warrant,  Helen,  to  change,  would 
give  an  eye  to  boot. 

Forces  pass  over  the  stage. 

Cres.  Here  come  more. 

Pan.  Asses,  fools,  dolts !  chaff  and  bran, 
chaff  and  bran  !  porridge  after  meat !  1  could 
live  and  die  i'the  eyes  of  Troilus.  Ne'er  look, 
ne'er  look ;  the  eagles  are  gone ;  crows  and 
daws,  crovi^s  and  daws  !  I  had  rather  be  such 
a  man  as  Troilus,  than  Agamemnon  and  all 
Greece. 

Cres.  There  is  among  the  Greeks,  Achilles ; 
a  better  man  than  Troilus. 

Pan.  Achilles  ?  a  drayman,  a  porter,  a  \ery 
camel. 

Cres.  Well,  well. 

Pan.  Well,  well  ? — W^hy,  have  you  any  dis- 
cretion ?  have  you  any  eyes  ?  Do  you  know 
what  a  man  is  ?  Is  not  birtli,  beauty,  good 
shape,  discourse,  manhood,  learning,  gentle- 
ness, virtue,  youth,  liberality,  and  such  like, 
the  spice  and  salt  that  season  a  man  ? 

Cres.  Ay,  a  minced  man :  and  then  to  be 
baked  with  no  datet  in  the  pye, — for  then  the 
man's  date  is  out. 

Pan.  You  are  such  a  woman  !  one  knows 
not  at  what  wardt  you  lie. 

Cres.  Upon  my  back,  to  defend  my  belly ; 
upon  my  wit,  to  defend  my  wiles ;  upon  my 
secrecy,  to  defend  mine  honesty;  my  mask, 
to  defend  my  beauty  ;  and  you,  to  defend  all 
tliese  ;  and  at  all  these  wards  I  lie,  at  a  thou- 
sand watches. 

Pan.  Say  one  of  your  watches. 

Cres.  Nay,  I'll  watch  you  for  that ;  and 
that's  one  of  the  chiefest  of  them  too :  if  I 
cannot  ward  what  I  would  not  have  hit,  I  can 
watch  you  for  telling  how  I  took  the  blow ; 
unless  it  swell  past  hiding,  and  then  it  is  past 
watching. 

Pen.  You  are  such  another  ! 

Enter  Troilus'  Boy. 

Boy.  Sir,  my  lord  would  instantly  speak 
with  you. 

*  Helmet, 
t  Sates  were  an  ingredieot  in  ancient  pastry  of  almrtsi 
everv  kind.  *  Guard. 
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Pan.  Where  ? 
Boy.  At  your  own  house;  there  he  unarms  him. 
Pa7i.   Good  boy,  tell  him  I  come  :       [^Exil. 
Boy.]    I  doubt,    he   be  hurt. — Fare  ye  well, 
g-ood  niece. 

Cres.  Adieu,  uncle. 

Pan.    I'll  be  with  you,  niece,  by  and  by. 

Crcs.   To  bring-,  uncle, 

Pan.  Ay,  a  token  from  Troilus. 
Cres.  By  the  same  token  you  are  a  bawd. — 
\_E.iit  Pandarus. 
Words,  vows,  griefs,  tears,  and  love's  full  sa- 
He  offers  in  another's  entcrprize  :       [crificc. 
But  more  in  Troilus  thousand  fold  I  see 
Than  in  the  glass  of  Pandar's  praise  may  be ; 
Yet  hold  I  off.     Women  are  angels,  wooing  : 
Things   won  are  done,  joy's  soul  lies  in  the 

doing : 
That  she  belov'd  knows  nought,  that  knows 

not  this, — 
Men  prize  the  thing  ungain'd  more  than  it  is  : 
That  she  was  never  yet,  that  ever  knew 
Love  got  so  sweet,  as  when  desire  did  sue  : 
Therefore  tliis  maxim  out  of  love  I  teach, — 
Aciiievement  is  command  ;  ungain'd  beseech: 
Then   though   my    heart's  content  firm  love 

doth  bear, 
Nothing  of  that  shall  from  mine  eyes  appear. 

lExit. 

SCENE  III.— The    Grecian  Camp.— Before 

Agamcmnon''s  Tent. 

Trumpets.     Enter  Agamemnon,  Nestor, 

Ulysses,  Menelaus,  and  others. 
Agarn.  Princes, 
What  grief  hath   set   the   jaundice  on  your 

cheeks  1 
The    ample    proposition,    that   hope    makes 
In  all  designs  begun  on  earth  below. 
Fails  in  the  promis'd  largeness:  checks  and 

disasters 
Grow  in  the  veins  of  actions  highest  rear'd  ; 
As  knots,  by  the  confliix  of  meeting  sap. 
Infect  the  sound  pine,  and  divert  his  grain 
Tortive  and  errant*  from  his  course  of  growth 
Nor  princes,  is  it  matter  new  to  us. 
That  we  come  short  of  our  suppose  so  far. 
That,  after  seven  years'  siege,  yet  Troy  walls 

stand  ; 
Sitht  every  action  that  hath  gone  before. 
Whereof  we  have  record,  trial  did  draw 
Bias  and  thwart,  not  answering  the  aim, 
And  that  unbodied  figure  of  the  thought 
That  gav'st  surmised  shape.     Why  then,  j  ou 

princes. 
Do  you  with  cheeks  abash'd  behold  our  works ; 
And  think  them   shames,  which  are,   indeed, 

nought  else 
But  the  protractive  trials  of  great  Jove. 
To  find  persistive  constancy  in  men  ? 
The  fineness  of  which  metal  is  not  found 
In   fortune's   love:    for  then,  the    bold   and 

coward. 
The  wise  and  fool,  the  artist  and  unread. 
The  hard  and  soft,  seem  all  affin'dt  and  kin : 
But,  in  the  wind  and  tempest  of  her  frown. 
Distinction,  with  a  broad  and  powerful  fan. 
Puffing  at  all,  winnows  the  light  away; 
And  what  hath  mass,  or  matter,  by  itself 
Lies,  rich  in  virtue,  and  unmingled. 

Nest.  With  due  observance  of  thy  godlike 

scat,§ 
Great  Agamemnon,  Nestor  shall  apply 
*  Twisted  and  rambling.  f  Since. 

X  Joined  by  affinity.  ^  The  throne. 

VbL.    II. 


Thy  latest  words.     In  (he  reproof  of  chance 
Lies  the  true  proof  of  men :  The  sea   being 

smooth, 
How  many  shallow  bauble  boats  dare  sail 
Upon  her  patient  breast,  making  their  way 
With  those  of  nobler  bulk. 
But  let  the  ruffian  Boreas  once  enrage 
The  gentle  Thetis,*  and,  anon,  behold 
The  strong  ribb'd  bark  through  liquid  nioun. 

tains  cut, 
Bounding  between  the  two  moist  elements. 
Like  Perseus'  horse:  Where's  then  the  saucy 

boat. 
Whose  weak  untimber'd  sides  but  even  now 
Co-rival'd  greatness  ?  either  to  harbour  fled, 
Or  made  a  toast  for  Neptune.     Even  so 
Doth  valour's  show,  and  valour's  worth,  divide, 
In  storms    of  fortune :  For,  in  her    ray  and 

brightness. 
The  herd  iiath  more  annoyance  by  the  brize,t 
Than  by  the  tiger  :  but  when  the  splitting  wind 
Makes  flexible  the  knees  of  knotted  oaks, 
And  flies  fled  under  shade.    Why,   then,  the 

thing  of  courage,  [thize. 

As  rous'd  with  rage,   with  rage  doth  sympa- 
A'ld  with  an  accent  turn'd  in  self-same  key, 
Returns  to  chiding  fortune. 

Ulyss.  Agamemnon,  [Greece, 

Thou  great  commander,    nerve  and  bone  of 
Heart  of  our  numbers,  soul  and  only  spirit, 
In  whom  the  tempers  and  tlie  minds  of  all 
Should  be  shut  up, — hear  what  Ulysses  speaks. 
Besides  the  applause  and  approbation 
The  which, — most  mighty  for  thy  place  and 

sway, —  [^To  Agamemnon. 

And  thou  most  reverend  for  thy  stretch 'd-out 

life, —  [  To  Nestor. 

I  give  to  both  j'our  speeches, — which  were  such. 
As  Agamemnon  and  the  hand  of  Greece 
Should  hold  up  high  in  brass  ;  and  such  again. 
As  venerable  Nestor,  hatch'd  in  silver,  [tree 
Should  with  a  bond  of  air  (strong  as  the  axle- 
On  which  heaven  rides,)  knit  all  the  Greekisli 

ears  [both, — 

To  his  experienc'd  tongue, — ^yet  let  it  please 

Thou  great, — and  wise, — to  hear  U'ysses  speak. 

Agcvm.  Speak,  prince  of  Ithaca;  and  be'tof 

less  expectt 
That  matter  needless,  of  importless  burden, 
Divide  thy  lips  :  than  we  are  confident, 
When  rank  Thersites  opes  his  mastiff  jaws-, 
We  shall  hear  music,  wit,  and  oracle. 

Ul}iss.   Troy,   yet  upon  his  basis  had  been 

down,  [master, 

And  the  great  Hectoi''s  sword  had  lack'd  a 
But  for  these  instances. 

The  speciality  of  rule§  hath  been  neglected  : 
And,  look,  liow  many  Grecian  tents  do  stand 
Hollow  upon  this  plain,  so  many  hollow  fac- 
tions. 
When  that  the  general  is  not  like  the  hive, 
To  whom  the  foragers  shall  all  repair. 
What  honey  is  expected?   Degree  being  viz- 

arded,|| 
Tile  unworthiest  shows  as  fairly  in  the  mnsk 
The  heavens  themselves,  the  planets,  and  this 

centre. 
Observe  degree,  priority,  and  place, 
Insisture,ir  course,  proportion,  season,  form. 
Office,  and  custom,  in  all  line  of  order : 
And  therefore  is  the  glorious  planet,  Sol, 
In  noble  eminence  enthron'd  and  spher'd 

*  Tlie  daughier  v(  Neptune, 
t  The  sad  fly  that  stings  cattle.       J  Expectation. 
;  Rig);tsofauthoi'ilj.        ||  Masked.        *[  Constaucr. 
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Amidst  the  otiiei' ;  whose  meil'cinable  eye 
Corrects  the  ill  aspects  of  planets  evil, 
And  posts,  like  the  commandment  of  a  king, 
Sans'*  check,  to  good  and  bad :  but  when  the 

planets, 
In  evil  mixture,  to  disorder  wander,        [tiny  ? 
What  plagues,  and  what  portents  ?  what  nm- 
What  raging  of  the  sea  ?  shaking  of  earth  ? 
Commotion  in  the  winds  .'  frights,  changes, 

horrors. 
Divert  and  crack,  send  and  deracinatet 
The  unity  and  married  calm  of  states 
Quite  from  their  fixture  ?     O,  when  degree  is 

shak'd 
Which  is  the  ladder  of  all  high  designs, 
The  enterprise  is  sick  !    How  could  communi- 
ties, 
Degrees  in  schools,  and  brof  herhoodst  in  cities, 
Peaceful  commprce  from  dividable^  shores. 
The  primogenifive  and  due  of  birth. 
Prerogative  of  age,  crowns,   sceptres,  laurels, 
But  by  degree,  stand  in  authentic  place  / 
Take  but  degree  away,  untune  that  string, 
And,  hark,    what  discord  follows  '.  each  thing 

meets 
Inmere||oppugnancy  :  the  bounded  waters 
Should  lift  their  bosoms  higher  than  the  shores, 
And  make  a  sop  of  all  this  solid  globe  : 
Strength  should  be  lord  of  imbecility. 
And  the  rude  sun  should  strike  his  fatlier  dead ; 
Force  should  be  right ;  or,  ratlier,  right  and 

wrong, 
(Between  whose  endless  jar  justice  resides) 
Should  lose  their  names,  and  so  should  justice 

too. 
Then  every  thing  includes  itself  in  power. 
Power  into  will,  will  into  appetite; 
And  appetite,  a  universal  wolf. 
So  doubly  seconded  with  will  and  power. 
Must  make  perforce  a  universal  prey. 
And,  last,  eat  up  himself.    Great  Agamemnon, 
This  chaos,  when  degree  is  suffocate, 
Follows  the  choaking. 
And  this  neglection  of  degree  it  is, 
That  by  a  pace  goes  backward,  with  a  purpose 
It  hath  to  climb.     The  general's  disdain'd 
By  him  one  step  below ;  he,  by  the  next; 
That  next,  by  him  beneath:  so  every  step, 
Exampled  by  the  first  pace  that  is  sick 
Of  his  superior,  grows  to  an  envious  fever 
Of  pale  andbloodless  eniulaticn  : 
And  'tis  this  fever  that  keeps  Troy  on  foot, 
IVot  her  own  sinews.     To  end  a  tale  of  length, 
Troy    in   our   weakness    stands,  not   in   her 
strength. 
Ned.  Most   wisely   hath  Ulysses  here   dis- 
cover'd 
The  fever  whereof  all  our  power*!  is  sick. 

Again.  The   nature  of  the  sickness  found. 
What  is  the  remedy  ?  [Ulysses, 

Ulyss.  The  great  Achilles, — whom  opinion 
crowns 
The  sinew  and  the  forehand  of  our  host, — 
Having  his  ear  full  of  his  airy  fame. 
Grows  dainty  of  his  worth,  and  in  his  tent 
Lies  mocking  our  designs  :  AVith  him,    Patro- 
Upon  a  lazy  bed  the  livelong  day  [clus, 

Breaks  scurril  jests; 

And  with  ridiculous  and  awkward  action 
(Which  slanderer  he  imitation  calls,)       [non, 
Hepageants**  us.  Sometimes,  great  Agamem- 
Thy  toplesstt  deputation  he  puts  on  ; 
*  Without.  t  Force  up  by  the  roots, 

t  Corporations,  coinpiiuiea  §  Divided.  ||  Absolute- 
1l  A:mj-,  force.  '*  In  modern  language,  <afcfj  uj  o/S' 
it  Supreme. 


^Act  I. 

And,  like  a  strutting  player, — whose  conceit 
Lies  in  his  hamstring,  and  doth  think  it  rich 
To  hear  the  wooden  dialogue  and  sound 
'Twixt  his  stretcb'd  footing  and  the  scaffold- 
age.*— 
Such  to  be-pitied  and  o'er  wrestedt  seeming 
He  acts  thy  greatness  in  :  and  when  he  speaks, 
'Tis  like  a  chime  a  mending;  with  terms  un- 
squar'd,t  [dropp'd. 

Which  from  tlie  tongue  of  roaring  Tvphon 
Would  seem  hyperboles.     At  this  fusty  stuff, 
The  large  Achilles,  on  his  press'd  bed  lolling. 
From    his  deep  chest   laughs  out  a  loud  ap- 
plause; 
Crits — Excellent ! — 'tis  Agamemnon  y?wf. — 
Now  play  me  Nestor; — hem,  and  stroke   thy 
Ashe,  being dress'd  to  some  oration.        \_beard, 
That's  done; — as  near  as  the  extremist  ends 
Of  parallels  ;  as  like  as  Vulcan  and  iiis  wife. 
Yet  good  Achilles  still  cries.  Excellent ! 
'  Tis  Nestor  right !  Now  play  himme,  Patroclus, 
Arming  to  answer  inn  tiiglit  alarm- 
And  then,  forsooth,  the  faint  defects  of  age 
Must  be  the  scene  of  mirth;  to  cough,  and  spit,. 
And  with  a  palsy-fumbling  on  his  gorget. 
Shake  in  and  out  the  rivet : — and  at  this  sport. 
Sir   Valor  dies;    cries,    0' — enough,  Patro- 
clus ; — 
Or  give  me  ribs  of  steel !  I  shall  split  all 
In  pleasure  of  my  sjHeen.     And  in  this  fashion. 
All  our  abilities,  gifts,  natures,  shapes, 
Severals  and  generals  of  grace  exact, 
Achievement,  plots,  orders,  preventions. 
Excitements  to  the  field,  or  speech  tor  truce. 
Success,  or  loss  ;  what  is,  or  is  not,  serves 
As  stuff  for  these  two  to  make  paradoxes. 

Nest.  And  in  the  imitation  of  these  twain 
(Whom,  as  Ulysses  says,  opinion  crowns 
With  an  imperial  voice,)  many  are  infect. 
Ajax  is  grown  self-will'd  :  and  bears  his  head 
In  such  a  reign,  in  full  as  proud  a  place 
As  broad  Achilles  :  keeps  bis  tent  like  him ; 
Makes   factious    feasts ;  rails  on  our  state  of 
Bold  as  an  oracle  :  and  sets  Thersites      [war, 
(  A  slave,  whose  gall  coins  slanders  like  a  mint,) 
To  match  us  in  comparisons  with  dirt  ; 
To  weaken  and  discredit  our  exposure. 
How  rank  soever  rounded  in  with  danger. 
Ulyss.  They  tax  our  policy,  and  call  it  cow- 
ardice ; 
Count  wisdom  as  no  member  of  the  war; 
Forestall  prescience,  and  esteem  no  act 
Butthat  of  hand:  and  still  the  mental  parts, — 
That  do  contrive  how  many  hands  shall  strike. 
When  fitness    calls   them  on ;  and  know,  by 

measure 
Of  their  observant  toil,  the  enemies'  weight, — 
Whj',  this  hath  not  a  finger's  dignity:     [war: 
They   call   this — bed-work,   mappeiy,  closet- 
So  that  the  ram,  that  batters  down  the  wall. 
For  the  great  swing  and  rudeness  of  his  poise. 
They  place  before  his  hand  that  made  the  en- 
gine; 
Or  those,  that  with  the  fineness  of  their  souls 
By  reason  guide  his  execution. 

Nest.    Let   this  be  granted,    and    Achilles' 
horse 
Makes  many  Thetis'  sons.     [^  Trumpet  sounds . 
Agam.  What  trumpet?  look,  Menelaus. 


Enter  ^Eneas. 

Jlfen.  From  Troy. 

Agam.  What  would  you  'fore  our  tent. 

*  The  galleries  of  the  tlieatre.     t  Devonil  tbetiiith. 
^  Unailaptetf. 


Scene  J7/.] 

Mne.  Is  this 
Great  Agamemnon's  tent,  I  pray  ? 
Agani.  Even  this. 

JEne.  May   one,    that   is   a  herald,   and  a 

Do  a  fair  message  to  his  kingly  ears  ?  [prince, 

Agam.  With  surety  stronger  than  Achilles' 

arm  [voice 

Tore  all  the  Greekish  heads,  which  with  one 

Call  Agamemnon  head  and  general. 

^ne.  Fair  leave,  and  large  security.    How 
A  stranger  to  those  most  imperial  looks  [may 
Know  them  from  eyes  of  other  mortals  ? 
Agmn.  How? 
JEne.  Ay  ; 
I  ask,  that  I  might  waken  reverence, 
And  bid  the  cheek  be  ready  with  a  blush 
Modest  as  morning  when  she  coldly  eyes 
The  youthful  Phoebus : 
Which  is  that  god  in  office,  guiding  men  ? 
Which  is  the  high  and  mighty  Agamemnon  ? 

Agam.  This  Trojan  scorns  us ;  or  the  men  of 

Are  cei'emonious  courtiers.  [Troy 

^7ie.  Courtiers  as  free,  as  debonair,  unarm'd 

As  bending  angels  ;  that's  their  fame  in  peace  ; 

But  when  they  would  seem  soldiers,  they  have 

galls. 
Good  arms,   strong  joints,  true  swords  ;  and, 

Jove's  accord. 
Nothing  so  full  of  heart.     But  peace,  iEneas, 
Peace,  Trojan;  lay  thy  finger  on  thy  lips  I 
The  worthiness  of  praise  distains  his  worth, 
If  that  the  prais'd  himself  bring  the  praise 

forth : 
But  what  the  repining  enemy  commends, 
That  breath  fame  follows:  that  praise,  sole 
pure,  transcends. 
Agam.  Sir,  you  of  Troy,    call  you  yourself 

jEneas  ? 
^ne.  Ay,  Greek,  that  is  my  name. 
Agam.  What's  your  affair,  I  pray  you  ? 
JEne.  Sir,  pardon  ;  'tis  for   Agamemnon's 

ears. 
Agam,.  He  hears  nought  privately,  that  comes 

from  Troy. 
.Sne.  Nor  I  from  Troy  come  not  to  whisper 
I  bring  a  trumpet  to  awjike  his  ear  ;        [him ; 
To  set  his  sense  on  the  attentive  bent, 
And  then  to  speak. 

Agam.  Speak  frankly*  as  the  wind  ; 
It  is  not  Agamemnon's  sleeping  hour : 
That  thou  shalt  know,  Trojan,  he  is  awake, 
He  tells  thee  so  himself. 

JEne.  Trumpet,  blow  loud,  [tents  ; — 

Send  thy   brass  voice  through  all  these  lazy 
And  every  Greek  of  mettle,  let  him  know. 
What  Troy  means  fairly  shall  be  spoke  aloud. 
[  Trumpet  sounds. 
We  have,  great  Agamemnon,  liere  in  Troy 
A  prince  call'd  Hector,  (Priam  is  his  father,) 
Who  in  this  dull  and  long-continued  truce 
Is  rusty  grown ;  he  bade  me  take  a  trumpet. 
And  to  this  purpose  speak.     Kings,  princes, 

lords ! 
If  there  be  one  among  the  fair'st  of  Greece, 
That  holds  his  honour  higher  than  his  case; 
That  seeks  his  praise  more  than  he  fears  his 

peril ; 
That  knows  his  valoOr,  and  knows  not  to  fear ; 
That  loves  his  mistress  more  than  in  confession, 
(With  truant  vows  to  her  own  lips  he  loves,) 
And  dare  avow  her  beauty  and  her  worth. 
In  other  arms  than  hers, — to  him  this  chal- 
lenge. 
Hector,  in  view  of  Trojans  and  of  Greeks, 
Shall  make  it  good,  or  do  his  best  to  do  it, 
■*   Frcelv. 
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He  hath  a  lady,  wiser,  fairer,  truer, 
Than  ever  Greek  did  compass  in  his  arms ; 
And  will  to-morrow  with  his  trumpet  call, 
Mid-way  between  j'ourtentsand  walls  of  Troy, 
To  rouse  a  Grecian  that  is  true  in  love : 
If  any  come.  Hector  shall  honour  him  ; 
If  none,  he'll  say  in  Troy,  wlien  he  retires, 
The  Grecian  dames  are  sun-buni'd,  and  not 

worth 
The  splinter  of  a  lance.     Even  so  much. 
Agam.  This  shall  be  told  our  lovers,  lord 
^neas ; 
If  none  of  them  have  soul  in  such  a  kind, 
We  left  them  all  at  home  :  But  we  are  soldiers : 
And  may  that  soldier  a  mere  recreant  prove, 
That  means  not,  hath  not,  or  is  not  in  love! 
If  then  one  is,  or  hath,  or  means  to  be, 
That  one  meets  Hector;  if  none  else,  I  am  he. 
Nest.  Tell  him  of  Nestor,  one  that  was  a 
man  [now, 

When  Hector's  grandsire  suck'd :  he  is  old 
But  if  there  be  not  in  our  Grecian  host 
One  noble  man,  that  hath  one  spark  of  fire 
To  answer  for  his  love.  Tell  him  from  me, — 
I'll  hide  my  silver  beard  in  a  gold  beaver. 
And  in  my  vantbrace*  put  this  wither'd  brawn ; 
And  meeting  him,  will  tell  him.  That  my  lady 
Was  fairer  than  his  grandame,  and  as  chaste 
As  may  be  in  the  world  :  His  youth  in  flood, 
I'll  prove  this  truth  with  my  three  drops  of 
blood. 
^ne.  Now  heavens  forbid  such  scarcity  of 

youth ! 
Ulyss.  Amen ! 

Aga7n.  Fair  lord  iEneas,  let  me  touch  your 
To  our  pavilion  shall  I  lead  you,  Sir.     [hand  ; 
Achilles  shall  have  word  of  this  intent: 
So  shall  each  lord  of  Greece,  from  tent  to  tent : 
Yourself  shall  feast  with  us  before  you  go. 
And  find  the  welcome  of  a  noble  foe. 

[^Exeunt  all  l^it  Ulysses  and  Nestor. 

Ulyss.  Nestor, 

Nest.  What  says  Ulysses  ? 
Ulyss.  I  have  a  young  conception   in  my 
brain. 
Be  vou  my  time  to  bring  it  to  some  shape. 
Nest.  What  is't  ? 

Ulyss.  Tliis  'tis  :  [pride 

Blunt  wedges  rive  hard  knots :  The  seeded 
That  hath  to  this  maturity  blown  up 
In  rank  Achilles,  must  or  now  be  cropp'd, 
Or,  shedding,  breed  a  nursery  of  like  evil. 
To  overbulk  us  aii. 
Nest.  Well,  and  how  ? 

Ulyss.  This  challenge  that  the  gallant  Hec- 
tor sends, 
However  it  is  spread  in  general  name, 
Relates  in  purpose  only  to  Achilles. 

Nest.  The  purpose  is  perspicuous  even  as 
substance. 
Whose  grossness  little  characters  sum  up: 
And,  in  the  publication,  make  no  strain,! 
But  that  Achilles,  were  his  brain  as  barren 
As  banks  of  Libya, — though,  Apollo  knows, 
'lis  dry  enough, — will,  with  what  great  speed 

of  judgment, 
Ay,  with  celerity,  find  Hector's  purpose 
Pointing  on  him. 

Ulyss.  And  wake  him  to  the  answer,  think. 

you  ? 
Nest.  Yes. 
It  is  most  meet;  Whom  may  you  else  oppose, 
That  can  from  Hector  bring  those  honours  off, 
If  not  Achilles  ?  Though't  be  a  spoi'tful  combat. 
Yet  in  tlie  trial  nnich  opinion  dwells  ; 
■'  An  armoiu- forthe  arm-  t  DiiBailty. 
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For  here  the  Trojans  taste  our  dear'st  repute 
With  their   fin'st  palate:    And  trust  to  me, 

Ulysses, 
Our  imputation  shall  be  oddly  pois'd 
In  this  wild  action :  for  the  success. 
Although  particular,  shall  give  a  scantling'^' 
Of  good  or  bad  unto  the  general; 
And  in  such  indexes,  although  small  pricks! 
To  their  subsequent  volumes,  there  is  seen 
The  baby  figure  of  the  giant  mass 
Of  things  to  come  at  large.     It  is  suppos'd, 
He,  that  meets  Hector,  issues  from  our  choice : 
And  choice,  being  mutual,  act  of  all  our  souls. 
Makes  merit  her  election;  and  doth  boil. 
As  'twere  from  forth  us  all,  a  man  distill'd 
Out  of  our  virtues  ;  Who  miscarrying, 
What  heart  reserves  from  hence  a  conquering 

part, 
To  steel  a  strong  opinion  to  themselves  ? 
Which  entertain'd  limbs  are  his  instruments. 
In  no  less  working,  than  are  swords  and  bows 
Directive  by  the  limbs. 

Ulyss.  Give  pardon  to  my  speech; — 
Therefore  'tis  meet,  Achilles  meet  not  Hector. 
Let  us,  like  merchants,  show  our  foulest  wares. 
And  think,  perchance,  they'll  sell ;  if  not, 
The  lustre  of  the  better  shall  exceed, 
By  showing  the  worst  first.     Do  not  consent. 
That  ever  Hector  and  Achilles  meet ; 
For  both  our  honour  and  our  shame,  in  this. 
Are  dogg'd  with  two  strange  followers. 

Nest.  I  see  them  not  with  my  old  eyes ;  what 

are  they  ? 
Ulyss.  What  glory  our  Achilles  shares  from 

Hector, 
Were  he  not  proud,  we  all  should  share  with 

him: 
But  he  already  is  too  insolent ; 
And  we  were  better  parch  in  Afric  sun, 
Than  in  the  pride  and  salt  scorn  of  his  eyes, 
Should  he  'scape  Hector  fair:  If  he  were  foil'd. 
Why,  then  we  did  our  main  opiniont  crush 
In  taint  of  our  best  man.     No,  make  a  lot*ery  ; 
And,  by  device,  let  blockish  Ajax  draw 
The  sort$  to  fight  with  Hector:  Among  our- 
selves. 
Give  him  allowance  for  the  better  man, 
For  that  will  physic  the  great  Myrmidon, 
Who  broils  in  loud  applause ;  and  make  him 

fall 
His  crest,  that  prouder  than  blue  Iris  bends. 
If  the  dull  brainless  Ajax  come  safe  off. 
We'll  dress  him  up  in  voices :  If  he  fail, 
Yet  go  we  under  our  opinion||  still 
That  we  have  better  men.     But,  hit  or  miss. 
Our  project's  life  this  shape  of  sense  assumes — 
Ajax,  employ'd,  plucks  down  Achilles'  plumes. 

Nest.  Ulysses, 
Now  I  begin  to  relish  thy  advice; 
And  I  will  give  a  taste  of  it  foi'thwith 
To  Agamemnon:  go  we  to  him  straight. 
Two  curs  sliall  tame  each  other;  Pride  alone 
Must  tarrell  the  mastiffs  on,  as  'twere  their 

bone.  \_Exeitnt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Another  part  of  the  Grecian  Camp. 
Enter  Ajax  and  Thersitks. 

Ajax.  Thersites, 

Ther.  Agamemnon — how  ifhe  had  boils?  full, 
all  over,  generally  ? 

Ajax.  Thersites, 

Thtr.  And  those  boils  did  run  ? — Say  so, — 

■••Size,  measure,  t  Small  points  (■onipaied  witli  Ihe 
volumes.        j  Kslimalion  nr  chaiacler.        ^  Lot. 

(I  (..ftaractfi.'  •)   I'rovakt. 


did  not  the  general  run  then?  were  not'that  a 
botchy  core? 

Ajax.  Dog, 

Ther.  Then  would  come  some  matter  from 
him ;  I  see  none  now. 

Ayix.  Thou  bitch-wolf's  son,  canst  thou  not 
hear?     Feel  then.  {^Strikes  him. 

Ther.  The  plague  of  Greece  upon  thee,  thou 
mongrel  beef-witted  lord ! 

Ajax.  Speak  then,  thou  unsalted  leaven, 
speak:  I  will  beat  thee  into  handsomeness. 

Ther.  I  shall  sooner  rail  thee  into  wit  and 
holiness :  but,  I  think,  thy  horse  will  sooner 
con  an  oration,  than  thou  learn  a  prayer  with- 
out book.  Thou  canst  strike,  canst  thou?  a 
red  murrain  o'  thy  jade's  tricks  ! 
Ajax.  Toads-stool,learn  me  the  proclamation. 

Ther.  Dost  thou  think,  I  have  no  sense,  thou 
strikest  me  thus? 

Ajax.  The  proclamation, — 

Ther.  Thou  art  proclaimed  a  fool,  I  think. 

Ajax.  Do  not.  porcupine,  do  not;  my  fingers 
itch. 

T/)er.  1  would,  thou  didst  itch  from  head  to 
foot,  and  I  had  the  scratching  of  thee;  I  would 
make  thee  the  loathsomest  scab  in  Greece. 
When  thou  art  forth  in  the  incursions,  thou 
strikest  as  slow  as  another. 

Ajax.  I  say,  the  proclamation, 

Ther.  Thou  grumblest  and  railest  every  hour 
on  Achilles;  and  thou  art  as  full  of  envy  at  his 
greatness,  as  Cerbenis  is  at  Proserpina's 
beauty,  ay,  that  thou  barkest  at  him. 

Ajax.  Mistress  Thersites ! 

Ther.  Thou  shouldest  strike  him. 

Ajax.  Cobloaf! 

Ther.  He  would  pun*  thee  into  shivers  with 
his  fist,  as  a  sailor  breaks  a  biscuit. 

Ajax.  You  whoreson  cur!       \_Bealinghim. 

Ther.  Do.  do. 

Ajax.  Thou  stool  for  a  witch  ! 

Ther.  Ay,  do,  do;  thou  sodden-witted  lord! 
thou  hast  no  more  brain  than  I  have  in  mine 
elbows;  an  assinegot  may  tutor  thee:  Thou 
scurvy  valiant  ass ;  thou  art  here  put  to  thrash 
Trojans ;  and  thou  art  bought  and  sold  among 
those  of  any  wit,  like  a  Barbarian  slave.  If 
thou  uset  to  beat  me.  I  will  begin  at  thy  heel, 
and  tell  what  thou  art  by  inches,  thou  thing  of 
no  bowels,  thou ! 

Ajax.  You  dog ! 

Ther.  You  scurvy  lord  ! 

Ajax.  You  cur!  {Beating him. 

Ther.  Mars  his  idiot !  do,  rudeness ;  do, 
camel;  do,  do. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patkoclus.    % 

Achil.  Why,  how  now,  Ajax?  wherefore  do 
you  thus? 
How  now,  Thersites?  what's  the  matter,  man? 

Ther.  You  see  hin;  there,  do  jou  I 

Achil.  Ay  ;  what's  the  matter  .' 

Ther.  Nay,  look  upon  him. 

Achil.  Soldo;  What's  the  matter  ? 

Ther.  Nay,  but  regard  him  well. 

Achil.  Well,  why  I  do  so. 

Ther.  But  yet  you  look  not  well  upon  him : 
for,  whosoever  you  take  him  to  be,  he  is  Ajax. 

Achil.  I  know  that,  fool. 

Thtr.  Ay,  but  that  fool  knows  not  himself. 

Ajax.  Tlierefore  I  beat  thee. 

Ther.  Lo,  lo,  lo,  lo,  what  modicums  of  wit 
he  utters !  his  evasions  have  ears  thus  long. 
I  have  bobbed  his  brain,  more  than  he  has  beat 

Pound.  t  Ass  a  cant  term  for  a  foolish  fellow. 

j  Continue. 
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Scene  //.] 

my  bones :  I  will  buy  nine  sparrows  for  a  penny  ] 
and  his  pia  mater^  is  not  woith  the  ninth  part 
of  a  sparrow.  This  lord,  Achilles,  Ajax,— 
who  wears  his  wit  in  his  belly,  and  his  gxits  in 
his  head,— I'll  tell  you  what  I  say  of  him. 
Achil.  What? 

Ther.  I  say,  this  Ajax • 

Achil.  Nay,  good  Ajax. 

[Ajax  offers  to  strike  kirn,  Achilles 
interposes. 

Ther.  Has  not  so  much  wit 

Achil.  Nay,  I  must  hold  you. 
Ther.  As  will  stop  the  eye  of  Helen's  needle, 
for  whom  he  comes  to  fight. 
Achil.  Peace,  fool ! 

Ther.  I  would  have  peace  and  quietness, 
but  the  fool  will  not:  he  there;  that  he;  look 
you  there. 

Ajax.  O  thou  damned  cur !  I  shall 

Achil.  Will  you  set  your  wit  to  a  fool's? 
Ther.  No,  I  warrant  you;  for  a  fool's  will 
shame  it. 
Patr.  Good  words,  Thersites. 
Achil.  What's  the  quarrel  ? 
Ajax.  I  bade  the  vile  owl,  go  learn  me  the 
tenour  of  the  proclamation,  and  he  rails  upon 
me. 

Ther.  I  serve  thee  not. 
Ajax.  Well,  go  to,  go  to. 
Ther.  I  serve  here  voluntary. I 
Achil.  Your   last    service   was   sufferance, 
'twas  not  voluntary ;  no  man  is  beaten  volun- 
tary ;  Ajax  was  here  the  voluntary,  and  you 
as  under  an  impress. 

Ther.  Even  so  ? — a  great  deal  of  your  wit 
too  lies  in  your  sinews,  or  else  there  be  liars. 
Hector  shall  have  a  great  catch,  if  he  knock 
out  either  of  your  brains ;  a'  were  as  good 
crack  a  fusty  nut  with  no  kernel. 

Achil.  What,  with  me  too,  Thersites  ? 
Ther.  There's  Ulyssess,  and  old  Nestor, — 
whose  wit  was  mouldy  ere  your  grandsires 
had  nails  on  their  toes, — yoke  you  like  draught 
oxen,  and  make  you  plough  up  the  wars. 
Achil.  What,  what? 

Ther.  Yes,  good  sooth;  To,  Achilles!  to, 
Ajax !  to ! 

Ajojc.  I  shall  cut  out  your  tongue. 
Ther.  'Tis  no  matter;  I  shall  speak  as  much 
as  thou,  afterwards. 

Pair.  No  more  words,  Thersites;  peace. 
Ther.  I  will  hold  my  peace  when  Achilles' 
bracht  bids  me,  shall  1  ? 

Achil-  There's  for  you,  Patroclus. 
Ther.  I  will  see  you  hanged,  like  clotpoles, 
ere^ome  any  more  to  your  tents;    I  will 
keef^'here  tliere  is  wit  stirring,  and  leave  the 
faction  of  fools.  [_Exil. 

Patr.  A  good  riddance. 
Achil.  Marry, this.  Sir, is proclaim'd through 
all  our  host : 
That  Hector,  by  the  first  hour  of  the  sun, 
Will,  with  a  trumpet,    'twixt  our  tents  and 

Troy, 
To-morrow  morning  call  some  knight  to  arms. 
That  hath  a  stomach;  and  such  a  one,  that 
dare  [well. 

Mahitain — I  know  not  what;  'tis  trash:  Fare- 
Ajax.  Farewell.     Who  shall  answer  him? 
Achil.  I  know   not,    it  is   put   to   lottery; 
otherwise, 
He  knew  his  man. 

Aiax.  O,  meaning  you: — I'll  go  learn  more 
of  it.  \_Exeunt. 

■*  The  membrane  ttat  protec'.s  the  brain. 
t  VoUintarily.  J  Bitch,  hound. 
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SCENE  II.— Troy.— A  Room  in  Priam's 
Palace. 

Enter  Priam,  Hector.  Troilus,  Paris,  and 
Helenus. 

Pri.  After  so  many   hours,  lives,  speeches 
spent. 
Thus  once  again  says  Nestor  from  the  Greeks; 
Deliver  Helen,  and  all  damage  else — 
As  honour,  loss  of  time,  travel,  expense, 
fVounds,  friends,   and  what  else  dear  that  is 

consum'd 
In  hot  digestion  of  this  cormorant  war. — 
Shallbestruck  off': — Hector,  what  say  you  to 't? 
Hect.  Though  no  man  lesser  fears  the  Greeks 

than  I, 
As  far  as  toucheth  my  particular,  yet. 
Dread  Priam, 

There  is  no  lady  of  more  softer  bowels, 
More  spungy  to  suck  in  the  sense  of  fear, 
More  ready  to  cry  out — Ifho  knows  what  fol- 
lows ? 
Than  Hector  is :  The  wound  of  peace  is  surety.. 
Surety  secure ;  but  modest  doubt  is  call'd 
The  beacon  of  the  wise,  the  tent  that  searches 
To  the  bottom  of  the  worst.     Let  Helen  go : 
Since  the  first  sword  was  drawn  about  this 

question. 
Every    tithe   soul,    'mongst  many   thousand 

dismes,* 
Hath  been  as  dear  as  Helen;  I  mean,  of  ours ; 
If  we  have  lost  so  many  tenths  of  ours, 
To  guard  a  thing  not  ours  ;  not  worth  to  us, 
Had  it  our  name,  the  value  of  one  ten  ; 
What  merits  in  that  reason,  which  denies 
The  yielding  of  her  up  ? 

Tro.  Fie,  fie,  my  brother  ! 
Weigh  you  the  worth  and  honour  of  a  king, 
So  great  as  our  dread  father,  in  a  scale 
Of  common  ounces  ?  will  you  with  counters 
The  past-proportion  of  his  infinite  ?  [sum 

And  buckle-in  a  waist  most  fathomless, 
With  spans  and  inches  so  diminutive 
As  fears  and  reasons  ?  fie,  for  godly  shame  .' 
Hcl.  No  marvel,  though  you  bite  so  sharp 

at  reasons. 
You  are  so  empty  of  them.     Should  not  our 

father  [sons. 

Bear  the  great  sway   of  his  affairs  with  rea- 
Because  your  speech  hath  none,  that  tells  him 

so? 
Tro.  You  ai'e  for  dreams  and  slumbers,  bro- 
ther priest. 
You  fur  your  gloves   with  reason.     Here  are 

your  reasons  : 
You  know,  an  enemy  intends  you  harm  ; 
You  know,  a  sword  employ'd  is  perilous. 
And  reason  flies  the  object  of  all  harm  : 
Who  marvels  then,  when  Helenus  beholds 
A  Grecian  and  his  sword,  if  he  do  set 
The  very  wings  of  reason  to  his  heels; 
And  fly  like  chidden  Mercury  from  Jove, 
Or  like  a  star  disorb'd  ? — Nay,  if  we  talk  of 

reason. 
Let's   shut   our   gates,  and   sleep :  Manhood 

and  honour 
Should  have  hare  hearts,  would  they  but  fat 

their  thoughts 
With  this  cramm'd  reason :  reason  and  respectt 
Make  livers  pale,  and  lustihood  deject. 

Hect.  Brother,  she  is  not  worth  what  she 

doth  cost 
The  holding. 

Tro.  What  is  aught,  but  as  'tis  valued? 
■  Tenths.  '  Caution. 
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Hect.   But  value  dwells  not  iu  particular 
It  holds  his  estimate  and  dignity  [will ; 

As  well  wherein  'tis  precious  of  itself 
As  in  the  prizer :  'tis  mad  idolatry, 
To  make  the  service  greater  than  the  god  ; 
And  the  will  dotes,  that  is  attributive 
To  what  infectiously  itself  aflects. 
Without  some  image  of  the  affected  merit. 
Tro.  I  take  to-day  a  wife,  and  my  election 
'  Is  led  on  in  the  conduct  of  my  will ; 
My  will  enkindled  by  mine  eyes  and  ears, 
Two  traded  pilots,  'twixt  the  dangerous  shores 
Of  will  and  judgment :  How  may  I  avoid. 
Although  my  will  distaste  what  it  elected, 
The  wife  I  chose  ?  there  can  be  no  evasion 
To  blench*  from  this,  and  to  stand  firm  by  ho- 
nour : 
We  turn  not  back  the  silks  upon  the  merchant, 
When  we  have  soil'd  them  ;  nor  the  remainder 

viands 
We  do  not  throw  in  unrespective  sieve,t 
Because  we  now  are  full.  It  was  thought  meet, 
Paris  should  do  somevengeanceontheGreeks: 
Your  breath  with  full  consent  bellied  his  sails ; 
The  seas  and  winds  (old  wranglers)  took  a 

truce,  [sir'd ; 

And  did  him  service :  he  touch'd  the  ports  de- 
And,  for  an  old  aunt,t  whom  the  Greeks  held 

captive. 
He  brought  a  Grecian   queen,    whose   youth 

and  freshness  [ing- 

Wrinkles  Apollo's,  and  makes  pale  the  morn- 
Why  keep  we   her?   the  Grecians   keep  our 

aunt: 
Is  she  worth  keeping?  why,  she  is  a  pearl, 
Whose  price  hath  launch'd  above  a  thousand 

ships, 
And  turn'd  crown'd  kings  to  merchants. 
If  you'll  avouch,  'twas  wisdom  Paris  went, 
(As  you  must  needs,    for  you  all  cried — Go, 

go,) 
If  you'll  confess,  he  brought  home  noble  prize, 
(As  you  must  needs,  for  you  all  clapp'd  your 
hands. 

And  cried Inestimable  '■)  why  do  you  now 

The  issue  of  your  proper  wisdoms  rate ; 
And  do  a  deed  that  fortune  never  did. 
Beggar  the  estimation  which  you  priz'd 
Richer  than  sea  and  land  ?  O  theft  most  base  ; 
That  we  have  stolen  what  we  do  fear  to  keep  ! 
But,  thieves,  unworthy  of  a  thing  so  stolen, 
That  in  their  country  did  them  that  disgrace. 
We  fear  to  warrant  in  our  native  place  ! 

Cas.  [  M^thin.']  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  ! 

Pri.   What  noise  ?  what  shriek  is  this  ? 

Tro.  'Tis  our  mad   sister,    I  do  know  her 
voice. 

Cas.   [  JVithin.'\  Cry,  Trojans  ! 

Hect.  It  is  Cassandra. 

Enter  Cassandra,  raving. 
Cas.  Cry,  Trojans,  cry  !  lend  me  ten  thou- 
sand eyes, 
And  I  will  fill  them  with  prophetic  tears. 
Hect.  Peace,  sister,  peace. 
Cas.  Virgins  and  boys,  mid-age  and  wrink- 
led elders, 
Soft  infancy,  that  nothing  canst  but  cry, 
Add  to  m3'  clamours  !  let  us  pay  betimes 
A  moiety  of  that  mass  of  moan  to  come. 
Cry,    Trojans,   cry  !  practise  your  eyes  with 

tears ! 
Troy  must  not  be,  nor  goodly  Ilion  stand ; 
Our  fire-brand  brother,  Paris,  burns  us  all. 

"  ShriiiK,or  Hy  off.  t  Basket, 

i  Priam's  .sister,  Hesion?', 


lAct  il. 

Cry,  Trojans,  cry !  a  Helen,  and  a  woe : 
Cry,  cry  !  Troy  burns,  or  else  let  Helen  go. 

iExit. 
Heel.  Now  youthful  Troilus,  do  not  these 
high  strains 
Of  divination  in  our  sister  work 
Some  touches  of  remorse  ?  or  is  your  blood 
So  madly  hot,  that  no  discourse  of  reason, 
Nor  fear  of  bad  success  in  a  bad  cause, 
Can  qualify  the  same  ? 

Tro.  Why,  brother  Hector, 
We  may  not  think  the  justness  of  each  act 
Such  and  no  other  than  event  doth  form  it ; 
Nor  once  deject  the  courage  of  our  minds, 
Because  Cassandra's  mad  :  her  brain-sick  rap- 
tures 
Cannot  distaste*  the  goodness  of  a  quarrel. 
Which  hath  our  several  honours  all  engag'd 
To  make  it  gracious.!  For  my  private  part, 
I  am  no  more  touch'd  than  all  Priam's  sons : 
And  Jove  forbid,  there  should  be  done  amongst 

us 
Such  things  as  might  offend  the  weakest  spleen 
To  fight  for  and  maintain  ! 

Par.  Else  might  the  world  convincet  of  levity 
As  well  my  undertakings,  as  your  counsels  : 
But  I  attest  the  gods,  your  full  consent 
Gave  wings  to  my  propension,  and  cut  off 
All  fears  attending  on  so  dire  a  project. 
J'or  what,  alas,  can  these  my  single  arms  ? 
What  propugnation'^  is  in  one  man's  valour. 
To  stand  the  push  and  enmity  of  those 
This  quarrel  would  excite  ?  Yet  I  protest. 
Were  I  alone  to  pass  the  difficulties. 
And  had  as  ample  power  as  I  have  will, 
Paris  should  ne'er  retract  what  he  hath  done. 
Nor  faint  in  the  pursuit. 

Pri.  Paris,  you  speak 
Like  one  besotted  on  your  sweet  delights : 
You  have  the  honey  still,  but  these  the  gall; 
So  to  be  valiant,  is  no  praise  at  all. 

Par.   Sir,  I  propose  not  merely  to  myself 
The  pleasures  such  a  beauty  brings  with  it ; 
But  I  would  have  the  soil  of'her  fair  rape 
Wip'd  off,  in  honourable  keeping  her. 
What  treason  were  it  to  the  ransack'd  queen, 
Disgrace  to  your  great  worths,  and  shame  to 
Now  to  deliver  her  possession  up,  [roc, 

On  teims  of  base  compulsion?  Can  it  be. 
That  so  degenerate  a  strain  as  this,        [soms  ? 
Should  once  set  footing  iu  your  generous  bo- 
There's  not  the  meanest  spirit  on  our  party, 
Without  a  heart  to  dare,  or  sword  to  draw. 
When  Helen  is  defended;  nor  none  so  noble. 
Whose  life  were  ill  bestow'd,  or  death  unfam'd. 
Where  Helen  is  the  subject :  then,  I  say^^ 
Well  may  we  fight  for  her,  whom,  we  Miow 

well, 
The  world's  large  spaces  cannot  parallel. 
Hect.  Paris,  and  Troilus,  you  have  both  said 
well : 
And  on  the  cause  and  question  now  in  liand 
Have  gloz'djil — but  superficially  ;  not  much 
Unlike  young  men,  whom  Aristotle  thought 
Unfit  to  hear  moral  philosophy  : 
The  reasons  you  allege,  do  more  conduce 
To  the  hot  passion  of  distemper'd  blood, 
Than  to  make  up  a  free  determination 
'Twixt  right  and  wrong ;  For  pleasure,  and 

revenge. 
Have  ears  more  deaf  than  adders  to  the  voice 
Of  any  true  decision.     Nature  craves. 
All  dues  be  render'd  to  their  owners;  now 
What  nearer  debt  in  all  humanity, 


Corrupt,  ciKiiigo  to  a  worse  stale. 
Convict.  S  Defence. 
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Suue  ///.] 

Than  wife  is  to  the  husband  ?  if  this  law 
Of  nature  be  corrupted  through  affection  ; 
And  that  great  minds,  of*  partial  indulgence 
To  their  benumbed  wills,  resist  the  same ; 
There  is  a  law  in  each  well-order'd  nation, 
To  curb  those  raging  appetites  that  are 
Most  disobedient  and  refractory. 
If  Helen  then  be  wife  to  Sparta's  king, — 
As  it  is  known  she  is, — tiicse  moral  laws 
Of  nature,  and  of  nations,  speak  aloud 
To  have  her  back  return'd :  Thus  to  persist 
In  doing  wrong,  extenuates  not  wrong. 
But  makes  it  much  more  heavy.     Hector's 

opinion 
Is  this  in  way  of  truth  :  yet  ne'ertheless. 
My  spritely  brethren,  I  propendt  to  jjou 
In  resolution  to  keep  Helen  still ; 
For  'tis  a  cause  that  hath  no  mean  dependence 
Upon  our  joint  and  several  dignities. 

Tro.  Why,  there  you  touch'd  the  life  of  our 

design  : 
Were  it  not  glory  that  we  more  affected 
Than  the  performance  of  our  heaving  spleens, 
I  would  not  wish  a  drop  of  Trojan  blood 
Spent  more   in    her  defence.      But,   worthy 

Hector, 
She  is  a  theme  of  honour  and  renown ; 
A  spur  to  valiant  and  magnanimous  deeds  ; 
Whose  present  courage  may  beat   down  our 

foes, 
And  fame,  in  time  to  come,  canonize  us  : 
For,   1  presume,   brave  Hector  would  not  lose 
So  rich  advantage  of  a  promis'd  glory, 
As  smiles  upon  the  forehead  of  this  action, 
For  the  wide  world's  revenue. 

Hec.  I  am  yours, 
You  valiant  offspring  of  great  Priamus. — 
I  have  a  roistlingt  challenge  sent  amongst 
The  dull  and  factious  nobles  of  the  Greeks, 
Will  strike  amazement  to  their  drowsy  spirits  : 
I  was  adviirtis'd,  their  great  general  slept. 
Whilst  emulation^  in  the  army  crept ; 
This,  I  presume,  will  wake  him.         [  Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI.— The    Grecian  Camp.— Before 
Achilles'  Tent. 

Enter  Thersites. 


IGI 


Enter  Patrocltjs. 


Tlier.  How  now,  Thersites  ?  what,  lost  in 
the  labyrinth  of  thy  fury  ?  Shall  the  elephant 
Ajax  carry  it  thus  i  he  beats  me,  and  I  rail  at 
him :  0  worthy  satisfaction !  'would,  it  were 
otherwise;  that  I  could  beat  him,  whilst  he 
railed  at  me  :  'Sfoot,  I'll  learn  to  conjure  and 
raise  devils,  but  I'll  see  some  issue  of  my  spite- 
ful execrations.  Then  there's  Achilles, — a  rare 
engijfeer.  If  Troy  be  not  taken  till  these  two 
undermine  it,  the  walls  will  stand  till  they  fall 
of  themselves.  0  thou  great  thunder-darter 
of  Olympus,  forget  that  thou  art  Jove  the  king 
of  gods  ;  and,  Mercury,  lose  all  the  serpentine 
craft  of  thy  Caduceus  ;\\  if  ye  take  not  that  lit- 
tle little  less-than-little  wit  from  them  that  they 
have !  which  short-armed  ignorance  itself 
knows  is  so  abundaut  scarce,  it  will  not  in  cir- 
cumvention deliver  a  fly  from  a  spider,  with- 
out drawing  their  massy  irons,  and  cutting  the 
webb.  After  this,  the  vengeance  on  the  whole 
camp  !  or,  ratlier,  the  bone-ache  !  for  that,  me- 
tliinks,  is  the  curse  dependent  on  those  that 
war  for  a  placket.  I  have  said  my  prayers  ; 
and  devil,  envy,  say  Amen.  What,  ho!  my 
lord  Achilles ! 


Patr.  Who's  there  ?  Thersites  ?  Good 
Thersites,  come  in  and  rail. 

Thcr.  If  1  could  have  remembered  a  gilt 
counterfeit,  thou  wouldest  not  have  slipped  out 
of  my  contemplation  :  but  it  is  no  matter;  Thy- 
self upon  thyself!  The  common  curse  of  man- 
kind, folly,  and  ignorance,  be  thine  in  great 
revenue  !  heaven  bless  thee  from  a  tutor,  and 
discipline  come  not  near  thee  !  Let  thy  blood** 
be  thy  direction  till  thy  death  !  then  if  she,  that 
lays  thee  out,  says — thou  art  a  fair  corse,  I'll 
be  sworn  and  sworn  upon't,  she  never  shroud- 
ed any  but  lazars.t  Amen. — Where's  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  What,  art  thou  devout  ?  was  thou  in 
prayer  ? 

Ther.  Ay  ;  The  heavens  hear  me  ! 

Enter  Achilles- 

Achil.   Who's  there  ? 

Pair.  Thersites,  my  lord. 

Achil.  Where,  where  ? — Art  thou  come  ? 
Why,  my  cheese,  my  digestion,  why  hast  thou 
not  served  thyself  in  to  my  table  so  many 
meals '.'  Come  ;  what's  Agamemnon  ? 

Ther.  Thy  commander,  Achilles : — Then 
tell  me,  Patroclus,  what's  Achillles? 

Patr.  Thy  lord,  Thersites ;  Then  tell  me, 
I  pray  thee,  what's  thyself? 

Ther.  Thy  knower,  Patroclus  ;  Then  tell 
me,  Patroclus,  what  art  thou  ? 

Pair.  Thou  raayest  tell,  that  knowest. 

Achil.  O,  tell,  tell. 

Thcr.  I'll  decline  the  whole  question.  Aga- 
memnon commands  Achilles  ;  Achilles  is  my 
lord ;  I  am  Patroclus'  knower  ;  and  Patroclus 
is  a  fool. 

Pair.  You  rascal ! 

Ther.  Peace,  fool ;  I  have  not  done. 

Achil.  He  is  a  ^privileged  man. — Proceed, 
Thersites. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool ;  Achilles  is  a 
fool ;  Thersites  is  a  fool ;  and,  as  aforesaid, 
Patroclus  is  a  fool. 

Achil.   Derive  this  ;  come. 

Ther.  Agamemnon  is  a  fool  to  offer  to  com- 
mand Achilles  ;  Achilles  is  a  fool  to  be  com- 
manded of  Agamemnon  ;  Thersites  is  a  fool  to 
serve  such  a  fool ;  and  Patroclus  is  a  fool 
positive. 

Patr.  Why  am  I  a  fool  ? 

Ther.  Make  that  demand  of  the  prover.— 
It  suffices  mc,  thou  art.  Look  you,  who  comes 
here  ! 


Enter  Agamemnon,   Ulysses,  Nestor,  Diom 
EDES,  and  Ajax. 

Achil.  Patroclus,  I'll  speak  with  nobody  : — 
Come  in  with  me,  Thersites.  \^Exif. 

Ther.  Here  is  such  patchery,  such  juggling, 
and  such  knavery !  all  the  argument  is,  a 
cuckold,  and  a  whore ;  A  good  quarrel,  to 
draw  emulousi  factions,  and  bleed  to  death 
upon.  Now  the  dry  *er|n"go$  on  the  subject! 
and  war,  and  lechery,  confound  all !       [^Exit. 

Agam.  Where  is  Achilles  ? 

Patr.  Within  his  tent ;  but  ill  dispos'd,  my 
lord. 

Agam.  Let  it  be  known  to  him  that  we  are 
here. 
He  shentll  our  messengers ;  and  we  lay  by 
Our  appertainments,1I  visiting  of  him: 


Through.  t  Incline  (i,  m  a  question  of  honour.   *  Passions,  iiattirSl  I'lopensities 
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Let  him  be  told  so  ;  lest,  perchance,  he  think 
We  daie  not  move  the  question  of  our  place. 
Or  know  not  what  we  are. 

Patr.  I  shall  say  so  to  him.  [jEav7. 

Ulyss.  We  saw  him  at  the  opening  of  his 
tent ;  He  is  not  sick. 

Ajnx.  Yes,  lion-sick,  sick  of  proud  heart : 
you  may  call  it  melancholy,  if  you  will  favour 
the  man  ;  but,  by  my  head,  'tis  pride :  But 
why,  why  ?  let  him  show  us  a  cause. — A  word, 
my  lord.  [  T«A;es  Agamemnon  aside. 

Nest.  What  moves  Ajax  thus  to  bay  at  him  ? 

Ulyss.  Achilles  hath  inveigled  his  fool  from 
him. 

Nest.  Who?  Thersites? 

Ulyss.   He. 

Nest.  Then  will  Ajax  lack  matter,  if  he 
have  lost  his  argument.* 

Ulyss.  No  you  see,  he  is  his  argument,  that 
has  his  argument ;  Achilles. 

Nest.  All  the  better  ;  their  fraction  is  more 
our  wish,  than  their  faction :  But  it  was  a 
Strong  composure,  a  fool  could  disunite. 

Ulyss.  The  amity,  that  wisdom  knits  not. 
folly  may  easily  unite.  Here  comes  Patroclus. 

Re-enter  Patroclus. 
Nest.  No  Achilles  with  him. 
Ulyss.  The  elephant   hath  joints,  but  none 
for  courtesy  :  his  legs  are  legs  for  necessity, 
not  for  flexure. 

Patr.  Achilles  bids  me  say — he  is  much  sorry. 
If  any  thingmore  than  your  sport  and  pleasure 
Did  move  your  greatness,  and  this  noble  state. 
To  call  upon  him  ;  he  hopes,  it  is  no  other. 
But,  for  yoiu-  health  and  yovu-  digestion  sake, 
And  after-dinner's  breath. t 

Again.  Hear  you,  Patroclus  ; — 
We  are  too  well  acquainted  with  these  ans- 
wers : 
But  his  evasion,  wing'd  thus  swift  with  scorn, 
Cannot  outfly  our  apprehensions. 
Much  attribute  he  hath  ;  and  much  the  reason 
Why  we  ascribe  it  to  him :  yet  all  his  virtues, — 
Not  virtuously  on  his  own  part  beheld, — 
Do,  in  our  eyes,  begin  to  lose  their  gloss  ; 
Yea,  like  fair  fruit  in  an  unwholesome  dish. 
Are  like  to  rot  untasted.     Go;  and  tell  him. 
We  come  to  speak  with  him :  And  you  shall 

not  sin. 
If  you  do  say — we  think  him  over-proud. 
And  under-honest ;  in  self-assumption  greater,  | 
Than  in  the  note  of  judgment ;  and  worthier 

than  himself 
Heretendl  the  savage  strangeness^  he  puts  on; 
Disguise  the  holy  strength  of  their  command, 
And  underwritc||  in  an  observing  kind 
His  humorous  predominance  ;  yea,  watch 
His  pettish  lunes,ir  his  ebbs,  his  flows,  as  if 
The  passage  and  whole  carriage  of  this  action 
Rode  on  his  tide.     Go,  tell  him  this  ;  and  add, 
That,  if  he  overbold  his  price  so  much. 
We'll  none  of  him ;  but  let  him,  like  an  engine 
Not  portable,  lie  under  this  report — 
Bring  action  hither,  this  cannot  go  to  war  : 
A  stirring  dwarf  we  do  allowance**  give 
Before  a  sleeping  giant : — Tell  him  so. 

Patr.    I  shall ;  and  bring  his  answer  pre- 
sently. lE.vil. 

Agam.  In  second  voice  we'll  not  be  satisfied. 

We  come  to  speak  with  him. — Ulysses,  enter. 

{_E.zii  Ulysses. 

Ajax.  What  i^  he  more  than  another  ? 

Agam.  No  more  than  what  he  thinks  he  is. 


*  Subject.       f  Exercise.        |  Attend. 
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Ajnx.  Is  he  so  much  ?  Do  you  not  think,  he 
thinks  himself  a  better  man  than  I  am  ? 
Agam.  No  question. 

Ajax.  Will  you  subscribe  his  tliought,  and 
say — lie  is  ? 

Again.  No,  noble  Ajax  ;  you  are  as  strong, 
as  valiant,  as  wise,  no  less  noble,  much  more 
gentle,  and  altogether  more  tractable. 

Ajax.  Why  should  a  man  be  proud  ?  How 
doth  pride  grow  ?  I  know  not  what  pride  is. 

Agam.  Your  mind's  the  clearer,  Ajax,  and 
your  virtues  the  fairer.  He  that  is  proud,  eats 
up  himself:  pride  is  his  own  glass,  his  own 
trumpet,  his  own  chronicle ;  and  whatever 
praises  itself  but  in  the  deed,  devours  the 
deed  in  the  praise. 

Ajax.  I  do  hate  a  proud  man,  as  I  hate  the 
engendering  of  toads. 

Nest.  And  yet  he  loves  himself:  Is  it  not 
strange  ?  i  Aside. 

Re-.enter  Ulysses. 
Ulyss.  Achilles  will  not  to  the  field  to-inorro«-. 
Agam.   What's  his  excuse? 
Ulyss.   He  doth  rely  on  none  ; 
But  carries  on  the  stream  of  his  dispose. 
Without  observance  or  respect  of  any. 
In  will  peculiar  and  in  self-admission. 

Agam.  ^Yhy  will  he  not,  upon  our  fair  re- 
quest, 
Untent  his  person,  and  share  the  air  with  us  ? 
UlysF.  Things  small  as  nothing,  for  request's 
sake  only,  [greatness ; 

He   makes  important:  Possess'd  he   is   with 
And  speaks  not  to  himself,  but  with  a  pride 
That  quarrels  at  self-breath:  imagin'd  worth 
Holds  in  his  blood  such  swoln  and  hot   dis- 
course. 
That,  'twixt  his  mental  and  his  active  parts, 
Kingdom'd  Achilles  in  commotion  rages. 
And  batters  down  himself:  What  should  I  say  ? 
He  is  so  plaguy  proud,  that  the  death  tokens  of 
Cry — No  recovery.  [it 

Agam.  Let  Ajax  go  to  him. — 
Dear  lord,  go  you  and  greet  him  in  his  tent : 
'Tis  said,  he  holds  you  well ;  and  will  be  led, 
At  your  request,  a  little  from  himself. 

Ulyss.  O  Agamemnon,  let  it  not  be  so  ! 
We'll  consecrate  the  steps  that  Ajax  makes 
When  they  go  from  Achilles  :  Shall  the  proud 

lord. 
That  bastes  his  arrogance  with  his  own  seam ; 
And  never  suffers  matter  of  the  world 
Enter  his  thoughts, — save  such  as  do  revolve 
And  ruminate  himself, — shall  he  be  worshipp'd 
Of  that  we  hold  an  idol  more  than  he  ? 
No,  this  thrice  worthy  and  right  valiant  Hl-d 
Must  not  so  stale  his  palm,  nobly  acquir'd  ; 
Nor,  by  my  will,  assubjugate  his  merit. 
As  amply  titled  as  Achilles  is. 
By  going  to  Achilles  : 
That  were  to  enlard  his  fat-already  pride  ; 
And  add  more  coals  to  Cancer,!  when  he  burns 
With  entertaining  great  Hyperion. | 
This  lord  go  to  him  !  Jupiter  forbid  ; 
And  say  in  thunder — Achilles,  go  to  him. 
Nest.   0,  this  is  well ;  he  nibs   the  vein  of 
''•m.  [Aside. 

Dio.   And  how  his   silence  drinks   up  this 
applause!  [Aside. 

Ajax.   If  I  go  to  him,    with   my  arm'd  fist 
I'll  pash§  him 
Over  the  face. 


*  Fat.         t  The  sign  in  (he  zodiac  into  which  the  sun 
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Agam.   O,  no,  yoii  sliall  not  go. 

Ajax.  An  he  be  proud  with  me,  I'll  pheeze* 
his  pride : 
Let  me  go  to  him. 

Ulyss.  Not  for  the  worth  that  hang«  upon 
om-  quarrel. 

Ajax.  A  paltry,  insolent  fellow, 

Nest.  How  he  describes 
Himself! 

Ajax,  Can  lie  not  be  sociable  ? 

Ulyss.  Tlie  raven 
Chides  blackness. 

Ajxtx.  I  will  let  his  humours  blood. 

Agam.  He'll  be  pliysician,   that  should  be 
the  patient.       "  ^Aside. 

Ajax.  An  all  men 
Were  o'  my  mind, — 

Ulyss.   Wit  would  be  out  of  fashion.  [^  Aside. 

AjiLV.   He  should  not  bear  it  so. 
He  should  eat  swords  first :  Shall  pride  carry 
it? 

Nest.  An  'twould,  you'd  carry  half.  {Aside. 

Ulyss.  He'd  have  ten  shares.  {Aside. 

Ajax.   I'll  knead  him,  I  will  make  him  sup- 
ple : 

Nest.  He's  not  yet  thorough  warm  :  forcet 
him  with  praises : 
Pour  in,  pour  in;  his  ambition  is  dry.  {A.-iide. 

Ulyss.  My  lord,  you  feed  too  much  on  this 
dislike.  [To  Agamemnon. 

Nest.  O  noble  general,  do  not  do  so. 

Dio.    You  must  prepare  to   fight  without 
Achilles. 

Ulyss.   Why'  'tis  this  naming  of  him  does 
him  harm. 
Here  is  a  man — But  'tis  before  his  face  ; 
1  will  be  silent. 

Nest.  Wherefore  should  you  so  ? 
He  is  not  emulous, t  as  Achilles  i.s. 

Ulyss.  Know  the  whole  world,  he  is  as  val- 
liant. 

Ajax.  A  whoreson   dog,  that  shall   palter^ 
thus  with  us ! 
I  would,  he  were  a  Trojan  '. 

Nest.  What  a  vice 
■Were  it  in  Ajax  now 

Ulyss.   If  he  were  proud  ? 

jDio.    Or  covetous  of  praise  / 

Ulyss.  Ay,  or  surly  borne  ? 

Dio.  Or  strange,  or  self-afiected? 

Ulyss.  Thank  the  heavens,  lord,  thou  art  of 
sweet  composure  ;  [suck  : 

Praise  him  that  got  thee,   she  that  gave  thee 
Fam'd  be  thy  tutor,  and  thy  parts  of  nature 
Thrice-fam'd  beyond  all  erudition : 
But  he  that  disciplin'd  thy  arms  to  fight, 
Let  Mars  divide  eternity  in  twain. 
And  give  him  half:  and,  for  thy  vigour, 
BuU-ljearing  Milo  his  addition||  yield      [dom. 
To  sinewy  Ajax.     I  will  not  praise  thy   wis- 
Which,  like  a  bourn, U  a  pale,  a  shore,  confines 
Thy  spacious  and  dilated  parts  ;  Here's  Nes- 
Instructed  by  the  antiquary  times,         [tor, — 
He  must,  he  is,  he  cannot  but  be  wise; — 
But  pardon,  father  Nestor,  were  your  days 
As  green  as  Ajax',  and  your  brain  so  temper'd, 
You  should  not  have  the  eminence  of  him, 
But  be  as  Ajax. 

Ajax.   Shall  I  call  you  father? 

Nest.  Ay,  my  good  son. 

Dio.  Be  rul'd  by  him,  lord  Ajax. 

Ulyss.  There  is  no  tarrying  here ;  the  hart 
Achilles 
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Keeps  thicket.   Please  it  our  great  general 
To  call  together  all  his  state  of  war ; 
Fresh  kings  are  come  to  Troy  :  To-morrow, 
We  must  with  all  our   main  of  power  stand 

fast: 
And  here's  a  lord, — come  knights   from  eaSt 

to  west, 
And  cull  the  flower,  Ajax  shall  cope  the  best. 
Again.    Go  we   to   council.      Let   Achillas 

sleep : 
Light  boats  sail   swift,   though  greater  hulks 

draw  deep.  lE.veunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. —  Troy. — A  Room  in  Pbiam"s  Pa- 
lace. 

Enter  Pasdarus  and  a  Sskvan  r. 
Pa7i.   J'riend  !  you  !  pray  you,  a  word  :  Ao 
not  you  follow  the  young  lord  Parid  ? 
SciT.  Ay,  Sir,  when  he  goes  before  me. 
Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  him,  I  mean? 
Serv.   Sir,  I  do  depend  upon  the  lord. 
Pan.  You  do  depend  upon  a  noble  genOe- 
man  ;  1  unist  needs  praise  him. 
Serv.  The  lord  be  praised  ! 
Paji.  You  know  me,  do  you  not  ? 
Serv.    'Faith,  Sir,  superficially. 
Pa)i.  Friend,   know  me  better;  I  am  the 
lord  Pandarus. 

Serv.  I  hope,  I  shall  know  your  honour  bet- 
ter. 

Pan.  I  do  desire  it. 

Serv.  You  are  in  a  state  of  grace. 

{Music  within . 
Pan.    Grace!   not   so,  friend;  honour  and 
lordship  are  my  titles :— What  music  is  this  ? 

Serv.  I  do  but  partly  know,  Sir  ;  it  is  mu:5Jc 
ill  parts. 

Pan.  Know  you  the  musicians  .' 
Serv.  Wholly,  Sir. 

Wlio  play  they  to? 
To  the  hearers,  Sir. 
At  whose  pleasure,  friend  .' 
At  mine.  Sir,  and   theirs   that   lov;e 
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music. 

Pan.   Command,   I  mean,   friend. 

Serv.   Who  shall  I  command.  Sir? 

Pan.  Friend,  we  understand  not  one  an- 
oflier  ;  I  am  too  courtly,  and  thou  art  too  cun- 
ning :  At  whose  request  do  these  men  play  ? 

Serv.  That's  to't,  indeed.  Sir:  Marry,  Sir, 
at  the  request  of  Paris  my  lord,  who  is  there 
in  person  ;  with  him,  the  mortal  Venus,  the 
heart-blood  of  beauty,  love's  invisible  soui, — 

Pan.  Who,  my  cousin,  Cressida  i 

Serv.  No.  Sir,  Helen  ;  Could  you  not  find 
out  that  by  her  attributes  ? 

Pan.  It'  should  seem,  fellow,  that  thou  hast 
uot  seen  the  lady  Cressida.  I  come  to  speak 
with  Paris  from  the  prince  Troilus  :  I  will 
make  a  co»nplimental  assault  upon  him,  for 
my  business  seeths.*^  ^ 

Serv.  Sodden  business !  there  s  a,  stewed 
phrase  indeed ! 

Enter  Paris  and  Helen,  attended. 

Pan.  Fair  be  to  you,  my  lord,  and  to  all  this 
fair  company  !  fair  desires,  in  all  fair  mea- 
sure fairly  guide  them  !  especially  to  you 
fair  queen  !  fair  thoughts  be  your  fair  pillow  ! 

Helen.  Dear  lord,  you  are  full  of  fairwords. 

Pan.  You  speak  your  fair  pleasure.  .swe<'t 
queen. — 

-  Boil*. 
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Fair  prince,  here  is  good  broken  music. 

Par.  You  have  broke  it,  cousin  :  and,  by  my 
Jife,  you  shall  make  it  whole  again  ;  you  sliall 
piece  it  out  with  a  piece  of  your  performance  : 
Nell,  he  is  full  of  harmony. 
Pun.   Truly,   lady,  no. 

Helen.  O,  Sir, 

Pan.  Rude,  in  sooth  ;  in  good  sooth,  very 
rude. 

Par.  Well  said,  my  lord  !  well,  you  say  so 
in  fits.* 

Pan.  I  have  business   to    my   lord,    dear 
queen  ! — 
?»Iy  lord,  will  you  vouchsafe  me  a  word  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  this  shall  not  hedge  us  out; 
we'll  hear  you  sing,  certainly. 

Pan.  Well,  sweet  queen,  you  are  pleasant 
with  me. — But  (marry)  thus,  my  lord, — My 
dear  lord,  and  most  esteemed  friend,  your  bro- 
ther Troilus — 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus  ;  honey-sweet 
lord, — 

Pan.  Go  to,  sweetqueen,  goto: — commends 
himself  most  afl'ectionately  to  you. 

Helen.  You  shall  not  bob  us  out  of  our  me- 
lody ;  If  you  do,  our  melancholy  upon  j'our 
head ! 

Pan.  Sweet  queen,  sweet  queen  ;  that's  a 
sweet  queen,  i'faith. 

Helen.  And  to  make  a  sweet  lady  sad,  is  a 
sour  oflcnce. 

Pan.  Naj',  that  shall  not  serve  your  turn  ; 
that  shall  it  not,  in  truth,  la.  Nay,  I  care  not 
for  such  words  ;  no,  no. — And,  my  lord,  he 
desires  you,  that,  if  the  king  call  for  him  at 
supper,  you  will  make  his  excuse. 

Helen.  My  lord  Pandarus, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen, — my  very 
sweet  queen  ? 

Par.  What  exploit's  in  hand  ?  where  sups 
he  to-night  ? 

Helen.  Nay,  but  my  lord, 

Pan.  What  says  my  sweet  queen  ? — My 
cousin  will  fall  out  with  you.  You  must  not 
know  where  he  sups. 

Par.  ril  lay  my  life,  with  my  disposer  Cres- 
sida. 

Pan.  No,  no,  no  such  matter,  you  are  wide;! 
come,  your  disposer  is  sick. 
Par.  Well,  I'll  make  excuse. 
Pan.   Ay,  good  my  lord.     Why  should  you 
say — Cressida  ?  no,  your  poor  disposer's  sick. 
Par.   I  spy. 

Pan.  YoM  spy  I  what  do  you  spy  ? — Come, 
give  me  an  instrument. — Now,  sweet  queen. 
Helen.  Why,  this  is  kindly  done. 
Pan.  My  niece  is  horribly   in  love  with  a 
thing  you  have,  sweet  queen. 

Helen.  She  shall  have  it,  my  lord,  if  it  be 
not  my  lord  Paris. 

Pan.  He!  no,  she'll  none  of  him;  they  two 
are  twain. 

Helen.  Falling  in,  after  falling  out,  may 
make  them  three. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  I'll  hear  no  more  of  this : 
I'll  sing  you  a  song  now. 

Helen.    Ay,  ay,  pr'ythee  now.  By  my  troth, 
sweet  lord,  tliou  hast  a  fine  forehead. 
Pan.  Ay,  you  maj-,  you  may. 
Helen.    Let  thy  song  be  love  :  this  love  will 
undo  us  all.  O,  Cupid,  Cupid,  Cupid  ! 
Pan.   Love!  ay,  that  it  shall,  i'faith. 
Par.  Ay,  good  now,  love,  love,  nothing  but 

love. 
Pan-  In  good  troth,  it  begins  so : 
■'  r.i'Jf  of  »  <fn,  ■'  '.tii'p  i^*"  your  'jsri: 


lu  love,  i'faith,  to  the  very  tip  of  the 


[Act  HI. 

Love,  love,  nothing  but  love,  still  more  '■ 

For,  oh,  love's  bow 

Shoot.'!  buck  and  doe  : 

The  shaft  confounds. 

Not  thai  it  teounds 
But  firkles  still  the  sore. 

These  lovers  cry — Oh  !  oh  .'  they  die  .' 
Vet  that  which  seems  the  wound  to  kill. 

Doth  turn  oh  !  oh  !  to  ha !  ha  '.  he  ! 
So  dying  love  lives  still : 

Oh  .'  oh  '  a  while,  but  ha  ■'  ha  !  ha  '. 

Oh  I  oh  !  groans  out  for  ha  '.  ha  !  ha  '. 

Hey  ho  ! 
Helen. 
nose. 

Par.  He  eats  nothing  but  doves,  love ;  and 
that  breeds  liot  blood,  and  hot  blood  begets  hot 
thoughts,  and  hot  thoughts  beget  hot  deeds, 
and  hot  deeds  is  love. 

Pan.  Is  this  the  generation  of  love?  hot 
blood,  hot  thoughts,  and  hot  deeds  ? — Why, 
they  are  vipers  :  Is  love  a  generation  of  vip- 
ers ?  Sweet  lord,  who's  a-field  to-day  ? 

Par.  Hector,  Deiphobus,  Hclenus,  Anteiior. 
and  all  the  gallantry  of  Troy  :  I  would  fain 
have  armed  to-night,  but  my  Nell  would  not 
have  it  so.  How  chance  ray  brother  Troilus 
went  not  ? 

Helen.  He  hangs  the  lip  at  something; — 
you  know  all,  lord  Pandarus. 

Pan.  Not  I,  honey-sweet  queen, — I  long  to 
hear  how  they  sped  to-day. — You'll  remember 
your  brother's  excuse  ? 
Par.  To  a  hair. 
Pan.  Farewell,  sweet  queen. 
Helen.   Commend  me  to  your  niece. 
Pan.  I  will,  sweet  queen.  [Exit. 

\_A  Retreat  sounded. 
Par.  They   are  come  from  field  :  let  us  to 
Priam's  hall. 
To  greet  the  warriors.     Sweet  Helen,   I  must 

woo  you 
To  help  unarm  our  Hector  :  his  stubborn  buc- 
kles, [touch'd. 
With   these  your   white   enchanting    fingers 
Shall  more  obey,  than  to  the  edge  of  steel, 
Or  force  of  Grcekish   sinews;    you  shall  do 

more 
Than  all  the  island  kings,  disarm  great  Hector. 
Helen.    'Twill  make  us  proud  to  be  his  ser- 
vant, Paris  : 
Yea,  what  he  shall  receive  of  ug  in  duty. 
Give  us  more  palm  in  beauty  than  we  have  ; 
Yea,  overshines  ourself. 

Par.    Sweet,  above  thought  I  love  thee. 

[_Excutit. 
SCENE  H. —  The  same.  Paxdarus'  Orchard. 
Enter  Pandarus  aiid  a  Servant,  meeting. 
Pan.  How   now?  where's  thy  master?  at 
my  cousin  Cressida's  ? 

Serv.  No,  Sir ;  he  stays  for  you  to  conduct 
him  thither. 

Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  0,  here  he  comes. — How  now.  how 
now  ? 

Tro.   Sirrah,  walk  ofi".  [Exit  Servant. 

Pan.  Have  you  seen  my  cousin  ? 

Tro.  No,  Pandarus  :  I  stalk  about  her  door. 
Like  a  strange  soul  upon  the  Stygian  banks 
Staying  for  waftage.     0,  be  thou  my  Charon, 
And  givemeswift  transportance  to  those  fields, 
AVh^re  I  may  wallow  in  th"  lily  bcd« 
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•Scene  JJ.'] 

Propos'd  tor  the  deserver  !  O  g'entle  Pnndarus, 
From  Cupid's  shoulder  pluck  his  painted  wiiigs, 
And  fly  with  me  to  Cressid  ! 

Pan.  Walk  here  'the  orchard  ;  I'll  bring'  her 
straight.  [£.xaV  Pandarus. 

Tro.  1  ana  giddy  ;  expectation  whirls  nie 
The  imaginary  relish  is  so  sweet  [round. 

That  it  enchants  my  sense  ;  What  will  it  be, 
When  that  the  watei  y  palate  tastes  indeed 
Love's   thrice-reputed  nectar?  death,  I   fear 

me ; 
Swooning  destruction  ;  or  some  joy  too  fine. 
Too  subtle-potent,  tun'd  too  sharp  in  sweetness, 
For  the  capacity  of  my  ruder  powers  : 
I  fear  it  much  ;  and  I  do  fear  besides, 
That  I  shall  lose  distinction  in  my  joys  ; 
As  doth  a  battle,  when  they  charge  on  heaps 
The  enemy  flying. 

Re-enter  Fandarcs. 

Pan.  She's  making  her  ready,  she'll  come 
straight :  you  must  be  witty  now.  She  does 
so  blush,  and  fetches  her  wind  so  short,  as  if 
she  were  frayed  with  a  sprite  :  I'll  fetch  her. 
It  is  the  prettiest  villaui : — she  fetches  her 
breath  as  short  as  a  new-ta'en  sparrow. 

lExit  Pandarus. 

Tro.  Even  such  a  passion  doth  embrace  my 
bosom : 
My  heart  beats  thicker  than  a  fevorous  pulse  ; 
And  all  my  powers  do  their  bestowing  lose, 
Like  vassalage  at  unawares  encount'ring 
The  eye  of  majesty. 

Enter  Pandarus  and  Cressxda. 

Pan.  Come,  come,  what  need  you  blush  ? 
shame's  a  baby. — Here  she  is  now:  swear  the 
oaths  now  to  her,  that  you  have  sworn  to  me. 
— What,  are  you  gone  again  ?  you  must  be 
watched  ere  you  be  made  tame,  must  you  ? 
Come  your  ways,  come  your  ways ;  an  you 
draw  backward,  we'll  put  you  i'the  fills.* — 
Why  do  you  not  speak  to  her? — Come,  draw 
this  curtain,  and  let's  see  your  picture.  Alas 
the  day,  how  loath  you  are  to  offend  daylight! 
an  'twere  dark,  you'd  close  sooner.  So,  so ; 
rub  on,  and  kiss  the  mistress.!  How  now,  a 
kiss  in  fee-farm  !  build  there,  carpenter ;  the 
air  is  sweet.  Nay,  you  shall  fight  your  hearts 
out,  ere  I  part  you.  The  falcon  as  the  tercel, t 
for  all  the  ducks  i'the  river  :  go  to,  go  to. 

Tro.  You  have  bereft  me  of  all  words,  lady. 

Prt?!.  Words  pay  no  debts,  give  her  deeds  : 
■but  she'll  bereave  you  of  the  deeds  too,  if  she 
call  your  activity  in  question.  What,  billing 
again?  Here's — In  witness  whereof  the  parties 
interchangeably — Come  in,  come  in ;  I'll  go 
get  a  fire.  [Exit  Pandarus. 

Cres.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Tro.  O  Cressida,  how  often  have  I  wished 
me  thus  ? 

Cres.  Wished  my  lord  ? — The  gods  grant ! — 
O  my  lord ! 

Tro.  What  should  they  grant  1  what  makes 
this  pretty  abruption  ?  What  too  curious  dreg 
espies  my  sweet  lady  in  the  fountain  of  our 
love? 

Ores.  More  dregs,  than  water,  if  my  fears 
have  eyes. 

Tro.  Fears  make  devils  cherubiras ;  they 
never  see  truly. 

Cres.  Blind  fear,  that  seeing  reason  leads, 

*  Shafts  of  a  carriage, 
f  The  allusion  i«  to  bowling;  uhat  i*   now    called  the 
.lack  was  formerly  leraied  the  mistress. 
t  The  tercel  is  the  mate  and  the  falcon  the  female  liawk. 
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finds  safer  footing  than  blind  reason  stumbling 
without  fear:  To  fear  the  worst,  oft  cures  the 
worst. 

Tro.  O,  let  my  lady  apprehend  no  fear :  in 
all  Cupid's  pageant  there  is  presented  no 
monster. 

Cres.   Nor  nothing  monstrous  neither  ? 

Tro.  Nothing,  but  our  undertakings  ;  when 
we  vow  to  weep  seas,  live  in  lire,  eat  rocks, 
tame  tiger.^  ;  thinking  it  harder  for  our  mis- 
tress to  devise  imposition  enough,  than  for  us 
to  undergo  any  difficulty  imposed.  This  is 
the  monstruosity  in  love,  lady, — that  the  will 
is  infinite,  and  the  execution  confined  ;  that 
the  desire  is  boundless,  and  the  act  a  slave  to 
limit. 

Cres.  They  say,  all  lovers  swear  more  pev- 
formance  than  they  are  able,  and  yet  reserve 
an  ability  that  they  never  perform ;  vowing 
more  than  the  perfection  often,  and  discharg- 
ing less  than  the  tenth  part  of  one.  They  that, 
have  the  voice  of  lions,  and  the  act  of  hares^. 
are  they  not  monsters  ? 

Tro.  Are  there  such  ?  such  are  not  we  :- 
Praise  us  as  we  are  tasted,  allow  us  as  we 
prove ;  our  head  shall  go  bare,  till  merit  crown 
it :  no  perfection  in  reversion  shall  have  a 
praise  in  present :  we  will  not  name  desert, 
before  his  birth  ;  and, being  boi-n,  his  addition" 
shall  be  humble.  Few  words  to  fair  truth  : 
Treilus  shall  be  such  to  Cressid,  as  what  envy 
can  say  worst,  shall  be  a  mock  for  his  truth; 
and  what  truth  can  speak  truest,  nor  truer 
than  Troilus. 

Cres.  Will  you  walk  in,  my  lord  ? 

Re-enter  Pandarus. 

Pcm.  What,  blushing  still  ?  have  you  nor 
done  talking  yet  ? 

Cres.  Well,  uncle,  what  folly  I  commit,  I 
dedicate  to  you. 

Pan.  I  thank  you  for  that ;  if  my  lord  get  a 
boy  of  you,  you'll  give  him  me :  Be  true  to  my 
lord  :  if  he  flinch,  chide  me  for  it. 

Tro.  You  know  now  your  hostages  ;  your 
uncle's  word,  and  my  firm  faith. 

Pan.  Nay,  I'll  give  my  word  for  her  too  ; 
our  kindred,  though  they  be  long  ere  they  are 
wooed,  they  are  constant,  being  won :  they 
are  burs,  I  can  tell  you  ;  they'll  stick  where 
they  are  thrown. 

Cres.  Boldness  comes  to  me  now,  and  bring^s 
me  heart : — 
Prince  Troilus,  I  have'lov'd  you  night  and  day 
For  many  weary  months. 

Tro.  Why  was  my  Cressid  then  so  hard  to 

win  ? 
Cres.   Hard  to  seem  won ;  but  [  was  won, 
my  lord, 
Whh  the  first  glance  that  ever — Pardon  me ; — 
If  I  confess  much,  you  will  play  the  tyrant. 
I  love  you  now;  but  not,  till  now,  so  much 
But  r  might  master  it : — in  faith,  I  lie  ; 
My  thouglits  were  like   unbridled   cliildren. 
grown  [fools ! 

Two   headstrong  for  their  mother:    See,   we 
Why  have  I  blabb'd  ?  who  shall  be  true  to  us, 
When  we  are  so  unsecret  to  ourselves  ? 
But,  though  I  lov'd  you  well,  I  woo'dyou  not ; 
And  yet,  good  faith,  1  wish'd  myself  a  man; 
Or  that  we  women  had  men's  privilege 
Of  speaking  first.  Sweet,   bid   me   hold   mv 

tongue  ; 
For,  in  tliis  rapture,  I  shall  surely  speak 
■*  Title?. 
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The  thing- 1  shall  repcut.     See,  see,  your  si- 

,^  lence,  [draws 

i  Cunning  in    dumbness,   from   my    weakness 

iMv  very  soul  of  counsel  ;  Stop  my  mouth. 

Tro.  And  shall,  albeit  sweet  music  issues 

thence. 
Pan.  Pretty,  i'faith. 

Cres.  My  lord,  I  do  beseech  you,  pardon  me ; 
"Twas  not  my  purpose,  thus  to  beg  a  kiss  : 
1   am   asham'd ; — O   heavens  !    what   have   1 

done  ? — 
I'-or  tliis  time  will  I  take  my  leave,  my  lord. 
Tro.  Yoar  leave,  sweet  Cressid  ? 
Pmi.  Leave  !  an  you  take  leave  till  to-mor. 

row  morning, 

(.'res.  Praj'  you,  content  you. 
Tro.  What  offends  you,  lady  .' 
Cres.   Sir,  mine  own  company. 
Tro.  You  cannot  shun 
Yourself. 

Cres.  Let  me  go  and  try  : 
I  have  a  kind  of  self  resides  with  you  ; 
But  an  unkind  self,  that  itself  will  leave, 
To  be  another's  fool.     1  would  be  gone  : 
'Where  is  my  wit?  I  know  not  what  I  speak. 
Tro.  Well  know  they  what  they  speak,  that 

speak  so  wisclj'. 
fVfif.  Perchance,  my  lord,  L«how  more  craft 
than  love ; 
And  fell  so  roundly  to  a  large  confession, 
To  angle  foryourthoughts  :  But  you  arc  wise; 
Or  else  you  love  not ;  For  to  be  wise,  and  love. 
Exceeds  man's  might :  that  dwells  with  gods 
above. 
Tro.  0,  that  I  thought  itcould  be  in  a  woman, 
(As,  if  it  can,  I  will  presume  in  you,) 
To  feed  for  aye  *  her  lamp  and  frames  of  love  ; 
To  keep  her  constancy  in  plight  and  youth. 
Outliving  beauty's  outward,  witli  a  mind 
That  doth  renew  swifter  than  blood  decays  ! 
Gr,  that  persuasion  could  but    thus   convince 
That  my  integrity  and  truth  to  you        C™e, — 
Might  be  affronted  t  with  thematch  and  weight 
Of  such  a  winnow'd  puritj'  in  love  ; 
How  were  I  then  uplifted  !  but,  alas, 
I  am  as  true  as  truth's  simplicity, 
And  simpler  than  the  infancy  of  truth. 
Cres.  in  that  I'll  war  with  you. 
Tro.  O  virtuous  fight, 
"When  right  with  right   wars   who   sliall    be 

most  right ! 
True  swains  in  love  shall  in  the  world  to  come. 
Approve  their  truths  by  Troilus  :   when  their 

rhymes. 
Full  of  protest,  of  oath,  and  big  compare,  t 
Want  smiles,  truth  tir'd  with  iteration, — 
As  true  as  steel,  as  plantage  to  the  moon, 
As  sun  to  daj',  as  turtle  to  her  mate, 
As  iron  to  adamant,  as  earth  to  the    centre, — 
Vet,  after  all  comparisons  of  truth. 
As  truth's  authentic  author  to  be  cited, 
As  true  as  Troilus  shall  crown  up  ^  the  verse. 
And  sanctify  the  numbers. 

Cre.s.  Prophet  may  you  be  ! 
If  I  be  false,  or  swerve  a  hair  from  truth, 
When  time  is  old  and  hath  forgot  itself, 
When  waterdrops  have  worn  the  stone  of  Trov, 
And  blind  oblivion  swallow'd  cities  up, 
And  Almighty  states  characterless  arc  grated 
To  dusty  nothing;  yet  let  memory, 
From  false  to  false,  among  false  maids  in  love. 
Upbraid  my  falsehood  !  when  they  have  said 

— as  false 
As  air,  as  water,  wind,  or  sandy  earth, 
"  Ever. 
*  pomrarison. 


Met  with  and  cqi:alled< 

fr'ncliiife  it. 
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As  fox  to  lamb,  as  wolf  to  heifer's  calf, 
Pard  to  the  hind,  or  stepdame  to  her  son  ; 
Yea  let  them  say,  to  stick  the   heart  of  false- 
As  false  as  Cressid.  [hood, 

Pan.  Go  to,  a  bargain  made :  seal  it,  seal  it ; 
I'll  be  the  witness. — Here  I  hold  your  hand  ; 
here,  my  cousin's.  If  ever  you  prove  false  one 
to  another,  since  I  have  taken  such  pains  to 
bring  you  together,  let  all  pitiful  goers-between 
be  called  to  the  world's  end  after  my  name, 
call  them  all — Pandars  ;  let  all  constant  men 
be  Troiluses,  all  false  women  Cressids,  and  all 
brokers-betweeu  Pandars  !  say,  amen. 

Tro.  Amen. 

Cres.  Amen. 

Pan.  Amen.  W^hereupon  I  will  show  yon 
a  chamber  and  a  bed,  which  bed,  because  it 
shall  not  speak  ofyour  pretty  encounters,  press 
it  to  death:  away. 

And  Cupid  grant  all  tongue-tied  maidens  here, 
Bed,  chamber,  Pandar  to  provide  this  geer  ! 

lExcunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  Grecian  Camp. 

JEn^er  Agamf.m\o.n,  Ulysses,  Diomedes,   Nes>- 
TOR,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  anrf  Calchas. 

Cal.  Now,  princes  for  the  service   I  have 
done  you, 
The  advantage  of  the  time  prompts  me  aloud 
To  call  for  recompense.     Appear  it  to  your 

mind, 
That,  though  the  sight   I  bear  in   things,    to 

Jove 
I  have  abandon'd  Troy,  left  my  possession, 
Incurr'd  a  traitor's  name  ;  expos'd  myself, 
From  certain  and  possess'd  conveniences, 
To  doubtful  fortunes  ;  sequest'ring  from  me  all 
That  time,   acquaintance,   custom,  and  con- 
dition. 
Made  tame  and  most  familiar  to  my  nature  ; 
And  here,  to  do  you  service,  am  become 
As  new  into  tlie  world,  strange  unacquainted  : 
I  do  beseech  you,  as  in  way  of  taste, 
To  give  me  now  a  little  benefit, 
Out  of  those  many  register'd  in  promise. 
Which  you  say,  live  to  come  in  my  behalf. 
Agam.  What  woulds't  thou  of  us,  Trojan  ? 

make  demand. 
Cal.  You  have  a  Trojan  prisoner,  call'd  An- 
tcnor, 
Yesterday  took  ;  Troy  holds  him  very  dear. 
Oft  have  you,  (often  have  you  thanks   there* 

fore,) 
Desir'd  ray  Cressid  in  right  great  exchange, 
Whom  Troy  hath   still  denied :   But   this  An- 

tenor, 
I  know,  is  such  a  wrest  *  in  their  afiairs. 
That  their  negotiations  all  must  slack, 
Wanting  his  manage  ;  and  they  will  almost 
Give  us  a  prince  of  blood,  a  son  of  Priam, 
In  change  of  him  :   let   him   be  sent,   great 
princes,  [sence 

And  he  shall  buy  my  daughter  ;   and  her  pre- 
Shall  quite  strike  ofi'  all  service  I  have  done, 
In  most  accepted  pain. 

Again.  Let  Diomedes  bear  him,  [have 

And  bring  us  Cressid  hither :  Calchas  shall 
What  he  lequests  of  us. — Good  Diomed, 
Furnish  you  fairly  for  this  interchange  : 
Withal,  bring  word — if  Hector  will  to-morrow- 
Be  answcr'd  in  his  challenge  :  Ajax  is  readv. 

Dio.  This  shall  I  undertake  ;  and  'tis  a  bur- 
\\  hich  1  am  proud  to  bear.  [den 

lExevnt  Dujedes  and  Calchas. 
f       '  An  in=trtiment  for  tuniTf;  haip;,  {;c 


Siene  IJI.} 

Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus,  before  their 
Tent. 
Vlyss.  Achilles  stands   i'the  entrance  of  his 
tent: —  [him, 

Flease  it  our   general   to  pass  strangely*  by 
As  if  he  were  forgot;  and,  princes  all, 
Lay  negligent  and  loose  regard  upon  him  : 
I  will  come  last :  'Tis  like,  he'll  question  me, 
Why    such   unplausive  eyes   are   bent,    why 

turn'd  on  him  : 
If  so  I  have  derision  med'cinable, 
To  use  between  your  strangeness  and  his  pride. 
Which  his  own  will  shall  have  desire  to  drink ; 
It  may  do  good  :  pride  hath  no  other  glass 
To  show  itself,  but  pride  ;  for  supple  knees 
Feed  arrogance,  and  are  the  proud  man's  fees. 
Agam.  We'll  execute   your  purpose,    and 
put  on 
A  form  of  strangeness  as  we  pass  along  ; — 
9o  do  each  lord  ;  and  either  greet  him  not. 
Or  else  disdainfully,  which  shall   shake  him 

more 
Than  if  not  look'd  on.     I  will  lead  the  way. 
Achil.  What  comes  the   general   to   speak 
with  me  ? 
You  know  my  mind,  I'll  fight  no  more  'gainst 
Troy. 
Agam.  What  says  Achilles?  would  he  ought 

with  us  ? 
Nest.  Would  you  my  lord,   aught   with  the 

general '.' 
Achil.  No. 

Nest.  Nothing,  my  lord. 
Agam.  The  better. 

lExeunt  A.gamemno.v  wnd  Nestoh. 
Achil.  Good  day,  good  day. 
Men.  How  do  you?  how  do  you? 

\^Exit  Menelaus. 
Achil.  What  does  the  cuckold  scorn  me? 
Ajax.  How  now,  Patroclus  ? 
Achil.  Good  morrow,  Ajax. 
Ajax.  Ha? 
Achil.  Good  morrow. 
Ajax.  Ay,  and  good  next  day  too. 

[£.ci7  Ajax. 
Achil.  AVhat  means   these  fellows  ?    Know 

they  not  Achilles  ? 
Pair.  They  pass  by  strangely  :  they  were 
us'd  to  bend. 
To  send  their  smiles  before  them  to  Achilles  ; 
To  come  as  humbly,  as  they  us'd  to  creep 
To  holy  altars. 

Achil.  What,  am  I  poor  of  late  ? 
'Tis  certain,  greatness,  once  fallen    out  witli 
fortune,  [is. 

Must  fall  out  with  men  too  :  What  the  declin'd 
He  shall  as  soon  read  in  the  eyes  of  others. 
As  feel  in  his  own  fall  :    for  men,  like  butter- 
flies, [mer  ; 
Show  not  their  mealy   wings,  but  to  the  sum- 
Andnot  a  man,  for  being  simply  man. 
Hath  any  honour  ;  but  honour  for  those  hon- 
ours 
That  are  without  him,  as  place,  riches,  favour, 
Prizes  of  accident  as  oft  as  merit : 
Which    when    they    fall,    as  being    slippei-y 

slanders, 
The  love  that  lean'd  on  them  as  slippery  too. 
Do  one  pluck  down  another,  and  together 
Die  in  the  fall.     But  'tis  not  so  with  me : 
Fortune  and  I  are  friends  ;  I  do  enjoy 
At  ample  point  all  that  I  did  possess. 
Save  these  men's  looks  ;  wb.o  do,  methinks, 
find  out  L'ng 

Something  not  worth  in  me  such  rich  behold- 
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Here- is  Ulyeses; 


As  they  have  often  given. 
I'll  interrupt  his  reading. 
How  now,  Ulj-sses  ? 

Ulyss.  Now  great  Thetis'  son  ? 
Achil.  What  are  you  reading  ? 
Ulyss.  A  strange  fellow  here  [ed," 

Writes  me,  that  man — how  dearly  ever  part- 
How  much  in  having,  or  without,  or  in, — 
Cannot  make  boast  to  have  that  wliich  he  hath, 
Nor  feels  not  what  he  owes,  but  by  reflection ; 
As  when  his  virtues  shining  upon  others 
Heat  them,  and  they  retort  that  heat  again 
To  the  first  giver. 

Achil.  This  is  not  strange,  Ulysses. 
The  beauty  that  is  borne  here  in  the  face 
The  bearer  knows  not,  but  commends   itself 
To  otliers'  eyes  :  nor  doth  the  eye  itself 
(That  most  pure  spirit  of  sense,)  behold  itself. 
Not  going  from  itself;  but  eye  to  eye  oppos'd 
Salutes  each  other  with  each  other's  form. 
For  speculation  turns  not  to  itself, 
Till  it  hath  travell'd,  and  is  married  there 
Whereitmay  see   itself:  this  is  not   strange 

at  all. 
Ulyss.  1  do  not  strain  at  the  position, 
It  is  familiar  ;  but  at  the  author's  drift; 
Who  in  his  circumstance,  t  expressly  proves—- 
That  no  man  is  the  lord  of  any  thing, 
(Though  in  and  of  him  there  be  much  con- 

sisting,) 
Till  he  communicate  his  parts  to  others  : 
Nor  doth  he  of  himself  know  them  for  aughf 
Till  he  behold  them  form'd  in  the  applause 
Where  they  are  extended ;  which,  like  an  arcl\, 

reverberates 
The  voice  again  ;  or  like  a  gate  of  steel 
Fronting  the  sun,  receives  and  renders  back 
His  figure  and  his_heat.     I  was  much  rapt  in 

this; 
And  apprehended  here  immediately 
The  unknown  Ajax, 

Heavens,  what  a  man  is  there  !  a  very  horse  ; 
That  has  he  knows  not  what.     Nature,  what 

things  there  are, 
Most  abject  in  regard,  and  dear  in  use  I 
What  things  again  most  dear  in  the  esteem, 
And  poor  in  worth  !     Now  shall   we  see   to- 
morrow. 
An  act  that  very  chance  doth  throw  upon  him, 
Ajax  renow'd.     O  heavens,  what   some   men 
While  some  men  leave  to  do  !  [do, 

How  some  men  creep  in  skittish  fortune's  hall, 
Whiles  others  play  the  idiots  in  her  eyes ! 
How  one  man  eats  into  another's  pride. 
While  pride  is  fasting  in  his  wantonness  ! 
To  see  these  Grecian   lords  ! — why,  even   al» 

ready 
They  clap  the  lubber  Ajax  on  the  shoulder; 
As  if  his  foot  were  on  brave  Hector's  breast, 
And  great  Troy  shrinking. 

Achil.  I  do  believe  it :  for  they  pass'd  by  me. 
As  misers  do  by  beggars  :  neither  gave  to  me 
Good  word,  nor  look  :     What,  are  my   deeds 

forgot  ? 
Ulyss.  Time  hath,    my  lord,  a  wallet  at  his 
Wherein  he  puts  alms  for  oblivion,        [back, 
A  great-sized  monster  of  ingratitudes : 
Those  scraps  are  good  deeds  past  which  are 

devour'd 
As  fast  as  they  are  made,  forgot  as  soon 
As  done  :  PerseveraiY;e,  dear  my  lord. 
Keeps  honour   bright:  To   have  don«,  is  to 

hang 
Quite  out  of  fashion,  like  a  rusty  mail     [waj' ; 
In  monumental  mockery.    Take  the  instant 
'■  ExcrllcnUy  erriowc-d-.  f  De/ail  of  irffumeat, 
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For  honour  travels  in  a  strait  so  narrow, 
Where  one  but  goes   abreast:  keep  then  the 
For  emulation  hath  a  thousand  sons,      [path  ; 
That  one  by  one  pursue  :  If  you  give  way, 
Or  hedge  aside  from  the  direct  forthright, 
Like  to  an  enter'd  tide,  they  all  rush  by, 
And  leave  you  hindmost ; — 
Or,  like  a  gallant  horse  fallen  in  first  rank, 
Lie  there  for  pavement  to  the  abject  rear, 
O'er-run  and  trampled  on:  Then  what  they  do 
in  present,  [yours  : 

Though  less  than  yours  in  past,  must  o'ertop 
For  time  is  like  a  fashionable  host, 
That  slightly  shakes  his  parting  guest  by  the 
hand;  [fly, 

And  with  his  arms  out-stretch'd,  as  he  would 
Grasps-in  the  comfer :  Welcome  ever  smiles, 
And  farewell  goes  out  sighing.  O,  let  not  vir- 
tue seek 
■Remuneration  for  the  thing  it  was  ; 
For  beauty,  wit, 

High  birth,  vigour  of  bone,  desert  in  service, 
Love,  friendship,  charity,  are  subjects  all 
To  envious  and  calumniating  time.         [kin, — 
One  touch  of  nature  makes  the  whole  world 
That  all,  with  one  consent,  praise  new-born 
gawds,*  [past ; 

Though  they  are  made  and  moulded  of  things 
And  give  to  dust,  that  is  a  little  gilt, 
More  laud  than  gilt  o'er-dusted. 
The  present  eye  praises  the  present  object : 
Then  marvel  not,  thou  great  and  complete  man 
That  all  the  Greeks  begin  to  worship  Ajax  ; 
Since  things  in  motion  sooner  catch  the  eye. 
Than  what  not  stirs.     The  cry  went  once  on 

thee, 
And  still  it  might ;  and  yet  it  may  again. 
If  thou  would'st  not  entomb  thyself  alive. 
An  case  thy  reputation  in  thy  tent ;         [late. 
Whose  glorious  deeds,  but  in  these  fields  of 
Made   emulous    missionst    'mongst  the  gods 

themselves. 
And  drove  great  Mars  to  faction. 

Achil.   Of  this  my  privacy 
I  have  strong  reasons. 

Ulyss.  But  'gainst  your  privacy 
The  reasons  are  more  potent  and  heroical : 
'Tis  known,  Achilles,  that  you  are  in  love 
With  one  of  Priam's  daughters. + 
Achil.    Ha  !  known  ? 
Ulyss.  Is  that  a  wonder  ? 
The  providence  that's  in  a  watchful  state. 
Knows  almost  evei-y  grain  of  Plutus'  gold  ; 
Finds  bottom  in  the  uncomprehensive  deeps ; 
Keeps  place  with  thought,  and  almost,  like  the 

gods, 
Does  thoughts  unveil  hi  their  dumb  cradles. 
There  is  a  mystery  (with  whom  relation 
Durst  never  meddle)  in  the  soul  of  state  ; 
Which  hath  an  operation  more  divine. 
Than  breath,  or  pen,  can  give  expressure  to  : 
All  the  commerce  that  you  have  had  with  Troy, 
As  perfectly  is  ours,  as  yours,  my  lord  ; 
And  better  would  it  fit  Achilles  much. 
To  throw  drown  Hector,  thanPolyxena: 
But  it  must  grieve  young  Pynhus  now  at  home 
When   fame  shall   in  oiu'  islands  sound  her 

trump  ; 
And  all  the  Greekish  girls  shall  trippingsing, — 
Great  Hector's  sister  did  Achilles  win ; 
But  our  prrent  Ajax  bravely  heat  down  him. 
Farewell,  my  lord  :  I  as  your  loverv^  speak  ; 
The   fool  slides   o'er  the  ice  that  you  should 
break.  [Exit. 

*  New  fashion'd  loys.      t  The  clescent  of  tlie  d^itici 
(0  roiBbat  on  eiHtf.r  sMe     '^  Po!vxe-na.        Fritntl. 
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Pair.  To  this  effect,  Achilles,  have  I  mov'd 
A  woman  impudent  and  mannish  grown  [you: 
Is  not  more  loath'd  than  an  effeminate  man 
In  time  of  action.  I  stand  condemn'd  for  this  ; 
They  think,  my  little  stomach  to  the  war. 
And  your  great  love  to  me,  restrains  you  thus  : 
Sweet,  rouse  yourself;  and  the  weak  wanton 

Cupid 
Shall  from  your  neck  unloose  his  amorous  fold, 
And,  like  a  dew-drop  from  the  lion's  mane, 
Be  shook  to  air, 

Achil.    Shall  Ajax  fight  with  Hector? 

Pair.  Ay  ;  and,  perhaps,  receive  much  hon- 
our by  him. 

Achil.  I  see,  my  reputation  is  at  stake ; 
My  fame  is  shrewdly  gor'd. 

Pair.   O,  then  beware  ; 
Those  wounds  heal  ill,  that  men  do  give  them- 
Omission  to  do  what  is  necessary         [selves  : 
Seals  a  commission  to  a  blank  of  danger ; 
And  danger,  like  an  ague,  subtly  taints 
Even  then  when  we  sit  idly  in  the  sun. 

Achil.    Go  call  Thersites  hither,  sweet  Paf- 
roclus : 
I'll  send  the  fool  to  Ajax,  and  desire  him 
To  invite  the  Trojan  lords  after  the  combat, 
To  see  us  here  unarm'd  :    I   have  a  woman's 
An  appetite  that  I  am  sick  withal,      [longing. 
To  see  great  Hector  in  his   weeds  of  peace  ; 
To  talk  with  him,  and  to  behold  his  visage, 
Even  to  my  full  of  view.     A  labour  sav'd  I 

Enter  Thersites. 

Ther.  A  wonder ! 

Achil.  What? 

Ther.  Ajax  goes  up  and  down  the  field, 
asking  for  himself. 

Achil.  How  so  ? 

Ther.  He  must  fight  singly  to-morrow  with 
Hector  ;  and  is  so  prophetically  proud  of  an 
heroical  cudgelling,  that  he  raves  in  saying^ 
nothing. 

Achil.  How  can  that  be  ? 

Ther.  Why,  he  stalks  up  and  down  like  a 
peacock,  a  stride,  and  a  stand :  ruminates, 
like  an  hostess,  that  hath  no  arithmetic  but  her 
brain  to  set  down  her  reckoning  :  bites  his  lip 
with  a  politic  regard,  as  who  should  say — there 
were  wit  in  this  head,  an  'twould  out ;  and  so 
there  is  ;  but  it  lies  as  coldly  in  him  as  fire  in 
a  flint,  which  will  not  show  without  knocking. 
The  man's  undone  forever ;  for  if  Hector  break 
not  his  neck  'the  combat,  he'll  break  it  himself 
in  vainglory.  He  knows  not  me:  I  said 
Good-morrow,  Ajax  ;  and  he  replies.  Thanks, 
Agamemnon.  What  think  you  of  this  man, 
that  takes  me  for  the  general  ?  He  is  gromi  a 
very  land-fish,  langnageless,  a  monster.  A 
plague  of  opinion  !  a  man  may  wear  it  on 
both  sides,  like  a  leather  jerkin. 

Achil.  Thou  must  be  my  ambassador  to 
him,  Thersites. 

Ther.  Who,  I?  why,  ho  11  answer  nobody ; 
he  professes  not  answering;  speaking  is  for 
beggars  ;  he  wears  his  tongue  in  his  arms.  I 
will  put  on  his  presence ;  let  Patroclus  make 
demands  to  me,  you  shall  see  the  pageant  of 
Ajax. 

Achil.  To  him,  Patroclus :  Tell  him, — I 
humbl}^  desire  the  valinnt  Ajax,  to  invite  the 
most  valorous  Hector  to  come  unarmed  to  my 
tent ;  and  to  procure  safe  conduct  for  his  per- 
son, of  the  magnanimous,  and  most  illustrious, 
six-or-seven-tinics-honoured  captain  general 
of  the  Grecian  army,  Agamemnon.  Do  this. 
Patr.  Jove  bless  great  Ajax. 

Thtr.   Humph  .' 


Pair.  I  come  from  th«  worthy  Achilles, 

Ther.  Ha! 

Patr.  Who  most  humbly  desires  you,  to  iu- 
vite  Hector  to  his  tent ! 

Ther.  Humph  ! 

Patr.  And  to  procure  safe  conduct  from 
Agamemnon  ? 

Ther.   Agamemnon  ? 

Patr.  Av,  my  lord. 

Ther.  Ha! 

Patr.  What  say  you  to't '! 

Ther,  God  be  wi'  you,  with  all  my  heart. 

Patr.  Your  answer,  Sir. 

T'hcr.  If  to-morrow  be  a  fair  day,  by  eleven 
o'clock  it  will  go  one  way  or  other;  howsoever, 
he  shall  pay  for  me  ere  he  has  me. 

Patr.   Your  answer,  Sir. 

Ther.   Fare  you  well,  with  all  my  heart. 

Achil.  Why,  but  he  is  not  in  this  time,  is  he? 

Ther.  No,  but  he's  out  o'tune  thus.  What 
music  will  be  in  him  when  Hector  has  knock- 
ed out  his  brains,  I  know  not :  But,  I  am  sure, 
none  ;  unless  the  fiddler  Apollo  get  his  sinews 
to  make  catlings*  on. 

Achil.  Come,  tJiou  shalt  bear  a  letter  to 
him  straight. 

Ther.  Let  me  bear  another  to  his  horse  ;  for 
that's  the  more  capablet  creature. 

Achil.  My  mind  is  troubled,  like  a  fountain 
stirr'd  ; 
And  I  myself  see  not  the  bottom  of  it. 

{_Exemit  Achilles  aiid  Patroclus. 

Ther.  'Would  the  fountain  of  your  mind 
were  clear  again,  that  I  might  water  an  ass 
at  it!  1  had  rather  be  a  tick  in  a  sheep,  than 
such  a  valiant  ignorance.  [^Exit. 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I.— Trot/.— A  Street. 
Enter,  at  otic  fide,  jEneas  and  Servant,  with 

a  Torch ;  at  the  other,  Paris,  Deiphobus 

AiiiTBiiOR,'DioMET>'e,s,  and  others, with  torches  ^ 

Par.  See,  ho  !  who's  that  there  ? 

jDe?.  'Tis  the  lord  ^neas. 

^ne.  Is  the  prince  there  in  person  ? — 
Had  I  so  good  occasion  to  lie  long, 
As  you,   prince  Paris,  nothing  but  heavenly 

business 
Should  rob  my  bed-mate  of  my  company. 

Dio.  That's  my  mind  too.— -Good  morrow, 
lord  Apneas. 

Par.  A  valiant  Greek,  jEneas  ;  take  his  hand: 
Witness  the  process  of  your  speech,  wherein 
You  told — how  Diomed  a  whole  week  by  days. 
Did  haunt  you  in  tlie  field. 

JEtie.    Health  to  you.  valiant  Sir, 
During  all  questiont  of  the  gentle  truce  : 
But  when  I  meet  you  arm'd,  as  black  defiance, 
As  heart  can  think,  or  courage  execute. 

Dio.  The  one  and  other  Diomed  embraces. 
Our  bloods  arc  now  in   calm ;  and,  so  long, 

health  : 
But  when  contention  and  occasion  meet. 
By  Jove,  I'll  play  the  hunter  for  thy  life, 
With  all  ray  force,  pursuit,  and  policy. 

JEne.  And  tliou  shalt  hunt  a  lion,  that  will 
fly  [ness. 

With  liis  face  backward. — In  humane  gentle- 
Welcome  to  Troy  !  now,  by  Anchi.ses'  life, 
W^elcome  indeed  !  By  Venus'  hand  I  swear, 
No  man  alive  can  love,  in  such  a  sort, 
The  thing  he  means  to  kill  more  excellently. 

D'O.  Wesympathize : — Jove,let^neas live. 
If  to  my  sword  his  fate  be  not  the  glory, 

I.:uc-3tring;  made  of  catgut.  f  Ijitplligent, 
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A  thousand  complete  courses  of  the  sun  I 
But,  in  mine  emulous  honour,  let  him  die. 
With  every  joint  a  wound  ;  and   that  to-mor- 
row ! 
JEne.  We  know  each  other  well. 
Dio.   We  do  ;  and  long  to  know  each  other 

worse. 
Par.  This  is  the  most  despiteful  gentle  greet- 
ing-, 
The  noblest  hateful  love,  that  e'er  I  beard  of. — 
What  business,  lord,  so  early  ? 

JEne.  I  was  sent  for  to  the  king;  but  why,  I 

know  not. 
Par.  His  purpose  meets  you;  'Twas  to  bring 
this  Greek 
To  Calchas'  house  ;  and  there  to  render  him, 
For  the  enfreed  Antenor,  the  fair  Cressid  : 
Let's   have  your  company  ;  or,  if  you  please  ; 
Haste  there  before  us  :  I  constantly  do  think, 
(Or,  ratlier,  call  ray   thought  a  certain  know- 
ledge,) 
My  brother  Troilus  lodges  there  to-night; 
Rouse  him,  and  give  him  note  of  our  approach. 
With  the  whole  quality  wherefore  :  I  fear, 
We  shall  be  much  unwelcome. 

JTCne.  That  I  assure  you; 
Troilus  had  rather  Troy  were  borne  to  Greecfij. 
Than  Cressid  boine  from  Troy. 

Par.  There  is  no  help  ; 
The  bitter  disposition  of  the  time 
Will  have  it  so.     On,  lord;  we'll  follow  you. 
^ne.  Good  morrow,  all.  \_Exit. 

Par.   And   tell   me,  noble   Diomed ;  'faith, 
tell  me  true. 
Even  in  the  soul  of  sound  good-fellowship, — 
Who,  in  your  thoughts,  merits  fair  Helen  best, 
Myself,  or  Menelaus  ? 

Dio.   Both  alike  : 
He  merits  well  to  have  her,  that  doth  seek  hei- 
(Not  making  any  scruple  of  her  soilure,) 
With  such  a  hell  of  pain,  and  world  of  charge; 
And  you  as  well  to  keep  her,  that  defend  her 
(Not  palating  the  taste  of  her  dishonour,) 
With  such  a  costly  loss  of  wealth  and  friends: 
He  like  a  puling  cuckold,  would  drink  up 
The  lees  and  dregs  of  a  flat  tamed  piece ; 
You,  likealeecher,  out  of  whorish  lions 
Are  pleas'd  to  breed  out  your  inheritors  : 
Both  merits  pois'd,  each  weighs  nor  less  nor 

more ; 
But  he  as  he,  tlie  heavier  for  a  whore. 

Par.  You  ''are  too  bitter  to  your  country- 
woman. 
Dio.  She's  bitter  to  her  eoimtry  :  Hear  me, 
Pari.s, — 
For  every  false  drop  in  her  bawdy  veins 
A  Grecian's  life  hath  sunk  ;  for  everyi^icrHple 
Of  her  contaminated  carrion  weight,    [speak, 
A  Trojan   hath  been   slain  ;  since   she   could 
She  hath  not  given  so  many  good  words  breath, 
As  for  her  Greeks  and  Trojans  sufler'd  death. 
Par.  Fair  Diomed,  you  do  as  chapmen  do, 
Dispraise  the  thing  that  you  desire  to  buy  : 
But  we  in  silence  hold  this  virtue  well, — 
We'll  not  commend  vv'hat  we  intend  to  sell. 
Here  lies  our  way.  [^Exeiml. 

SCENE  II. —  The  same. — Court  befyre  the 
House  of  Panuarus. 
Enter  Troilus  and  Cressida. 
Tro.   Dear,  trouble  not  yourself;  the  morn 

is  cold. 
Cres.  Then,  sweet  ray  lord,  MI  call  mjnr; 
uncle  down ; 
He  shall  unbolt  the  gates. 
Tro.  Trouble  him  pot  ■. 
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To  bed,  to  bed :  Sleep  kill  those  pretty  eyes, 
And  give  as  soft  attachment  to  thy  senses, 
As  infants'  empty  of  all  thought ! 

Cres.  Good  morrow  then . 

Tro.  Pr'ythee  now,  to  bed. 

Cres.  Are  you  aweary  of  me  ? 

Tro.  O  Cressida  !    but  that  the  busy  day, 
Wak'd  by   the  lark,  hath  rous'd  the  ribald* 

crows, 
And  dreaming  night  will  hide  our  joys  no  long- 
I  would  not  from  thee.  [er, 

Cres.  Night  hath  been  too  brief. 

Tro.    Beshrew   the  witch !  with  venomous 

wights  she  stays,  [love, 

As  tediously  as  hell ;  but  flies  the  grasps   of 

With     wings    more     momentary-swift    than 

You  will  catch  gold,  and  curse  me.   [thought. 

Cres.  Pr'ythee,  tarry  ; — 
You  men  will  never  tarry. 

0  foolish  Cressid  !— I  might  have  still  held  off, 
And   then  you  would  have  tarried.     Hark! 

there's  one  up. 
I'an.  [  Within.']  What,  are  all  the  doors  open 
here? 

Tro.  It  is  your  uncle. 

Enter  Pandarus. 
Cres.  A  pestilence  on  him  ?  now  will  he  be 
mocking : 

1  shall  have  such  a  life, 

Pan.  How  now,  how  now  !  how  go  maiden- 
heads 7 — Here,  you  maid  !  where's  my  cousin 
Cressid  ? 

Cres.  Go  hang  yourself,  you  naughty  mock- 
ing uncle !  [too. 
You  bring  me  to  do,t  and  then  you   flout  me 
Pan.  To  do  what  ?  to  do  what  ? — let  her  say 
what :  what  have  {  brought  you  to  do  ? 

Cres.  Come,  come ;  beshrewj   your  heart ! 
you'll  ne'er  be  good, 
Nor  suffer  others. 

Pan.  Ha,  ha!  Alas,  poor  wretcli !  apoorca- 
pocchia!§ — has  not  slept  to  night?  would  he 
not,  a  naughty  man,  let  it  sleep  ?  a  bugbear 
take  him  !  [^Knocking. 

Cres.  Did  I  not  tell  you  ? — 'Would  he  were 
knock'd  o'the  head  ! — 
Who's  that  at  door?  good  uncle,  go  and  see. — 
My  lord,  come  you  again  into  my  chamber  : 
You  smile  and  mock  me,  as  if  I  meant  naugh- 
tily. 
Tro.  Ha,  ha! 

Cres.  Come,  you  are  deceiv'd,  I  think  of  no 

such  thing. —  [Kiiocking. 

How  earnestly  they  knock  ! — pray  you,  come 

in ; 

I  would  not  for  half  Troy  have  you  seen  here. 

[Exeunt  Troilus  and  Cressida. 

Pan.   [Going   to  the   door.]    Who's  there? 

what's   the  matter  ?  will  you   beat   down  the 

door  ?     How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Enter  JE^kas. 
JEuc.  Good  morrow,  lord,  good  morrow. 
Prt7(.  Who's  there?  my  lord /Eneas?    By  my 
troth,  I  knew  you  not :  what  news  with  you 
so  early  ? 

JE7ie.  Is  not  prince^   Troilus  here  ? 
Pan.  Here!  What  sliould  hedo  here? 
JEnc.  Come,  he  is  here,  my  lord,  do  not  deny 
him ; 
It  doth  import  him  much,  to  spealc  with  me. 
Pan.  Is  he  here,  say  you  ?  'tis  more  than  I 
know. 


'  Lend,  noisy. 
"lllbetldT-. 


t  To  do  is  here  used  in  a  wanton  stn^e. 
•^  An  Ifaliit!  ivnrd  for  poor  foo!,! 


I'll  be  sworn: — For  my  own  part,  I  came  in 
What  should  he  do  here  ?  [late : 

JEne.  Who! — nay,  then  : —  [ware: 

Come,  come,  you'll  do  him  wrong  ere  you  are 
You'll  be  so  true  to  him,  to  be  false  to  him : 
Do  not  you  know  of  him,  yet  go  fetch   him 
Go.  [hither; 

As  Pandarus  is  going  out,  enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  How  now?  what's  the  matter? 

JEne.  My  lord,  I  scarce  have  leasure  to  sa^ 
lute  you. 
My  matter  is  so  rash  :*  There  is  at  hand 
Paris  your  brother,  and  Deiphobus, 
The  grecian  Diomed,  and  our  Antenov 
Deliver'd  to  us ;  and  for  him  forthwith. 
Ere  the  first  sacrifice,  within  this  hour. 
We  must  give  up  to  Diomcdes'  hand 
The  lady  Cressida. 

Tro.  is  it  so  concluded  ? 

JEne.  By  Priam,  and  the  general   .state  of 
Troy  : 
They  are  at  hand  and  ready  to  effect  it. 

Tro.  How  my  achievements  mock  me ! 
I  will  go  meei  them  :  and,  my  lord  Apneas, 
We  met  by  chance  ;  you  did  not  find  me  here. 

JEne.  Good,   good,  my  lord;  the  secrets  of 

Have  not  more  gift  in  taciturnity.         [nature 

Exeunt  Troilus  and  /Eneas. 

Pa7i.  Is't  possiijle  ?  no  sooner  got,  but  lost .' 
The  devil  take  Antenor !  the  young  prince  will 
go  mad.  A  plague  upon  Antenor,  I  would, 
they  had  broke's  neck ! 

Enter  Cressida. 

Cres.  How  now?  What  is  the  matter  ?  Who 
was  here  ? 

Pan.  Ah,  ah ! 

Cres.  Why  sigh  you  so  profoundly  ?   where'.'i 
my  lord  gone  ? 
Tell  me,  sweet  uncle,  what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  'Would  I  were  as  deep  under  the  earth 
as  I  am  above  ? 

Cres.  O  the  gods  ? — what's  the  matter  ? 

Pan.  Pr'ythee,  get  thee  in ;  'Would  thoit 
had'st  ne'er  been  born  !  I  knew,  thou  would'st 
be  his  death  : — O  poor  gentleman ! — A  plague 
upon  Antenor ! 

Cres.  Good  uncle,  I  beseech  you  on  my 
knees,  I  beseech  you,  what's  the  matter? 

Pan.  Thou  must  be  gone,  wench,  thou  must 
be  gone ;  thou  art  changed  for  Antenor :  thou 
must  to  thy  father,  and  begone  from  Troilus  ; 
'twill  be  his  death  ;  'twill  be  his  banc ;  he  can- 
not bear  it. 

Cres.  O  you  inmiortal  gods  ! — I  will  not  go. 

Pan.  Thou  must. 

Cres.  I  will  not,  uncle  :  I  have  forgot  my  fa- 
I  know  no  toucht  of  consanguinity  ;        [ther : 
No  kin,  no  love,  no  blood,  no  soul  so  near  me, 
As  the  sweet  Troilus. — 0  you  gods  divine  ! 
Make  Cressid's  name  the  very  crown  of  false- 
hood, [death, 
If  ever  she  leave  Troilus!  Time,   force,  and 
Do  to  this  body  what  extremes  you  can; 
But  the  strong  base  and  buildiixgof  my  love 
Is  as  the  very  centre  of  the  earth,       [weep  ; — 
Drawing   all   things   to   it. — I'll  go   in,    and 

Pan.  Do,  do. 

Cres.  Tear  ray  bright  hear,  and  scratch  my 

praised  cheeks,  [heart 

Crack  my  clear  voice  with  sobs,  and  break  my 

With  sounding  Troilus.     I  will  not  go  from 

Troy.  [ExeV7if. 

■■  HS'lv.  t  SPTise  or  feplfnj  of  rfO^HrrrsViii 
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SCENE  III— The  same.— Before  Pandarus* 

House. 
Enter  Paris,  Troilus,  jEneas,  Deiphobus, 
Antenor,  and  Diomedes. 
Par.  It  is  great  morning ;  and  the  hour  pre- 
Of  her  delivery  to  this  valiant  Greek         [fix'd 
Comes  fast  upon  : — Good  my  brother  Troilus, 
Tell  you  the  lady  what  she  is  to  do, 
And  haste  her  to  tlie  purpose. 
Tro.  Walk  in  to  her  house ; 
I'll  bring  her  to  the  Grecian  presently  : 
And  to  his  hand  when  1  deliver  her, 
Think  it  an  altar ;  and  thy  brother  Troilus 
A  priest,  there  offering  to  it  his  own  heart. 

\_Exit. 
Far.  I  know  what  'tis  tolove ; 
And  'would,  as  I  shall  pity   I  could  help! — 
Please  you,  walk  in,  my  lords.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.— A  Room  in  Panda- 
rus' House. 
Enter  Pandarus  and  Cressida. 
Pan.  Be  moderate,  be  moderate. 
Cres.  Why  tell  you  me  of  moderation  ? 
The  grief  is  fine,  full,  perfect,  that  I  taste, 
And  violenteth  in  a  sense  as  strong 
As  that  which  causeth  it :  How  can  I  moderate 

it? 
If  I  could  temporize  with  my  affection. 
Or  brew  it  to  a  weak  and  colder  palate, 
The  like  allay  ment  could  I  give  my  grief: 
My  love  admits  no  qualifying  dross  : 
No  more  my  grief  in  such  a  precious  loss. 
Enter  Troilus. 

Pan.  Here,  here,  here  he  comes. — Ah  sweet 
ducks ! 

Cres.  O Troilus !  Troilus !  [Embracing him. 

Pan.  What  a  pair  of  s^pectacles  is  here  !  Let 
me  embrace  too :  0  heart, — as  the  goodly  say- 
ing is, 

0  heart,  0  heavy  heart, 

IVIiy  sigh' si  thou  without  breaking  ? 
where  he  answers  again, 

Because  thou  canst  not  ease  thy  smart. 
By  friendship,  nor  by  speaking. 

There  never  was  a  truer  rhyme.     Let  us  cast 
away  nothing,  for  we  may  live  to  have  need  of 
such  a  verse ;  we  see  it,  we  see  it. — How  now 
lambs  ? 

Tro.  Cressid,  I  love  thee  in  so  strain'd  a 
purity, 
That  the  bless'd  gods — asangry  with  my  fancy. 
More  bright  in  zeal  than  the  devotion  which 
Cold  lips  blow  to  their  deities. — take  thee  from 
me. 

Cres.  Have  the  gods  envy  1 

Pan.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  ay ;   'tis  too  plain  a  case. 

Cres.  And  is  it  true,  that  I  must  so  from 
Troy  ? 

Tro.   A  hateful  truth. 

Cres.  What,  and  from  Troilus  too  ? 

Tro.  From  Troy,  and  Troilus. 

Cres.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Tro.  And  suddenly;  where  injury  of  chance 
Puts  back  leave-taking,  justles  roughly  by 
All  time  of  pause,  rudely  beguiles  our  lips 
Of  all  rejoinders,  forcibly  prevents         [vows 
Our  lock'd  embrasures,   strangles  our  dear 
Even  in  the  birth  of  our  own  labouring  breath  : 
We  two,  that  with  so  many  thousand  sighs 
Did  buy  each  other,  must  poorly  sell  ourselves 
With  the  rude  brevity  and  discharge  of  one 


Injurious  time  now,  with  a  robber's  haste, 
Crams  his  rich  thievery  up,  he  knows  not  how; 
As  many  farewells  as  be  stars  in  heaven, 
With  distinct  breath  and  consign'd*  kisses  Jo 
He  fumbles  up  into  a  loose  adieu;  [them. 

And  scants  us  with  a  single  famish'd  kiss. 
Distasted  with  the  salt  of  brokent  tears. 

JEne.  [  Wilhin.'\  My  lord  ?  is  the  lady  ready  ? 

Tro.  Hark  ?  you  are  call'd  :  some  say,  the 
Genius  so 

Cries,  Come  !  to  him  that  instantly  must  die. 

Bid  them  have  patience  ;  she  shall  come  anon. 

Pan.  Where  are  my  tears  ?  rain,  to  kiy  this 
wind,  or  my  heart  will  be  blown  up  by  the 
root!  [Exit  Pandarus. 

Cres.  I  must  then  to  the  Greeks  ? 

Tro.  No  remedy. 

Cres.  A  woeful  Cressid  'mongst  the  merry 
When  shall  we  see  again  ?  [Greeks  ! 

Tro.  Hear  me,  my  love:  be  thou  but  true  of 
heart, 

Cres.  I  true!  how  now?  what  wicked  deemi 
is  this  ? 

,  '^™".  "^^y^  ^^^  mustuse  expostulation  kindly, 
For  it  is  parting  from  us  : 
I  speak  not,  he  thou  true,  as  fearing  thee  ; 
For  I  will  throw  my  glove  to  death  himself, 
That  there's  no  maculation§  in  thy  heart: 
But  be  thou  true,  say  I,  to  fashion  in 
My  sequentll  protestation ;  be  thou  true, 
And  I  will  see  thee. 

Cres.  O  you  shall  be  espos'd,   my  lord,  tA 
dangers 
As  infinite  as  imminent !  but,  I'll  be  true. 
Tro.  And    I'll    grow  friend    with  danger. 

Wear  this  sleeve. 
Cres.  And  you  this  glove.     When  shall  I  see 

you? 
Tro.  I  will  corrupt  the  Grecian  sentinel*, 
To  give  thee  nightly  visitation. 
But  yet,  be  true. 

Cres.  O  heavens  ! — be  true  again. 
Tro.   Hear  why  I  speak  it,  love ; 
The  Grecian  youths  are  full  of  quality  ;ir 
They're  loving,   well  compos'd,  with  gift 

nature  (lowing. 
And  swelling  o'er  with  arts  and  exercise ; 
How  novelty  may  move,  and  parts  with  person;.. 
Alas,  a  kind  of  godly  jealousy 
(Which  I  beseech  you,  call  a  virtuous  sin,) 
Makes  me  afeard. 

Cres.  O  heavens  !  you  love  me  not, 
Tro.  Die  I  a  villain  then  ! 
In  this  I  do  not  call  your  faith  in  question, 
So  mainly  as  my  merit :  I  cannot  sing, 
Nor  heal  the  high  lavolt,**  nor  sweeten  talk. 
Nor  play  at  subtle  games;  fair  virtues  all. 
To  which  the  Grecians  are  most  prompt  and 

pregnant : 
But  I  can  tell,  that  in  each  grace  of  these 
There  lurks  a  still  and  dumb-discoursive  devil. 
That  tempts  most  cunningly :  but  be  not  tempt- 
ed. 
Cres.  Do  you  think  I  will  ? 
Tro.  No. 
But  something  may  be  done,  that  we  will  not :. 
And  sometimes  we  are  devils  to  ourselves, 
When  we  will  tempt  the  frailty  of  our  powers, 
Presuming  on  their  changeful  potency. 

JEne.  [Within.']  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Tro.  Come,  kiss  ;   and  let  us  part. 
Par.  [Jfithin.}  Brother  Troilus! 
*  Sealed.  t  Interrupted, 

t  Surmise.  §.  Spot.  ||  Follffwioy 

"^Highly  accoropIiahe(J,  -  A  tTanpe, 
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Tro.    Good  brother,  come  you  hither ; 
And  bring  iEneas,  and  the  Grecian,  with  you. 

Cres.  My  lord,  will  you  be  true  ? 

Tro.  Who,  I  ?  alas,  it  is  my  vice,  my  fault : 
While  others  fish  with  craft  for  great  opinion, 
I  with  great  truth  catcli  mere  simplicity  ; 
Whilst  some  with  cunning  gold  their  copper 

crowns, 
^Vith  truth  and  plainness  I  do  wear  mine  bare. 
Fear  not  my  truth  ;  tlie  moral  of  my  wit 
Is — plain,  and  true, — tlicre's  all  the  reach  of  it. 

E)iier  iENEAs,  Paris,  Antenor,  Deiphobus, 

and  DioMEDES. 
Welcome,  Sir  Diomcd  !  here  is  the  lady, 
Which  for  Antenor  we  deliver  you  : 
At  the  port,*  lord,  I'll  give  her  to  thy  hand  ; 
And,  by  the  way,  possesst  thee  what  she  is. 
Entreat  her  fair  ;  and,  by  my  soul,  fair  Greek, 
If  e'er  thou  stand  at  mercy  of  my  sword, 
JJameCressid.and  thy  life  shall  be  as  safe 
As  Priam  is  in  Ilion. 

Dio.  Fair  lady  Cressid,  [pects: 

So  please  you,  save  the  thanks  this  prince  ex- 
The  lustre  in  your  eye,  heaven  in  your  cheek. 
Pleads  your  fair  usage ;  and  to  Diomed  [ly. 
You  shall  be  mistress  and  command  him  whol- 

Tro.   Grecian,  thou  dost  not  use  me  courte- 
ously, 
To  shame  the  zeal  of  my  petition  to  thee, 
In  praising  her  :  I  tell  thee,  lord  of  Greece, 
She  is  as  far  high-soaring  o'er  thy  praises, 
As  thou  unworthy  to  be  call'd  her  servant. 
I  charge  thee,  use  her  well,  even  for  my  charge; 
For,  by  the  dreadful  Pluto,  if  thou  dost  not. 
Though  the  great  bulk  Achilles  be  thy  guard, 
I'll  cut  thy  throat. 

Dio.  O,  be  not  mov'd,  prince  Troilus  : 
Let  me  be  privileg'd  by  my  place,  and  message, 
•Q:'o  be  a  speaker  free ;  when  I  am  hence, 
I'll  answer  to  my  lust  4  And  know  you,  lord, 
I']l  nothing  do  on  charge  :  To  her  own  worth 
She  shall  be  priz'd  ;  but  that  you  say — be't  so, 
I'll  speak  it  in  my  spirit  and  honour, — no. 

Tro.  Come,  to  the  port. — I'll  tell  thee,  Dio- 
med, [head. — 
This  brave  shall  oft  make  thee  to  hide  thy 
Lady,  give  me  your  hand  ;  and,   as  we  walk. 
To  our  own  selves  bend  we  our  needful  talk. 
{^Exeunt  Troilus,  Cressida.  and  Diomed. 
[  Trumpet  heard. 

Par  Hark  !  Hector's  trumpet. 

^7ie.  How  have  we  spent  this  morning  '. 
The  prince  must  think  me  tardy  and  remiss. 
That  swore  to  ride  before  him  to  the  field. 

Par.   'Tis  Troilus'  fault :    Come,  come,  to 
field  with  him. 

Dei.  Let  us  make  ready  straight. 

.ffine.  Yea,  with  a  bridegroom's  fresh  alacrity. 
Lot  us  address  to  tend  on  Hector's  heels  ; 
The  glory  of  our  Troy  doth  this  day  lie. 
On  his  fair  worth  and  single  chivalry. 

\_Exeuiit. 

SCENE  V. — The  Grecian  Camp. — Lists  set 
out. 

Enter  AjATi,  armed;  Agamemnon,  Achilles, 
Patroclus,  Menelaus,  Ulysses,  Nestor, 
and  others. 

jigam.  Here  art  thou  in  appointment^  fresh 
and  fair, 
Anticipating  time  with  starting  courage. 
Give  with  thy  trumpet  a  loud  note  to  Troy, 


*  Gate. 

i  presBifre,  will. 


tlaform. 

§  PrejiraraliiTn'. 


Thou  dreadful  Ajas ;  that  the  appalled  air 
May  pierce  the  head  of  the  great  combatant^. 
And  hale  him  thither. 

Ajax.  Thou,  trumpet,  there's  my  purse. 
Now  crack  thy  lungs,  and  splitthy  brazen  pipe. 
Blow,  villain,  till  thy  sphered  bias  cheek 
Out-swell  the  colic  of  puflf'd  Aquilon : 
Come,  stretch  thy  chest,  and  let  thy  eyes  spouf 

blood; 
Thou  blow'st  for  Hector.     [  Trumpet  soundy. 

Vlyss.  No  trumpet  answers. 

Achil.  'Tis  but  early  days. 

Agam.  Is  not  yon   Diomed,  with  Calchasf' 
daughter  ? 

U/t/ss.  'Tis  he,  I  ken  the  manner  of  his  gait : 
He  rises  on  the  toe:  that  spirit  of  his 
In  aspiration  lifts  him  from  the  earth. 

Enter  Diomed,  ivith  Cressida. 
Agam.  Is  this  the  lady  Cressid? 
Dio.  Even  she. 
Agam.  Most  dearly  welcome  to  the  Greeks',. 

sweet  lady. 
Nest.  Our  general  doth  salute  you  with  a 

kiss. 
U/yss.   Yet  is  the  kindness  but  particular  ; 
'Twere  better,  she  were  kiss'd  in  general. 

Nest.  And  very  courtly  counsel:  I'll  begin.— 
So  much  for  Nestor. 

Achil.  I'll  take  that  winter  from  your  lips^ 
fair  lady  : 
Achilles  bids  you  welcome. 

Men.  I  had  good  argument  forkissing  once. 
Patr.  But  that's  no  argument   for  kissing* 
now: 
For  thus  popp'd  Paris  in  his  hardiment ; 
And  parted  thus  you  and  your  argument. 
Uiyss.  O  deadly  gall,  and  theme  of  all  oiu' 
scorns ! 
For  which  we  lose  our  heads  to  gild  his  horns. 
Pair.  The  first  was  Menelaus'  kiss  ; — this, 
Patroclus  kisses  you.  [mine  : 

Men.   O,  this  is  trim  .' 
Pair.  Paris,  and  I,  kiss  evermore  for  him. 
Men.  I'll   have  my   kiss,    Sir: — Lady,    by 

your  leave. 
Cres.  In  kissing  do  you  render  or  receive  1 
Patr.    Both  take  and  give. 
Cres.  I'll  make  my  match  to  live, 
The  kiss  you  take  is  better  than  you  give 
Therefore  no  kiss. 

Men.  I'll  give  you  boot,  I'll  give  you  three 

for  one. 
Cres.  You're  an   odd   man;  give   even,  or 

give  none. 
Men.  An  odd  man,  lady  ?  every  man  is  odd . 
Ci'cs.  No,  Paris  is  not ;  for,  you  know,  'tis 
true. 
That  you  are  odd,  and  he  is  even  with  you. 
Men.  You  fillip  me  o'the  head. 
Cres.  No,  I'll  be  sworn.  • 

Ulyss.  It  were  no  match,  your  nail  against 
his  horn. — 
May  I,  sweet  lady,  beg  a  kiss  of  you  ? 
Cres.   You  may. 
Ulyss.  I  do  desire  it. 
Cres.  VVhy,  beg  then. 
Ulyss.  Why  then,  for  Venus'  sake,  give  me 
a  kiss, 
When  Helen  is  a  maid  again,  and  his. 

Cres.  I  am  your  debtor,  claim  it  when  tis 

due. 
Uiyss.  Never's  my  day,  and  then  a  kiss  of 

you. 
Dio.  Lady,  a  word; — I'll  bring  you  to  your 
(kihev.      [Dio.-tiED  kadi  out  Cressida. 
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Nest.  A  woman  of  quick  sense. 

Ulyss.  Fie,  fie  upon  her  ! 
There's  language  in  her  eye,  her  cheek,  her  lip, 
Nay,  her  foot  speaks  ;  her  wanton  spirits  look 
At  eveiy  joint  and  motive*  of  her  body,    [out 
O,  these  encountei'ers,  so  glib  of  tongue. 
That  give  a  coasting  welcome  ere  it  comes. 
And  wide  unclasp  the  tables  of  their  thoughts 
To  every  ticklish  reader  !  set  them  down 
For  sluttish  spoils  of  opportunity. 
And  daughters  of  the  game.  [  Trumptt  within. 

All.  The  Trojan's  trumpet. 

Again.  Yonder  comes  the  troop. 
Enter  Hector,  armed ;  tEneas,  Troilus,  and 
other  Trojans,  with  Attendants. 

JEne-  Hail,  all  the  state  of  Greece  !  what 
shall  be  done  [pose. 

To  him  that  victory  commands?  Or  do  you  pur- 
A  victor  shall  be  known?  will  you,  the  knights 
Shall  to  the  edge  of  all  extremity 
Pursue  each  other  ;  or  shall  they  be  divided 
By  ciny  voice  or  order  of  the  field  ? 
Hector  bade  ask. 

Agam.  Which  way  would  Hector  have  it? 

^ne.  He  cares  not,   he'll  obey  conditions. 

Achil.   'Tis  done  like  Hector  ;  but  securely 
done, 
A  little  proudly,  and  great  deal  mispk  ising 
The  knight  oppos'd. 

JEne.   If  not  Achilles,  Sir, 
What  is  your  name? 

Achil.  Knot  Achilles,  nothing. 

,^ne.  Therefore,  Achilles  :  But,   wbate'er, 
know  this ; — 
In  the  extremity  of  great  and  little, 
Valour  and  pride  excels  themselves  in  Hector; 
The  one  almost  as  infinite  as  all, 
The  other  blank  as  nothing.   Weigh  him  well. 
And  that,  which  looks  like  pride,  is  courtesy. 
This  Ajax  is  half  made  of  Hector's  blood  : 
In  love  whereof,  half  Hector  stays  at  home  ; 
Halfheart,  half  hand,  half  Hector  comesto  seek 
This  blended  knight,   half  Trojan,  and  half 
Greek. 

Achil.  A  maiden  battle  then  ? — O,  I  per- 
ceive you. 

Re-enter  Diomed. 

Agam.  Here  is    Sir  Diomed : — Go,   gentle 
knight. 
Stand  by  our  Ajax  :  as  you  and  lord  ^neas 
Consent  upon  the  order  of  their  fight. 
So  be  it ;   either  to  the  uttermost. 
Or  else  a  breath, t  the  combatants  being  kin. 
Half  stintst   their  strife  before  their  strokes 
begin. 

[Ajax  and  Hector  enter  the  lists. 

Vlyss.  They  are  oppos'd  already. 

Agam-  What  Trojan  is  that  same  that  looks 
so  heavy  ? 

Ulyss. '  The  youngest  son  of  Priam,  a  true 

knight ; 

Not  yet  mature,  yet  matchless  ;  firm  of  word  ; 

Speaking  in  deeds,  and  deedless§  in  his  tongue; 

Not  soon  provok'd,  nor,  being  provok'd,  soon 

calm'd  : 
His  heart  and  hand  both  open,  and  both  free  ; 
For  what  he  has,    he  gives,   what  thinks,  he 

shows ; 
Yet  gives  he  not  till  judgment  guide  his  bounty, 
Nor  dignifies  an  impair||  thought  with  breath  : 
Manly  as  Hector,  but  more  dangerous ; 
For  Hector,  in  his  blaze  of  wrath,  subscribesif 


*  Motion.  t  J5reathinf;,  exercise.  J  ?tops. 

S  No  boaster.  ||  I'nsuitalile  to  his  ciiaMcler. 

TT  Yields,  gives  way. 


To  tender  objects ;  but  be,  in  heat,  of  action^ 
Is  more  vindicative  than  jealous  love  : 
They  call  him  Troilus  ;  and  on  him  erect 
A  second  hope,  as  fairly  built  as  Hector. 
'I'hus  says  /Eneas  ;  one  that  knows  the  youtli 
Even  to  his  inches,  and,  with  private  soul. 
Did  in  great  Ilion  thus  transbitc*  him  to  mc. 
\_Alarum.    Hectok  and  Ajax  Jighf- 

Agam.  They  are  in  action. 

N^est.  Now,  Ajax,  hold  thine  own  .' 

Tro.  Hector,  thou  sleep'st ; 
Awake  thee ! 

Agam.  His  blows  are  wejl  dispos'd : — tbei-Cj 
Ajax  ! 

Dio.  You  must  no  more.    [^Trumpets ce'ast.- 

JEne.   Princes,  enough,  so  please  you. 

Ajax.  I  am  not  warm  yet,  let  us  fight  agaiti . 

Dio.  As  Hector  pleases. 

Hect.    Why  then,  will  I  no  more  : — 
Thou  art,  great  lord,  my  father's  sister's  SaVT,. 
A  cousin-german  to  great  Priam's  seed  ; 
The  obligation  of  our  blood  forbids 
A  goryt  emulation  'twixt  us  twain  : 
Were  they  coramixtion  Greek  and  Trojan  so, 
That  thou  could'st  say — This  hand  is  Grecian 
And  this  is  Trojan ;  the  sinews  of  this  leg    \_aU, 
All  Greek,  and  this  all  Troy;  myinother's  blood 
Rirns  on  the  dextert  cheek,  and  this  sinister^ 
Bounds-in  my  father's ;  by  Jove  multipotent. 
Thou  should'st  not  bear  from  me  a  Greekish 

member 
Wherein  my  sword  had  not  impressure  made 
Of  our  rank  feud  :  But  the  just  gods  gainsay. 
Than  any  drop  thou  borrow'st  from  thy  mother, 
My  sacred  aunt,  should  by  my  mortal  sword 
Be  drain'd  I  Let  me  embrace  thee,  Ajax: 
By  him  that  thunders,  thou  hast  lusty  arms  ; 
Hector  would  have  them  fall  upon  him  thus: 
Cousin,  all  honour  to  thee! 

Ajax.  I  thank  thee.  Hector :. 
Thou  art  too  gentle,  and  too  free  a  man  : 
I  came  to  kill  thee,  cousin,  and  bear  hence 
A  great  addition||  earned  in  thy  death. 

Hect.  Not  NeoptoIemusH  so  mirable 
(On  whose  bright  crest  Fame  with  her  loud'sh 

O  yes 
Cries,  This  is  he,)  could  promise  to  himself 
A  thought  of  added  iionour  torn  from  Hectoi'. 

JEne.  There  is  expectance  here  from  botli 
What  further  yoa  will  do.  [the  sides, 

Hect.  We'll  answer  it ; 
The  issue  is  embracement: — Ajax,  farewell. 

Ajax.  If  I  might  in  entreaties  find  succes.s, 
(As  seld**  I  have  the  chance,)  I  would  desire 
My  famous  cousin  to  our  Grecian  tents. 

Dio.  'Tis  Agamemnon's  wish:    and  great 
Achilles 
Doth  long  to  see  unarm'd  the  valiant  Hector. 

Hect.  jEneas,  call  my  brother  Troilus  to  me  r 
And  signify  this  loving  interview 
To  the  expecters  of  our  Trojan  part;       [sin  r 
Desire  them  home. — Give  me  tliy  hand,  my  cou- 
I  will  go  eat  with  thee,  and  see  your  knights. 

Ajax.   Great   Agamemnon  comes  to  meet 

us  here. 
Hect.  The  wortliiest  of  them  tell  me  name 
by  name  ; 
But  for  Achilles,  my  own  searching  eves 
Shall  find  him  by  his  large  and  portly  size. 

Agam.  Worthy  of  arms  !  as  welcome  as  t»> 
That  would  he  rid  of  such  an  enemy  ;  [one 
But  that's  no  welcome:  Understand  more  clear, 
What's  past,  and  what's  to  come,  is  strew'd 
with  husks 
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And  formless  ruin  of  oblivion ; 
But  in  this  extant  moment,  faith  and  troth, 
Strain'd  purely  from  all  hollow  bias  drawing, 
Bids  thee,  with  most  divine  integrity, 
From  heart  of  very  heart,  great  Hector,  wel- 
come. 

Hect.  I  thank  thee,  most  imperious*  Aga- 
memnon. 

Agam.  My  well  fam'd  lord  of  Troy,  no  less 
to  you.  [  To  Troilus. 

Men.  Let  me  confirm  my  princely  brother's 
greeting ; — 
Youbrace  of  warlike  brothers,  welcome  hither. 

Hect.    Whom  must  we  answer  ? 

Ulen.  The  noble  Menelaus. 

Hect.  O  you,  my  lord  ?  by  Mars  his  gaunt- 
let, thanks  I 
Mock  not,  that  I  affect  the  untradedt  oath  ; 
Your  quondami   wife   swears  still  by  Venus' 
glove:  [you- 

^he's  well,  but  bade  me  not  commend  her  to 

ilfen.  Name  her  not  now,  Sir;  shc'sadeadly 
theme. 

Hect.  0  pardon  ;  I  offend. 

Nest.  1  have,  thou  gallant  Trojan,  seen  thee 
Labouring  for  destiny,  make  cruel  way  [oft. 
Through  ranks  of  Greekish  youth :  and  I  have 

seen  thee. 
As  hot  as  Perseus,  spur  thy  Phrygian  steed. 
Despising  many  forfeits  and  subduenients, 
When  thou  hast  hung  thy  advanced  sword 

i'the  air, 
Not  letting  it  decline  on  the  declin'd  ;§ 
That  I  have  said  to  some  my  standers-by, 
Lo,  Jupiter  is  yonder,  dealing  life  ! 
x\nd   I  have  seen  thee  pause,    and   take  thy 
breath,  [in, 

When  that  a  ring  of  Greeks  have  hemm'd  thee 
Like  an  Olympian  wrestling :  This  have  I  seen. 
But  this  thy  countenance,  still  lock'd  in  steel, 
1  never  saw  till  now.  I  knew  thy  grandsire,|| 
And  once  fought  with  him :  he  was  a  soldier 

good ; 
But,  by  great  Mars,  the  captain  of  us  all, 
Never  like  thee  :  Let  an  old  man  embrace  thee; 
And    worthy  warrior,  welcome  to  our  tents. 

JEne.  'Tis  the  old  Nestor. 

Hect.  Let  me  embrace  thee,  good  old  chro- 
nicle, [time  : — 
That  hast  so  long  walk'd  hand  in  hand  with 
Most  reverend  Nestor,  1  am  glad  to  clasp  thee. 

Nest.  I  would  my  arms  could  match  thee  in 
contention. 
As  they  contend  with  thee  in  courtesy. 

Hect.  I  would  they  could. 

Nest.  Ha!  [row. 

By  this  white  beard,  I'd  fight  wit  thee  to-mor- 
VVell,  welcome,  welcome !  I  have  seen  the  time. 

Ulyss.  1  wonder  now  how  yonder  city  stands, 
When  we  have  here  her  base  and  pillar  by  us. 

Hect.  I  knowyour  favour,  lord  Ulysses,  well. 
Ah,  Sir,  there's  many  a  Greek  and  Trojan  dead, 
Since  first  I  saw  yourself  and  Diomed 
In  Ilion,  on  your  Greekish  embassy. 

Ulyss.  Sir  I  foretold  you  then  what  would 
ensue: 
My  prophecy  is  but  half  his  journey  yet; 
For  yonder  walls,  that  pertly  front  your  town. 
Yon  towers,  whose  wanton  tops  do  buss  the 
Must  kiss  their  own  feet.  [clouds, 

Hect.  I  must  not  believe  you: 
There  they  stand  yet;  and  modestly  I  think, 
The  fall  of  every  Phrygian  stone  will  cost 
A  drop  of  Grecian  blood :  The  end  crowns  all ; 
Iteperial.      t  .Singular,  not  conimoD.      +  Heretofore 


And  that  old  common  arbitrator,  time, 
Will  one  day  end  it. 

Ulyss.  So  to  him  we  leave  it.  [come. 

Most  gentle,  and  most  valiant   Hector,  wel- 
After  the  general,  I  beseech  you  next 
To  feast  with  me,  and  see  me  at  my  tent. 

Achil.  I  shall  forestall  thee,  lord  Ulysses 
thou  !— 
Now,  Hector,  I  have  fed  mine  eyes  on  thee; 
I  have  with  exact  view  perus'd  thee,  Hector, 
And  quoted*  joint  by  joint. 

Hect.  Is  this  Achilles? 

Achil.  I  am  Achilles. 

Hect.  Stand  fair,  I  pray  thee:  letmelookoa 
thee. 

Achil.  Behold  thy  fill. 

Hect.  Nay,  I  have  done  already. 

Achil.  Thou  art  too  brief;  I  will  the  second 
time. 
As  I  would  buy  thee,  view  thee  limb  by  limb. 

Heel.  O,  like  a  book  of  sport  thou'lt  read  me 
o'er; 
But  there's  more  in  me  than  thou  understand'st. 
Why  dost  thou  so  oppress  me  with  thine  eye  ? 

Achil.  Tell  me,  you  heavens,  in  which  part 
of  his  body  [there? 

Shall  I  destroy  him?  whether  there,  there,  or 
That  I  may  give  the  local  wound  a  name ; 
And  make  distinct  the  very   breach  whereout 
Hector's  great  spirit  flew :  Answer  me,  heavens .' 

Hect.  It  would  discredit  the  bless'd  gods, 
proud  man. 
To  answer  such  a  question:  Stand  again: 
Think'st  thou  to  catch  my  life  so  pleasantly, 
As  to  prenomiuatet  in  nice  conjecture. 
Where  thou  wilt  hit  me  dead? 

Achil.  1  tell  thee,  yea. 

Hect.  Wert  thou  an  oracle  to  tell  me  so, 
I'd  not  believe  thee.     Henceforth  guard  thee 
well ;  [there ; 

For  I'll  not  kill  thee  there,  nor  there,  nor 
But,  by  the  forge  that  stithiedt  Mars  his  helm, 
I'll  kill  thee  every  where,  yea,  o'er  and  o'er. — 
You  wisest  Grecians,  pardon  me  this  brag, 
His  insolence  draws  folly  from  my  lips; 
But  I'll  endeavour  deeds  to  match  these  words. 
Or  may  I  never 

Ajax.  Do  not  chafe  thee,  cousin; — 
And  you,  Achilles,  let  these  threats  alone, 
Till  accident  or  purpose  bring  you  to't : 
Vou  may  have  every  day  enough  of  Hector, 
If  you  have  stomach  ;$  the  general  state,  I  fear 
Can  scarce  entreat  you  to  be  odd  with  him. 

Hect.  I  pray  you,  let  us  see  you  in  the  field  ; 
We  have  had  pelting||  wars,  since  you  refus'd 
The  Grecians'  cause. 

Achil.  Dost  ihou  entreat  me.  Hector? 
To-morrow,  do  I  meet  thee,  fell  as  death; 
To-night,  all  friends. 

Hect.  Thy  hand  upon  that  match. 

Agam.  First,  all  you  peers  of  Greece  go  to 
my  tent; 
There  in  the  full  conviveU  we:  afterwards. 
As  Hector's  leisure  and  your  bounties  shall 
Concur  together,  severally  entreat  him. — 
Beat  loud  the  tabourines,**  let  the  trumpets 

blow. 
That  this  great  soldier  may  his  welcome  know. 
lExeunt  all  but  Troilus  and  Ulysses. 

Tro.  My  lord  Ulysses,  tell  me,  I  beseech  you. 
In  what  place  of  the  field  doth  Calchas  keep  ? 

Ulyss.  At    Menelaus'  tent,     nost  princely 
Troilus : 

*  Observed.  t  Forename. 
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Scene  I."} 

There  Diomed  doth  feast  with  him  to-night ; 
Who  neither  looks  upon  the  heaven,  nor  earth, 
But  gives  all  gaze  and  bent  of  amorous  view 
On  the  fair  Cressid. 

Tro.  Shall  I,  sweet  lord,  be  bound  to  you  so 
much, 
After  we  part  ft-om  Agamemnon's  tent. 
To  bring  me  thitlier? 

Ulyss.  You  shall  command  me,  Sir. 
As  gentle  tell  me,  of  what  honour  was 
This  Cressida  in  Troy  ?  Had  she  no  lover  there 
That  wails  her  absence? 

Tro.  O,  Sir,  to  such  as  boasting  show  their 
scars, 
A  mock  is  due.     Will  you  walk  on,  my  lord  ? 
She  was  belov'd,  she  lov'd;  she  is,  and  doth  : 
But,  still,  sweet  love  is  food  for  fortune's  tooth; 

[^Exeunt. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— The  Grecian  Camp 
Achilles'  Tent. 


Enter  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Achil.  I'll  heat  his  blood  with  Greekish  wine 
to-night. 
Which  with  my  scimitar  I'll  cool  to-morrow. — 
Patroclus,  let  us  feast  him  to  the  height. 

Pair.  Here  tomes  Thersites. 

Enter  Thersites. 

Achil.  How  now,  thou  core  of  envy? 
Thou  crusty  batch  of  nature,  what's  the  news? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  picture  of  what  thou  seem- 
est,  and  idol  of  idiot-worshippers,  here's  a  let- 
ter for  thee. 

Achil.  From  whence,  fragment  ? 

Ther.  Why,  thou  full  dish  of  fool,  from  Troy. 

Patr.  Who  keeps  the  tent  now  ? 

Ther.  The  surgeon's  box,  or  the  patient's 
wound. 

Patr.  Well  said.  Adversity!*  and  what  need 
<hese  tricks? 

TTier.  Pr'ythee  be  silent,  boy ;  I  profit  not  by 
thy  talk:  thou  art  thought  to  be  Achilles'  male 
varlet. 

Patr.  Male  varlet,  you  rogue!  what's  that? 

Ther.  Why,  his  masculine  whore.  Now  the 
rotten  diseases  of  the  south,  the  guts-griping, 
ruptures,  catarrhs,  loads  o'gravel  i'the  back, 
lethargies,  cold  palsies,  raw  eyes,  dirt-rotten 
livers,  wheezing  lungs,  bladders  full  of  impos- 
thume,  sciaticas,  limekilns  i'the  palm,  incura- 
ble bone-ache,  and  the  rivelled  fee-simple  of  the 
tetter;  take  and  take  again  such  preposterous 
discoveries ! 

Pair.  Why  thou  damnable  box  of  envy,  thou, 
what  meanest  thou  to  curse  thus  ? 

Ther.  Do  I  curse  thee  ? 

Patr.  Why,  no,  you  ruinous  butt;  youwhore- 
son  indistinguishable  cur,  no. 

Ther.  No  ?  why  art  thou  then  exasperate, 
thou  idle  immaterial  skein  of  sleivet  silk,  thou 
green  sarcenet  flap  for  a  sore  eye,  thou  tassel 
of  a  prodigal's  purse,  thou?  Ah,  how  the  poor 
world  is  pestered  with  such  water-flies ;  di- 
minutives of  nature ! 

Patr.  Out,  gall ! 

Ther.  Finch  egg\ 

Achil.  My  sweet  Poti-oclus,  I  am  thwarted 
quite 
From  my  great  purpose  in  to-morrow's  battle. 
Here  is  a  letter  from  queen  Hecuba ; 
A  token  from  her  daughter,  my  fair  love ; 
*  Contrariety.  T  Coaree.unwraaght. 
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Both  taxing  me,  and  gaging  me  to  keep  [it : 
An  oath  that  I  have  sworn.  I  will  not  break 
Fall,  Greeks ;  fail,  fame ;  honour,  or  go,  or 

stay ; 
My  major  vow  lies  here,  this  I'll  obey. 
Come,  come,  Thersites,  help  to  trim  my  tent. 
This  night  in  banqueting  must  all  be  spent. 
Away,  Patroclus. 

[^Exeunt  Achilles  and  Patroclus. 

Ther.  With  too  much  blood,  and  too  little 
brain,  these  two  may  run  mad  ;  but  if  with  too 
much  brain,  and  too  little  blood,  they  do,  I'll 
be  a  curer  of  madmen.  Here's  Agamemnon, 
— an  honest  fellow  enough,  and  one  that  loves 
quails  ;*  but  he  has  not  so  much  brain  as  ear- 
wax:  And  the  goodly  transformation  of  Jupi- 
ter there,  his  brother,  the  bull, — the  primitive 
statue,  and  oblique  memorial  of  cuckolds  ;t  a 
thrifty  shoeing-horn  in  a  chain,  hanging  at  his 
brother's  leg, — to  what  form,  but  that  he  is, 
should  wit  larded  with  malice,  and  malice 
forced^:  with  wit,  turn  him  to  ?  To  an  ass, 
were  nothing;  he  is  both  ass  and  ox:  to  an  ox 
were  nothing;  he  is  both  ox  and  ass.  To  be  a 
dog,  a  mule,  a  cat,  a  fitchew, §  a  toad,  a  lizard, 
an  owl,  a  puttock,  or  a  herring  without  a  row, 
I  would  not  care :  but  to  be  Menelaus, — I 
would  conspire  against  destiny.  Ask  me  not 
what  I  would  be,  if  I  were  not  Thersites ;  for 
I  care  not  to  be  the  louse  of  a  lazar,||  so  I  were 
not  Menelaus. — Hey-day  !  spirits  and  fires ! 
Enter  Hector,  Troilus,  Ajax,  Agamemnon, 

Ulysses,  Nestor,  Menelaus,  and  Diomed, 

with  Lights. 

Agam.  We  go  wrong,  we  go  wrong. 

Ajax.  No,  yonder  'tis  ; 
There,  where  we  see  the  lights. 

Hect.   I  trouble  you. 

Ajax.   No,  not  a  whit. 

Ulyss.   Here  comes  himself  to  guide  yotl. 
Enter  Achilles. 


-Before 


Achil.  Welcome,  brave  Hector;  welcome, 

princes  all. 
Agam.    So  now,  fair  prince  of  Troy,  I  bid 
good  aight. 
Ajax  commands  the  guard  to  tend  on  you. 
Hect.    Thanks,    and    good    night   to    the 

Greeks'  general. 
Men.    Good  night,  my  lord. 
Hect.   Good  night,  sweet  Menelaus. 
Ther.    Sweet  draught :1I    Sweet,   quoth 'a! 
sweet  sink,  sweet  sewer. 

Achil.  Good  night. 
And  welcome,  both  to  those  that  go,  or  tarry. 
Agam.   Good  night. 

\^Exeunt  Agamemnon  aiid  Menelaus. 
Achil.  Old  Nestor  tarries;  and  you  too,  Dio- 
Keep  Hector  company  an  hour  or  two.  [med, 
Dio.  I  cannot,  lord;  I  have  important  busi- 
ness, [Hector. 
The  tide  whereof  is  now. — Good  night,  great 
Hect.  Give  me  your  hand. 
Ulyss.   Follow  his  torch,  he  goes 
To  Calchas'  tent;  I'll  keep  you  company. 

\_Aside  to  Troilus. 
Tro.  Sweet  Sir,  you  honour  me. 
Hect.    And  so  good  night. 

[£xi7  Diomed  ;  Ulysses  and  Troilus 
following. 
Achil.  Come,  come,  enter  my  tent. 

lExeunt  Achilles,  Hector,  Ajax,  and 
Nestor. 


*   Harlots. 
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Ther.  That  same  Diomed's  a  false  hearted 
rogue,  a  most  unjust  knave ;  I  will  no  more 
trust  him  when  he  leers,  than  I  will  a  serpent 
when  he  hisses :  he  will  spend  his  mouth,  and 
promise,  like  aBrabler  the  hound;  but  when 
he  performs,  astronomers  foretell  it ;  it  is  pro- 
digious,* there  will  come  some  change ;  the 
sun  borrows  of  the  moon,  when  Diomed  keeps 
iiis  word.  I  will  rather  leave  to  see  Hector, 
than  not  to  dog  him :  they  say,  he  keeps  a 
Trojan  drab,  and  uses  the  traitor  Calchas' 
tent :  I'll  after. — Nothing  but  lechery  !  all  in- 
continent varlets !  \_Exit. 


SCENE  II.— The  same.— Before  Calchas' 
Tent. 

Enter  Diomedes. 
Dio.  What  are  you  up  here,  ho  ?  speak. 
Cal.  [Within.'l   Who  calls  ? 
Dio.  Diomed. — Calchas,  I  think. — Where's 
your  daughter  ? 

Cal.  [  l'Vitlii7i.'\  She  comes  to  you. 

Enter  Troilus  and  Ulvsses,   at  a  distance ; 
after  them  Thersites. 

Ulyss.  Stand  where  the  torch  may  not  dis- 
cover us. 

Enter  Cressida. 

Tro.  Cressid  come  forth  to  him  ! 
Dio.    How  now,  my  charge  ? 
Cres.  Now,  my  sweet  guardian  ! — Hark!  a 
word  with  you.  [  JVhispers. 

Tro.  Yea,  so  familiar  ! 

Ulyss.  She  will  sing  any  man  at  first  sight. 
Ther.   And  any  man  may  sing  her,  if  he  can 
take  her  cliff  ;t  she's  noted. 
Dio.   Will  you  remember  1 
Cres.  Remember?  yes. 
Dio.  Nay,  but  do  then  ; 
And  let  your  mind  becoupledwithyour  ivords. 
Tro.  What  should  she  remember  ? 
Ulyss.  List! 
Cres.    Sweet   honey    Greek,   tempt  me  no 

more  to  folly. 
Ther.  Roguery  ! 
Dio.    Nay,  then, — 
Cres.    I'll  tell  you  what : 
Dio.   Pho  !  pho  !   come,  tell  a  pin  :  You  are 

forsworn. — 
Cres.  In  faith,  I  cannot:  AVhat  would  you 

have  me  do  ? 
Ther.  A  juggling  trick,  to  be — secretly  open. 
Dio.  What  did  you  swear  you  would  bestow 

on  me  ? 
Cres.  I  pr'ythe,  do  not  hold  me  to  mine  oath ; 
Bid  me  do  any  thing  but  that,  sweet  Greek. 
Dio.   Good  night. 
Tro.    Hold,  patience ! 
Ulyss.   How,  now,  Trojan  ? 

Cres.  Diomed, 

Dio.  No,  no,  good  night :  I'll  be  your  fool 

no  more. 
Tro.  Thy  better  must. 
Cres.   Hark  !  one  word  in  your  ear. 
Tro.   O  plague  and  madness  ! 
Ulyss.  You  are  mov'd,  prince ;  let  us  de- 
part, I  pray  you. 
Lest  your  displeasure  should  enlarge  itself 
To  wrathful  terms  :  this  place  is  dangerous  ; 
The  time  right  deadly  ;  I  beseech  you,  go. 
Tro.   Behold,  I  pray  you  ! 
Ulyss.   Now,   good  my  lord,  go  off: 
You  flow  to  great  destruction  :  come,  myjlord 
'  Perfenfous,  oniinoup.  t  Kev'. 


Tro  I  pr'ythee,  Stay. 
Ulyss.  You  have  not  patience  ;  come. 
Tro.  I  pray  you,  stay  ;  by  hell,  and  all  hell's 
torments, 
I  will  not  speak  a  word. 
Dio.  And  so,  good  night. 
Cres.  Nay,  but  you  part  in  anger. 
Tro.   Doth  that  grieve  thee  ? 

0  wither'd  truth  ! 
Ulyss.  Why,  how  now,  lord  ? 
Tro.  By  Jove, 

1  will  be  patient. 
Cres.  Guardian  ! — why,  Greek  I 
Dio.  Pho,  pho  I  adieu  ;  you  palter.* 
Cres.   In  faith,  I  do  not  j   come  hither  once 

again. 

Ulyss.   You  shake,  my  lord,  at  something ; 
will  you  go  ? 
You  will  break  out. 

Tro.   She  strokes  his  cheek  I 

Ulyss.  Come,  come. 

Tro.   Nay,  stay  ;  by  Jove,  I  will  not  speak  a 
word : 
There  is  between  my  will  and  all  offences 
A  guard  of  patience : — stay  a  little  while. 

Ther.  How  the  Devil  luxury,  with  his  fat 
rump,  and  potatoe  finger,  tickles  these  together! 
Fry,  lechery,  fry  ! 

Dio.   But  will  you  then  ? 

Cres.  In  faith,  I  will,  la  ;  never  trust  me  else. 

Dio.  Give  me  some  token  for  the  surety  of  it. 

Cres.   I'll  fetch  you  one.  [_Exit. 

Ulyss.   You  have  sworn  patience. 

Tro.    Fear  me  not,  my  lord ; 
I  will  not  be  myself,  nor  have  cognitiont 
Of  what  I  feel ;   I  am  all  patience. 

Re-enter  Cressida. 
Ther.  Now  the  pledge ;  now,  now,  now '. 
Cres.  Here,  Diomed,  keep  this  sleeve. 
Tro.  O  beauty  !    where's  thy  faith  ? 

Ulyss.  My  lord, 

Tro.  I  will  be  patient ;  outwardly  I  will. 
Cres.  You  look  upon  that  sleeve ;  Behold  it 
well. — 
He  loved  me — O  false  wench!  Giv't  me  again. 
Dio.  Who  was't  ? 

Cres.  No  matter,  now  I  hav't  again. 
I  will  not  meet  with  you  to-morrow  night : 
I  pr'ythee  Diomed,  visit  me  no  more. 

Ther.  Now  she  shbrpens ; — Well  said,  whet* 
stone. 

Dio.    I  shall  have  it. 
Cres.  What,  this  ? 
Dio.  Ay,  that. 

Cres.  O,    all  you  gods  ! — 0  pretty   prettv 
pledge  ! 
Thy  master  now  lies  thinking  in  his  bed 
Of  thee,    and   me ;  and  sighs,  and  takes  my 

glove. 
And  gives  memorial  dainty  kisses  to  it,     [me; 
As  I  kiss  thee, — Nay,    do  not  snatch  it  from 
He,  that  takes  that,  must  take  my  heart  withal. 
Dio.  I  had  your  heart  before,  this  follows  it. 
Tro.   I  did  swear  patience. 
Cres.  You  shall  not  have  it,  Diomed ;  'faith 
you  shall  not ; 
I'll  give  you  something  else. 

Dio.  I  will  have  this  ;  Whose  was  it? 
Cres.   'Tis  no  matter. 
Dio.  Come,  tell  me  whose  it  was. 
Cres.  'Twas  one's  that  loved  me  better  than 
you  will. 
But,  now  you  have  it,  take  it. 
Dio.  Who's  was  it  ? 
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Cres.  By  all  Diana's  waiting-women  yonder,**  i  Without  perdition,  and  loss  assume  all  reason 


And  by  herself,  I  will  not  tell  you  whose. 


Without  revolt ;  this  is,  and  is  not,  Cressid  ! 


Dio.  To-morrow  will  I  wear  it  on  my  helm ;  |  Within  my  soul  there  doth  commence  a  fight 
Andgrieve  his  spirit  that  dares  not  challenge  it.  |  Of  this  strange  nature,  that  athing  inseparate 

Tro.   Wert  thou  the  devil,  and  wor'st  on  thy   Divides  more  wider  than  the  sky  and  earth  ; 
It  should  be  challenged.  [horn,  \  And  yet  the  spacious  breadth  of  this  division 


Cres.  Well,  well,  'tis  done,  'tis  past ; — And 
yet  it  is  not ; 
1  will  not  keep  my  word. 

Dio.  Why  then,  farewell; 
Thou  never  shalt  mock  Diomed  again. 

Cres.  You  sliall  not  go  : — One  cannot  speak 
a  word. 
But  it  straight  starts  you. 

Dio.  I  do  not  like  this  fooling. 

Ther.   Nor  I,  By  Pluto  :  but  that  that  likes 
not  you,  pleases  me  best. 

Dio.   What,  shall  I  come  ?  the  hour  ? 

Cres  Ay,  come  : — 0  Jove  ! — 
Do  come: — I  shall  be  plagu'd. 

Dio.   Farewell  till  then. 

Cres.  Good  night.     I  pr'ythee   come. — 

[^Exit  DlOMEDES. 

Troilus,  farewell !  one  eye  yet  looks  on  thee ; 
But  with  my  heart  the  other  eye  doth  see. 
Ah  !  poor  our  sex  !  this  fault  in  us  I  find. 
The  error  of  our  eye  directs  our  mind  : 
What  error  leads,  must  err;  O  then  conclude. 
Minds,  sway'd  by  eyes,  are  full  of  turpitude. 
[^Exit  Cressida. 
Ther.  A  proof  of  strength  she   could  not 
publish  more. 
Unless  she  said.  My  mind  is  now  turn'd  whore. 
Ulyss.    All's  done,  my  lord. 
Tro.  It  is. 

Ulyss.    Why  stay  we  then  ? 
2Vo.   To  make  a  recordationt  to  ray  soul 
Of  every  syllable  that  here  was  spoke. 
But,  if  I  tell  how  these  two  did  co-act 
Shall  I  not  lie  in  publishing  a  truth  ? 
Sitht  yet  there  is  a  credence^  in  my  heart, 
An  esperancell  so  obstinately  strong, 
That  doth  invert  the  attestU  of  eyes  and  ears; 
As  if  those  organs  had  deceptions  functions, 
Created  only  to  calumniate. 
Was  Cressid  here  ? 

Ulyss.    I  cannot  conjure,  Trojan. 

Tro.  She  was  not  sure. 

Ulyss.   Most  sure  she  was. 

Tro.  Why,  my  negation**  hath  no  taste  of 

madness. 
Ulyss.  Nor  mine,  my  lord  :  Cressid  was  here 

but  now. 
Tro.  Let  it  not  be  believ'd  for  womanhooditt 
Think,   we  had  mothers  ;   do  not  give  advan- 
tage 
To  stubborn  criticstt — apt,  without  a  theme. 
For  depravation, — to  square  the  general  sex 
By  Cressid's  rule:  rather  think  this  not  Cressid. 
Ulyss.  What  hath  she  done,  prince,  that  can 

soil  our  mothers  ? 
Tro.  Nothing  at  all,  unless  that  this  were 

she. 
Ther.  Will  he  swagger  himself  out  on's  own 

eyes? 
Tro.  This  she  ?  no,   this  is  Diomed's  Cres- 
If  beauty  have  a  soul,  this  is  not  she  ;     [sida  : 
If  souls  guide  vows,  if  vows  be  sanctimony. 
If  sanctimony  be  the  gods'  delight. 
If  there  be  rule  in  unity  itself, 
This  was  not  she.  O  madness  of  discourse, 
That  cause  sets  up  with  and  against  itself! 
Bifold  authority  !  where  reason  can  revolt 
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Admits  no  orifice  for  a  point,  as  subtle 
As  is  Arachne's  broken  woof,  to  enter. 
Instance,  O  instance  !  strong  as  Pluto's  gates ; 
Cressid  is  mine,  tied   with  the  bonds  of  hea- 
ven : 
Instance,  O  instance !  strong  as  heaven  itself; 
The  bonds  of  heaven  are  slipp'd,  dissolv'd,  and 

loos'd  ; 
And  with  another  knot,  five-finger  tied, 
Tiie  fractions  of  her  faith,  orts  of  her  love, 
The  fragments,   scraps,  the  bits,  and  greasy 

reliques 
Of  her  o'er-eaten  faith,  are  bound  to  Diomed. 

Ulyss.  May  worthy  Troilus  be  half  attach'd 
With  that  which  here  his  passion  doth  express  ? 

Tro.  Ay,  Greek;  and  that  shall  be  divulged 
In  characters  as  red  as  Mars  his  heart  [well 
Inflam'd  with  Venus :   never  did  young  man 

fancy* 
With  so  eternal  and  so  fix'd  a  soul. 
Hark,  Greek ; — As  much  as  I  do  Cressid  love, 
So  much  by  weight  hnte  I  her  Diomed : 
That  sleeve  is  mine,  that  he'll  bear  on  his  lielm ; 
Were  it  a  casquet  compos'd  by  Vulcan's  skill, 
My  sword   should  bite  it :    not   the  dreadful 

spout, 
Which  shipmen  do  the  hurricane  call 
Constring'd]:  in  mass  by  the  ahniglity  sun. 
Shall  dizzy  with  more  clamour  Neptune's  ear 
In  his  descent,  than  shall  my  prompted  sword 
Falling  on  Diomed. 

Ther.   He'll  tickle  it  for  his  concupy.<J 

Tro.  O  Cressid !    O    false  Cressid !  false, 
false,  false! 
Let  all  untruths  stand  by  thy  stained  name, 
And  they'll  seem  glorious. 

Ulyss  O,  contain  yourself; 
Your  passion  draws  ears  hither. 

Enter  jEneas. 

Xne.  I  have  been   seeking  you  this  hour, 
my  lord  ; 
Hector,  by  this,  is  arming  him  in  Troy  ; 
Ajax,  your  guard,  stays  to  conduct  you  home. 

Tro.   Have  with  you,  prince: — My  courte- 
ous lord  adieu  : 
Farewell,  revolted  fair ! — and,  Diomed, 
Stand  fast,  and  wear  a  castle  on  thy  head  ! 

Ulyss.   I'll  bring  you  to  the  gates. 

Tro.   Accept  distracted  thanks. 

[^Exeunt  Troilus,  jIIneas,  and  Ulysses. 

Ther.  'Would  I  could  meet  that  rogue  Dio- 
med !  I  would  croak  like  a  raven ;  I  would 
bode,  I  would  bode.  Patroclus  will  give  me 
any  thing  for  the  intelligence  of  this  whore  : 
the  parrot  will  not  do  more  for  an  almond, 
than  he  for  a  commodious  drab.  Lechery, 
lechery  ;  still,  wars  and  lechery  ;  nothing  else 
holds  fashion  :  A  burning  devil  take  them  • 

lExif. 

SCENE  III.— Troy.— Before  Priam's  Palace. 

Enter  Hector  and  Andromache. 

And.  When  was  my  lord  so  much  ungently 
temper'd. 
To  stop  his  ears  against  admonishment  ? 
Unarm,  unarm,  and  do  not  fight  to-day. 

^  tove.  t  Helmet.  J  Gompres8*d; 
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Heet.  You  train  mc  to  offend  you  ;  get  you 

By  all  the  everlasting  gods,  I'll  go.  [in  : 

And.  My  dreams  will,  sure,  prove  ominous 

to 'the  day. 
Htd-  No,  more,  I  say. 

Enter  Cassandra. 

Cas.   Where  is  my  l>rother  Hector  .' 
And.  Here,  sister ;  arm'd,  and  bloody  in 
intent : 
Consort  with  me  in  loud  and  dear  petition, 
Pursue  we  him  on  knees  :  for  I  have  dream'd 
Of  bloody  turbulence,  and  this  whole  night 
Hath  nothing   been  but  shapes  and  forms  of 
slaughter. 
Cas.  O,  it  is  true. 

Htd.  Ho  !  bid  my  trumpet  sound  ! 
Cas.   No   notes  of  sally,    for  the  heayens 

sweet  brother. 
Hed.  Begone,  I  say  :  the  gods  have  heard 

me  swear. 
Cas.  The  gods  are  deaf  to  hct  and  peevish* 
vows : 
They  are  polluted  offerings,  more  abhorr'd 
Than  spotted  livers  in  the  sacrifice. 

And.    O !  be  persuaded :  Do  not  count  it 
holy 
To  hurt  by  being  just :  it  is  as  lawful. 
For  we  would  give  much,  to  use  violent  thefts, 
And  rob  in  the  behalf  of  charity. 

Cas.  It  is  the  purpose  that  makes  strong  the 
vow ; 
But  vows,  to  every  purpose,  must  not  hold  : 
Unarm,  sweet  Hector. 

Hed.  Hold  you  still,  I  say  ; 
Mine  honour  keeps  the  weather  of  my  fate  : 
Life  every  man  holds  dear  ;  but  the  dear  man 
Holds   honour   far  more  precious-deart  than 
life.— 

Enter  Troilus. 

How  now,  young  man  1  mean'st  thou  to  fight 
to-day  ? 
And.  Cassandra,  call  my  father  to  persuade. 
\^Exit  Cassandra. 
Hed.   No,  'faith,   young  Troilus  ;  doffj:  thy 
harness,  youth, 
I  am  to-day  i'the  vein  of  chivalry  : 
Let  grow  thy  sinews  till  their  knots  be  strong. 
And  tempt  not  yet  the  brushes  of  the  war. 
Unarm  thee,  go ;  and  doubt  thou  not,  brave 

boy, 

I'll  stand,  lo-day,  for  thee,  and  me,  and  Troy. 

Tro.   Brother,  you  have  a  vice  of  mercy  in 

Which  better  fits  a  lion  than  a  man.        [you, 

Hect.    What   vice  is  that,    good   Troilus  ? 

chide  me  for  it. 
Tro.   When  many  times  the  captive  Greci- 
ans fall. 
Even  in  the  fan  and  wind  of  your  fair  sword. 
You  bid  them  rise,  and  live. 
Hed.  O,  'tis  fair  play. 
Tro.  Fool's  play,  by  Heaven,  Hector. 
Hed.  How  now  1  how  now  ? 
Tro.   For  the  love  of  all  the  gods. 
Let's  leave  the  hermit  pity  with  our  mother ; 
And  when  we  have  our  armours  buckled  on. 
The  venom'd  vengeance  ride  upon  our  swords ; 
Spur  them  to  ruthful^   work,  rein  them  from 
i-uth.|| 
Hed.   Fie,  savage,  fie ! 
Tro.  Hector,  then  'tis  wars. 


Foolish.  t  Valuable. 
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X  Put  off. 
Mercv. 


Hed.  Troilus,  I'would  not  have  you  fight  to» 

day. 
Tro.  Who  should  withhold  me  ? 
Not  fate,  obedience,  nor  the  hand  of  Mars 
Beckoning  with  fiery  truncheon  my  retire  ; 
Not  Priamus  and  Hecuba  on  knees. 
Their  eyes  o'crgalled  with  recourse  of  tears; 
Nor  you,   my  brother,  with  your  true  sword 

drawn, 
Oppos'd  to  hinder  me,  should  stop  my  waj> 
But  by  my  ruin. 

Re-enter  Cassandra,  with,  Priam. 
Cos.  Lay  hold  upon  him,  Priam,  hold  him 
fast: 
He  is  thy  crutch  ;  now  if  thou  lose  thy  stay. 
Thou  on  him  leaning,  and  all  Troy  on  thee. 
Fall  all  together. 

Pri.    Come,  Hector,  come,  go  back  : 
Thy  wife  hath  dream'd;  thy  mother  hath  had 

visions  ; 
Cassandra  doth  foresee ;   and  I  myself 
Am  like  a  prophet  suddenly  enrapt. 
To  tell  thee — that  this  day  is  ominous  : 
Therefore,  come  back. 

Hect.  iEneas  is  a  field ; 
And  I  do  stand  engag'd  to  many  Greeks, 
Even  in  the  faith  of  valour,  to  appear 
This  morning  to  them. 

Pri.  But  thou  shah  not  go. 
Hed.  I  must  not  break  my  faith. 
You  know  me  dutiful ;  therefore,  dear  Sir, 
Let  me  not  shame  respect ;   but  give  me  leave 
To  take  that  course  by  your  consent  and  voice, 
Which  you  do  here  forbid  me,  royal  Priam. 
Cas.  O  Priam,  yield  not  to  him. 
And.   Do  not,  dear  father. 
Hect.  Andromache,  I  am  offended  with  you: 
Upon  the  love  j"ou  bear  me,  get  you  in. 

[^Exil  Andromache. 

Tro.  This  foolish,  dreaming,  superstitious 

Makes  all  these  bodements.  [girl 

Cas.   O  farewell,  dear  Hector. 
Look,    how  thou   diest!    look,  how   thy   eye 

turns  pale ! 
Look,  how  thy  wounds  do  bleed  at  many  vents' 
Hark,  how  Troy  roars !  how  Hecuba  cries  out ! 
How  poor   Andromache   shrills    her  dolours 

forth  ! 
Behold,  destruction,  frenzy,  and  amazemeat, 
Like  witless  antics,  one  another  meet, 
And  all  cry — Hector !     Hector's    dead  f    O 
Hector ! 
Tro.  Away  ! — Away  I 

Cas.  Farewell. — Yet  soft: — Hector,  I  take 
my  leave  ; 
Thou  dost  thyself  and  all  our  Troy  deceive. 

lExit. 
Hect.  You  are  amaz'd,  my  liege,  at  her  ex- 
claim :  [fight ; 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  town :  we'll  forth,  and 
Do  deeds  worth  praise,  and  tell  you  them  at 
night. 
Pri.  Farewell :  the  gods  with  safety  stand 
about  thee ! 

[Exeunt  severally  Priam  and  Hector. 
Alarums. 
Tro.  They  are  at  it ;  hark  !  Proud  Diomed, 
believe, 
I  come  to  lose  my  arm,  or  win  my  sleeve. 

As  Troilus  is  going  out,  enter,  from  the  other 
side,  Pandarus. 
Pan.  Do  you  hear,  ray  lord  ?  do  you  hear  ? 
Tro.  What  now? 
Pan.  Here's  a  letter  from  yon'  poor  girl- 


Scene  V.'\ 

Tro.  Let  me  read. 

Pan.  A  whoreson  ptisick,  a  whoreson  ras- 
cally ptisick  so  troubles  me,  and  the  foolish 
fortune  of  this  girl ;  and  what  one  thing,  what 
another,  that  1  shall  leave  you  one  o'these 
days  :  And  1  have  a  rheum  in  mine  eyes  too  ; 
and  such  an  ache  in  my  bones,  that,  uuless  a 
man  were  cursed,  1  cannot  tell  what  to  think 
on't. — What  says  she  there  ? 

Tro.   Words,  words,  mere  words,  no  matter 
from  the  heart ;        [  Tearing  the  letter. 
The  eflect  doth  operate  another  way. 
Go,  wind,   to  wind,  there  turn  and   change 

together. — 
My  love  with  words  and  errors  still  she  feeds  ; 
But  edifies  another  with  her  deeds. 

\_Excunt  severally. 

SCENE  IV. — Between  Troy  and  the  Grecian 
Camp. 

Alarums :  Excursions.     Enter  Thersites. 

Ther.  Now  they  are  clapper-clawing  one 
another ;  111  go  look  on.  That  dissembling 
abominable  varlet.  Diomed,  has  got  that  same 
scurvy  doating  foolish  young  knave's  sleeve  of 
Troy  tliere,  in  his  helm  :  1  would  fain  see  them 
meet;  that  that  same  young  Trojan  ass,  that 
loves  the  whore  there,  might  send  tliat  Greek- 
ish  wlioremasterly  villain,  with  the  sleeve, 
back  to  the  dissembling  luxurious  drab,  on  a 
sleeveless  errand.  0'  the  other  side,  The  po- 
licy of  those  crafty  swearing  rascals, — that 
stale  old  mouse-eaten  dry  cheese,  Nestor;  and 
that  same  dog-fox.  Ulysses, — is  not  proved 
worth  a  blackberry': — They  set  me  up,  in  po- 
licy, that  mongrel  cur,  Ajax,  against  that  dog 
of  as  bad  a  kind,  Achilles  :  and  now  is  the  cur 
Ajax  prouder  than  the  cur  Achilles,  and  will 
not  arm-to  day  :  whereupon  the  Grecians  be- 
gin to  proclaim  barbarism,  and  policy  grows 
into  an  ill  opinion.  Soft !  here  come  bleeve, 
and  t'other. 

Enter  Diomedes,  Troilus  following. 

Tro.  Fly  not ;  for,  should'st  thou  take  the 
river  Styx, 
I  would  swim  after. 

Dio.  Thou  dost  miscall  retire  : 
1  do  not  fly  ;  but  advantageous  care 
AVithdrew  me  from  the  odds  of  multitude : 
Have  at  thee ! 

Ther.  Hold  thy  whore,  Grecian  ! — now  for 
thy  whore,  Trojan ! — now  the  sleeve,  now  the 
sleeve ! 

\_Exeunt  Troilcs  and  Diomedes,  fighting. 

Enter  Hector. 

Hect.   What  art  thou,  Greek  ?  art  thou  for 
Hector's  mat<^  ? 
Art  thou  of  blood,  and  honour  ? 

Ther.  No,  no: — lam  a  rascal;  a  scurvy 
railing  knave  ;  a  very  filthy  rogue. 

Hect.  1  do  believe  thee  ; — live.  \_Exit. 

Ther.  God-a-mercy,  that  thou  wilt  believe 
me ;  But  a  plague  break  thy  neck,  for  fright- 
ing me !  What's  become  of  the  wenching  rogues? 
I  think,  they  have  swallowed  one  another :  I 
would  laugh  at  that  miracle.  Yet,  in  a  sort, 
lechery  eats  itself    I'll  seek  them.  lExit 


TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 


ir*> 


SCENE  v.— The  same. 
Enter  Diomedes  and  a  Servant. 
Dio.   Go,  go,  my  servant,  take  thou  Troilus' 
horse ; 
Present  the  fair  steed  to  my  lady  Cressid : 
Vor..  II 


Fellow,  commend  my  service  to  her  beauty  ; 
Tell  her,  1  have  chastis'd  the  amorous  Trojan, 
And  am  her  knight  by  proof. 
Sen).  I  go,  my  lord,  [^Exil  Sertant. 

Enter  Agamemnon. 

Agam.  Renew,  renew!  The  fierce  Poly  daraus 
Hath  beat  down  Menon:  bastard  Margarelon 
Hatli  Doreus  prisoner: 

And  stands  colossus-wise,  waving  his  beam,* 
Upon  the  pashedt  corses  of  the  kings 
Epistrophiis  and  Cedius:  Polixenes  is  slain  ; 
Amphimachus,  and  Thoas,  deadly  hurt ; 
Patrocliss,  ta'eu,  or  slain  ;  and  Palamedcs 
Sore  hurt  and  bruised  :  the  dreadful  Sagittarjf 
Appals  our  numbers  ;  haste  we,  Diomed, 
To  reinforcement,  or  we  perish  all. 

E7tier  Nestor. 
Nest.  Go,  bear  Patroclus' body  to  Achilles ; 
And  bid  the  snail-pac'd  Ajax  arm  for  shame. — 
There  is  a  thousand  Hectors  in  the  field  : 
Now  here  he  fights  on  Galathe  his  horse, 
Aiid  there  lacks  work  ;  anon,  he's  there  afoot, 
And  there  they  fly,  or  die,  like  scaled  sculls^ 
Before  the  belching  whale  ;  then  is  he  yonder. 
And  there  the  strawy  Greeks,  ripe  for  his  edge. 
Fall  down  before  him,  like  the  mower's  swath  : 
Here,  there,  and  every  where,  he  leaves,  and 
Dexterity  so  obeying  appetite,  [takes; 

That  what  he  will,  he  does;  and  does  so  much, 
That  proof  is  call'd  impossibility. 

Enter  Ulysses. 
Ulyss.  O  courage,  courage,  princes  !  great 

Achilles  [geance ; 

Is    arming,    weeping,    cursing,    vowing  ven- 
Patroclus'  wounds  have    rous'd    his  drowsy 

blood. 
Together  with  his  mangled  Myrmidons, 
That  noseless,  handless,  hack'd  and  chipp'd, 

come  to  him, 
Crying  on  Hector.     Ajax  hath  lost  a  friend, 
And  foams  at  mouth,  and  he  is  arm'd,  and  at 

it. 
Roaring  for  Troilus  ;  who  hath  done  to-day 
Mad  and  fantastic  execution  ; 
Engaging  and  redeeming  of  himself, 
With  sucli  a  careless  force,  and  forceless  care, 
As  if  that  luck,  in  very  spite  of  cunning. 
Bade  him  win  all. 

Enter  Aja.\. 
Ajax.  Troilus  !  thou  coward  Troilus  !  [BvCt/, 
Dio.    Ay,  there,  there. 
Nest.  So,  so,  we  draw  together. 

Enter  Achilles. 

Achil-  Where  is  this  Hector  ? 
Come,  come,  thou  boy-queller,^  showthy  face; 
Know  what  it  is  to  meet  Achilles  angi-y. 
Hector !  where's  Hector  ?  1  will  none  but  Hec- 
tor. [Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— Another  pari  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Ajax. 

Ajax.   Troilus,  thou  coward  Troilus,  show 
thy  head  ! 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Troilus,  I  say  !  wheie's  Troilus  ? 
Ajax.  What  would'st  thou  ? 
Dio.  I  would  correct  him. 

*  Lance.  t  nruised,  crushefl.        J  SIioSI  of  fis'h, 

5  Killer. 
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Ajax.  Were  I  the  general, 
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thou  should'st 
have  my  office,  [Troilus  ! 

Ere  that  correction : — Troilus,  I   say  !  what, 

Enler  Troilus;. 

Tro-  Otraitor,  Diomed ! — turn  thy  false  face, 
Thou  traitor. 
And  pay  thy  life  thou  ow'st  me  for  my  horse ! 

Dio.  Ha!  art  thou  there  ? 

Ajax.  I'll  fight  with  him  alone  :  stand,  Dio- 
med. 

Dio.  He  is  my  prize,  I  will  not  look  upon.* 

Tro.  Come    both   you    cog-ging  t   Greeks; 
have  at  you  both.     [Exeunt,  fighting. 

Enler  Hector. 

Hed.  Yea,    Troilus  ?    O,   well  fought,   my 
youngest  brother  ! 

Enter  Achilles. 

Ach'tl.  Now?  do  I  see  thee  :   Ha! — Have  at 
thee.  Hector. 

Hed.  Pause,  if  thou  wilt. 

Adiil.  I   do   disdain  thy    courtesy,   proud 
Trojan. 
Be  happy,  that  my  arms  are  out  of  use  : 
My  rest  and  negligence  befriend  they  now. 
But  thou  anon  shalt  hear  of  me  again  ; 
Till  when,  go  seek  thy  fortune.  \_Exit. 

Hed.  Fare  thee  well : — 
I  would  have  been  much  more  a  fresher  man. 
Had  I  expected  thee. — How  now,  my  brother  ? 

Re-enter  Troilus. 

Tro.  Ajax  hath  ta'en  j^neas  ;  Shall  it  be  ? 
IVo,  by  the  flames  of  yonder  glorious   heaven. 
He  shall  not  carry  X  him ;  I'll  be  taken  too, 
Or  bring  him  oft": — Fate,  hear  me  what  I  say  ! 
I  reck  ^  not  though  1  end  my  life  to-day.  [_Exit. 

Enter  one  in  sumptuous  Armour. 

Hed.  Stand,  stand,  thou  Greek  ;  thou  art  a 
goodly  mark  : — 
No  ?  wilt  thou  not  .' — I  like  thy  armour  well ; 
I'll  fresh||  it,  and  unlock  the  rivets  all. 
But  I'll  be  master  of  it : — Wilt  thou  not,  beast, 

abide  ? 
Why  then,  fly  on,  I'll  bunt  thee  for  thy  hide. 

{^Exeunt. 

SCENE  Vn.—  Tht  same. 

Enter  Achilles,  udili  Myrmidons. 

Adiil.  Come  hei-e  about  me,  you  my  Myr- 
midons ; 
Mark  what  I  say. — Attend  me  where  I  wheel : 
Strike  not  a  stroke,   but  keep   yourselves   in 

breath  ; 
And  wiien  I  have  the  bloody  Hector  found. 
Empale  him  with  your  weapons  roundabout; 
In  fellest  manner  execute  H  your  arms. 
Follow  me.  Sirs,  and  my  proceedings  eye : 
It  is  decreed — Hector  the  great  must  die. 

\_  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII I. —The  same. 

Enler  Menelaus  and  Paris,  fighting  :  then 
Thersites. 

Ther.  The  cuckold,  and  the  cuckold-maker 
are  at  it :  Now,  bull  !  now,  dog  !  'Loo,  Paris, 
'loo !  now  my  double-henned  sparrow  !  'loo, 


*  Not  be  a  looker-on. 
1  Prevail  over, 
li  Burn. 


t  Lying. 
§  Care. 
H  Emplny 


Paris,  'loo !    The  bull   has  the  game  : — 'ware 
horns,  ho !  [^Exeunt  Paris  and  Menelaus- 

Enter  Margarelon. 

Mar.  Turn,  slave,  and  fight. 

Ther.  What  art  thou  ? 

Mar.  A  bastard  son  of  Priam's. 

Ther.  I  am  a  bastard  too  ;  I  love  bastards  :  I 
am  a  bastard  begot,  bastai-d  instructed,  bastard 
\h  mind,  bastard  in  valour,  in  every  thing  ille- 
gitimate. One  bear  will  not  bite  another,  and 
wherefore  should  one  bastard  ?  Take  heed,  the 
quarrels  most  oininou's  to  us:  if  the  son  of  a 
whore  fight  for  a  whore,  he  tempts  judgment : 
Farewell,  bastard. 

Mar.  Thedevil  take  thee,  coward  !  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IX.— Another  part  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Hector. 

fled.  Most  putrified  core,  so  fair  without, 
Thy  goodly  armour  thus  hath  cost  thy  life. 
Now  is  my   day's   work  done  ;  I'll  take  good 
breath  :  [death  ! 

Rest,  sword ;  thou  hast  thy  fill  of  blood  and 
{^Puis  off  his  hehnd,  and  hangs  his  shield 
behind  him. 

Enter  Achilles  and  Myrmidons. 

Adiil.  Look,  Hector,  how  the  sun  begins  to 
set ; 
How  ugly  night  comes  breathing  at  his  heels  : 
Even  with  the  veil  and  dark'ning  of  the  sun, 
To  close  the  day  up.  Hector's  life  is  done. 
Hed.  I  am  unarm'd  ;  forego  this   vantage,* 

Greek. 
Achil.  Strike,  fellows,  strike  ;  this  is  the  man 
I  seek.  [HECTOR/a//s. 

So,    Ilion,   fall  thou  next !    now,   Troy,   sink 
down  ;  [bone. — 

Here    lies   thy  heart,  thy   sinews,    and  thy 
On,  Myrmidons  ;  and  cry  you  all  amain, 
Achilles  hath  the  mighty  Hector  slain. 

{_A  Retreat  sounded. 
Hark  !  a  retreat  upon  our  Grecian  part. 
Myr.  The  Trojan  trumpets  sound  the  like, 

my  lord. 
Achil.  The  dragon  wing  of  night  o'erspreads 
the  earth, 
And,  stickler  t  like  the  armies  separates. 
My  half-supp'd   sword   that    frankly  X  would 

have  fi?d, 
Pleas'dwith  this  dainty  bit,  thus  goes  to  bed. — 
{_ Sheaths  his  sword. 
Come,  tie  his  body  to  my  horse's  tail ; 
Along  thefield  I  will  the  Trojan  trail.  {_Exeu7il. 

SCENE  X.—  The  same. 

Enter  AgajMemnon,  Ajax,  Menelaus,  Nes- 
tor, DioMEDES,  and  others,  marching.  Shouts 
within. 

Agam.  Hark  !  hark  !  what  shout  is  that  : 

Nest.  Peace,  drums. 

[  mthi,q  Achilles  ! 
Achilles !  Hector's  slain  !  Achilles  ! 

Dio.  The  bruit  $  is — Hector's  slain,  and  by 
Achilles, 

Ajax.  If  it  be  so,  yet  bragless  let  it  be, 
Great  Hector  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 

Agam.  March  patiently  along : — Let  one  be 
sent 
To  pray  Achilles  see  us  at  our  tent. — 


*  Take  not  this  advantage, 
1     t  An  arbftralor  at  athletic  games.         |  Fattening; 
§  No'me,  rumour. 


Scene  XI.I 
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If  in  his  death  the  gods  have  us  befriended,       j  I'll  haunt  thee  like  a  wicked  conscience    still, 
Great  Troy  is  ours,  and  our  sharp  wars  are    That     niouldeth     goblins    swift     as     frenzy 


ended.  [^Exeunt  marching 

SCENE  XL— Another  pari  of  the  Field. 

Enter  JEnii AS  and  Trojans. 
jEne.  Stand,  ho  !  yet  are  we  masters  of  the 
field  : 
Never  go  home  ;  here  starve  we  out  the  night. 
Enter  Troilus. 
Tro.  Hector  is  slain. 
All.  Hector  ?— The  gods  forbid  ! 
Tro.  He's   dead ;   and   at   the   murderer's 
horse's  tail,  [field. — 

In  beastly  sort,  dragg'd  through  the  shameful 
Frown  on,  you  heavens,  effect  your  rage  with 
speed !  [Troy  ! 

Sit,  gods,  upon   your  thrones,  and   smile  at 
I  say,  at  once  let  your  brief  plagues  be  mercy. 
And  linger  not  our  sure  destructions  on  ! 
^ne.  My  lord,  you  do  discomfort  all   the 

host. 
Tro.  You  understand  me  not,  that  tell  me  so : 
I  do  not  speak  of  flight,  of  fear,  of  death : 
But  dare  all  imminence,  that  gods  and  men, 
Address  their  dangers  in.     Hector  is  gone  ! 
Who  shall  tell  Priam  so,  or  Hecuba  1 
Let  him  that  will  a  screech-owl  aye*  be  call'd, 
Go  in  to  Troy,  and  say  there — Hector's  dead : 
There  is  a  word  will  Priam  turn  to  stone  ; 
Make  wells  and  Niobes  of  the  maids  and  wives, 
Cold  statues  of  the  youth  ;  and,  in  a  word. 
Scare  Troy  out  of  itself.     But,  march,  away  ; 
Hector  is  dead  :  there  is  no  more  to  say. 
Stay  yet ; — You  vile  abominable  tents. 
Thus  proudly  pight  t  upon  our  Phrygian  plains , 
Let  Titan  rise  as  early  as  he  dare, 
I'll  through    and  through   you  ! — and   thou, 

great-siz'd  coward  ! 
No  space  of  earth  shall  sunder  our  two  hates ; 
■  Ever.  +  Pitrhed,  fixed. 


thoughts. —  [go : 

Strike  a  free  march  to  Troy  ! — with  comfort 
Hope  of  revenge  shall  hide  our  inward  woe. 

\_Exeunt  jEneas  and  Trojai^s. 
As  Troilus  is  going  out,  enter  from  the  other 
side,  Pandarus. 
Pan.  But  hear  you,  hear  you  ! 
Tro.  Hence,  broker  lackey  !    ignomy*  and 
shame 
Pursue  thy  life,  and  live  aye  t  with  thy  name ! 
[_Exit  Troilus. 
Pan.  A  goodly    med'cine  for   my   aching 
bones ! — 0  woild  !  world  !  world  I  thus  is   the 
poor  agent  despised !  O  traitors  and  bawds, 
how  earnestly  are  you  set  a'work,  and  how  ill 
requited  !     Why  should  our  endeavour  be  so 
loved,  and  the  performance  so  loathed  ?  what 
verse  for  it  ?    what   instance  for  it  ? — Let  me 
see: — 

Full  merrily  the  humble-bee  doth  sing, 
Till  he  hath  lost  his  honey  and  his  sting : 
And  being  once  subdued  in  armed  tail, 
Sweet  honey  and  sweet  notes  together  fail. — 
Good  traders   in   the  flesh,   set  this  iii  your 
painted  clothes,  t 
As  many  as  be  here  of  Pandar's  hall. 
Your  eyes,  half  out,  weep  out  at  Pandar's  fall : 
Or  if  you  cannot  weep,  yet  give  some  groans. 
Though  not  forme,  yet  for  your  aching  bones. 
Brethren,  and  sisters,  of  the  hold-door  trade, 
Some  two  months  hence  my  will  shall  here  be 

made ; 
It  should  be  now,  but  that  my  fear  is  this, — 
Some  galled  goose  of  Winchester  would  hiss  : 
Till  then  I'll  sweat,  and  seek  about  for  eases  ; 
And,  at  that  time,  bequeath  you  my  diseases. 

{Exit. 

*  Ignominy.  f  Ever. 

J  Canvass  hangings  for  rooms,  painted  withembUmS 
and  mottoa. 
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Scene;  partly   ia  Rome,   and  partly   in  the 
1     Territories  of  the  Volscians  and  Antiates. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L— Rome.— A  Street. 

j:nter  a  company  of  mutinous  CiTizEJis,  with 

Staves,  Clubs,  and  other  Weapons. 

1  at.  Before  we  proceed  any  further,  hear 

me  speak. 

Cil.  Speak, speak.  ISeveralspeahngatonce. 
1  Cit.  You  are  all  resolved  rather  todie,  than 
to  famish  ? 

Cit.  Resolved,  resolved. 
.  1  Cit.  Firstyou  know,  Caius  Marcius  is  chief 
enemy  to  the  people. 

Cit.  We  know't,  we  know't. 

1  Cit.  Let  us  kill  him,  and  we'll  have  corn 
at  our  own  price.     Is't  a  verdict? 

Cit.  No  more  talking  ou't ;  let  it  be  done : 
away,  away. 

2  Cit.  One  word,  good  citizens. 
1  Cit.  We  are  accounted  poor  citizens ;  the 

patricians,  good:*  What  authority  surfeits  on, 
would  relieve  us;  If  they  would  yield  us  but 
the  superfluity,  while  it  were  wholesome,  we 
might  guess,  they  relieved  us  humanely;  but 
they  think,  we  are  too  dear :  the  leanness  that 
afflicts  us,  the  objectof  our  misery,  is  as  an  in- 
ventory to  particularize  their  abundance  ;  our 
suflerance  is  a  gain  to  them.— Let  us  revenge 
this  with  our  pikes,  ere  we  become  rakes  -.t  for 
the  gods  know,  I  speak  this  in  hunger  for 
bread,  not  in  thirst  for  revenge. 

1  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  especially  against 
Caius  Marcius  ? 

Cit.  Against  him  first ;  he's  a  very  dog  to 
the  commonalty. 

2  at.  Consider   you  what  sei-vices  he  has 
done  for  his  country  ? 

1  Cit.  Very  well';  and  could  be  content  to 

■^  Rich.  f  Thia  as  rakes. 


give  him  good  report  for't,  but  that  he  pays 
himself  with  being  proud. 

2  at.  Nay,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 

1  Cit.  I  say  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done 
famously,  he  did  it  to  that  end :  though  soft 
conscienc'd  men  can  be  content  to  say,  it  was 
for  his  country,  he  did  it  to  please  his  mother, 
and  to  be  partly  proud  ;  which  he  is,  ever  to 
the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  at.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature, 
you  account  a  vice  in  him :  You  must  in  no 
way  say,  he  is  covetous. 

i  ai.  If  I  must  not,  I  need  not  be  barren  of 
accusations;  he  hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to 
tire  in  repetition.  IShouts  within.'\  What 
shouts  are  these  ?  The  other  side  o'the  city  is 
risen:  Why  stav  we  prating  here?  to  the  Capi- 
tol! 

at.  Come,  come. 

1  Cit.  Soft;  who  comes  here? 
Filter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

2  Cit.  AVorthy  Menenius  Agrippa  ;  one  that 
hath  alwavs  loved  the  people. 

1  Cit.  He's  one  honest  enough ;  'Would,  all 
the  rest  were  so  ! 

Men.  What  work's  my  countrymen,  in  hand  ? 
Where  go  you 
With  bats  and  clubs  ?    The  matter  ?    Speak,  I 
pray  you. 
1   Cit.  Our  business  is  not  unknown  to  the 
senate ;  they  have  had  inkling,  this  fortnight, 
what  we  intend  to  do,  which  now  we'lls  sliow 
'em   in  deeds.     They  say   poor  suitors  have 
strong  breaths;    they  shall  know,  we   have 
strong  arms  too. 

Men.  Why  masters,  my  good  friends,  mine 
honest  neighbours, 
Will  you  undo  yourselves? 

1  at.  We  cannot.  Sir,  we  are  undone  al- 
ready. 
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Men.  I  tell  you,  frieuds,  most  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  wants. 
Your  suffering-  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves,  as  lift 
them  [on 

Against  the  Roman   state ;  whose  course  will 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder,  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment:  For  the  dearth, 
The  gods,  not  the  partricians,  make  it :  and 
Your   knees  to  them,   not  arms,   must  help, 

Alack, 
You  are  transported  by  calamity  [slander 
Thither  where  more  attends  you;  and  you 
The  helms  o'the  state,  who  care  for  you  like 
When  you  curse  them  as  enemies.  [fathers, 
1  Cit.  Care  for  us! — True,  indeed! — They 
ne'er  cared  for  us  yet.  Sufler  us  to  famish ,  and 
their  store-houses  crammed  with  grain ;  make 
edicts  for  usury,  to  support  usurers:  repeal 
daily  any  wholesome  act  established  against 
the  rich;  and  provide  more  piercing  statues 
daily,  to  chain  up  and  restrain  the  poor.  If  the 
wars  eat  us  not  up,  they  will ;  and  there's  all 
the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men.  Either  you  must 
Confess  yourselves  wondrous  malicious. 
Or  be  accus'd  of  folly.     I  shall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale ;  it  may  be  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  since  it  serves  ray  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  scale't*  a  little  more. 

1  Cit.  Well,  I'll  hear  it,  Sir;  yet  you  must 
not  think  to  fob  off  our  disgrace!  with  a  tale : 
but,  an't  please  you,  deliver. 

Men.  There  was  a  time,  when  all  the  body's 
members 
Rebell'd  against  the  belly  ;  thus  accus'd  it : — 
That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I'the  midst  o'the  body,  idle  and  inactive, 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
Like  labour  with  the  rest ;  wheret  the  other 

instruments 
Did  see,  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel. 
And  mutually  participate,  did  minister 
Unto  the  appetite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  answered, — 

1  Cit.  Well,  Sir,  what  answer  made  the 
belly  ? 

Men.  Sir,  I  shall  tell  you. — With  a  kind  of 
smile,  [thus, 

Which  ne'er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even 
(For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile, 
As  well  as  speak,)  it  tauntingly  replied 
To  the  discontented   members,  the  mutinous 

parts 
That  envied  his  receipt;  even  so  most  fitly  § 
As  you  malign  our  senators,  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you. 

1  Cit.  Your  belly's  answer:  What! 
The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye. 
The  councellor  heart,  tlie  arm  our  soldier. 
Our  steed  the  leg,  the  tongue  our  trumpetor, 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 

In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they 

Men.  What  then  ?— 
'Fore  me,  this  fellow  speaks ! — what  then? 
what  then? 
1  Oil.  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  re- 
strain'd. 

Who  is  the  sink  o'the  body, 

Men.  Well,  what  then  ? 
1  Cit.  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  com- 
What  would  the  belly  answer?  [plain. 

Men.  I  will  tell  you; 
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If  you'll  bestow  a  small  (of  what  you  have 
little,)  [swer. 

Patience  a  while,   you'll  hear  the  belly's  an- 
1  Cit.  You  are  long  about  it. 
Men.  Note  me  this,  good  friend  ; 
Your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate, 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answer'd: 
True  is  it,  my  incorporate  friends,  quoth  he. 
That  I  receive  the  general  food  at  first, 
Which  you  do  live  upon ;  and  fit  it  is; 
Because  I  am  the  store-house,  and  the  shop  ■ 
Of  the  whole  body :  But  if  you  do  remembtr, 
I  send  it  through  the  rivers  of  your  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,   the  heart, — to  the  seat  o'the 

brain ; 
And,  through  the  cranks*  and  offices  of  man. 
The  strongest  nerves,  and  small  inferior  veins. 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  they  live :  And  tho  ugh  that  all  at  once 
You,  my  good  friends,  (this  says  the  belly,) 

mark  me, 

1  Cit.  Ay,  Sir  ;  well,  well. 
Men.   Though  all  at  once  cannot 
See  what  I  do  deliver  out  to  each ; 
Yet  I canmakemy  audit  up,  that  all, 
From  me  do  back  receive  the  flour  of  all, 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.    What  say  you  to't  ? 
1  Cit.  It  was  an  answer :  How  apply  you 

this  ? 
Men.  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  good 
belly, 
And  you  the  mutinous  members :  For  examine 
Their  counsels,  and  their  cares;  digest  things 
rightly,  [find, 

Touching  the  weal  o'the  common  ?  you  shall 
No  public  benefit  which  you  receive. 
But  it  proceeds,  or  comes,  from  them  to  you, 
And  no  way  from  yourselves. — What  do  you 

think? 
You  the  great  toe  of  this  assembly  1 

1  Ci7.  I  the  great  toe  ?  Why  the  great  toe? 
Men.  For  that  being  one  o'the  lowest,  basest, 
poorest,  [most: 

Of  this   most  wise  rebellion,  thou  go'st  fore- 
Thou  rascal,  that  art  worst  m  blood,  to  run 
Lead'st  first  to  win  some  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  clubs ; 
Rome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle, 
The  one  side   must  have  bail.t    Hail,    noble 
Marcius ! 

Enter  Caius  Marcius. 

Mar.  Thanks. — What's  the  matter,  you  dis- 
sentious  rogues. 
That  rubbing  the  poor  itch  of  your  opinion. 
Make  yourselves  scabs  ? 

1    Cit.  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 
Mar.  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  thee, 
will  flatter 
Beneath  abhorring. — What  would  you  have 
your  curs,  [you. 

That  like  nor  peace,  nor  war?  the  one  affrights 
The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trusts 
you,  [hares; 

Where  he   should   find  you  lions,  finds  you 
Where  foxes,  geese  :  You  are  no  surer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.     Your  virtue  is, 
To  make  him  worthy,  whose  offence  subdues 
him,  [greatness. 

And  curse  that  justice  did  it.     Who  deserves 
Deserves  your  hate :  and  your  affections  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  woidd  increase  his  evil.     He  that  de- 
pends 
*  Wi«iiiD£j.  t  Bane. 
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Upon  your  favours,  swims  with  fins  of  lead, 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.     Hang  ye  ! 

Trust  ye  ? 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind ; 
And  call  him  noble,  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  vile,  that  was  your  garland.     What's  the 

matter. 
That  in  these  several  places  of  the  city 
You  cry  against  the  noble  senate,  who. 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would  feed  on  one  another  ?— What's  their 

seeking? 
Me7i.  For  corn  at  their  own  rates;  whereof, 

they  say. 
The  city  is  well  stor'd. 

Mar.  Hang  'em  !  They  say  ? 
They'll  sit  by  the  fire,  and  presume  to  know 
What's  done  i'the  Capitol:  whose  like  to  rise. 
Who  thrives,  and  who  declines:  side  factions, 

and  give  out 
Conjectural  marriages;  making  parties  strong, 
And  feebling  such  as  stand  not  in  their  liking. 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.     They  say,  there's 

grain  enough  ? 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  ruth,* 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quarryt 
With  thousands  of  these  quarter 'd  slaves,  as 
As  I  could  pickt  my  lance.  [high 

Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  per- 
suaded ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  discretion. 
Yet  are  they  passing  cowardly .  But  I  beseech 
What  says  the  other  troop  ?  [yo"j 

Mar.  They  are  dissolved:  Hang  'em! 
They  said,  they  were  an  hungry;  sigh'd  forth 

proverbs ; —  [eat ; 

That  hunger  broke  stone  walls ;  that,  dogs  must 
That  meat  was  made  for  mouths ;  that,  the  gods 

sent  not 
Corn  for  the  rich  men  only :— With  these  shreds 
They  vented  their  complainings ;  which  being 

answer'd. 
And  a  petition  granted  them,  a  strange  one, 
(To  break  the  heart  of  generosity. 
And  make  bold  power  look  pale,)  they  threw 

their  caps 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'the 
Shouting  their  emulation.^  [moon, 

Men.  What  is  granted  them? 
Mar.  Five  tribunes  to  defend  their  vulgar 

wisdoms. 
Of  their  own  choice  :  One's  Junius  Brutus, 
Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not — 'Sdeath  ! 
The  rabbleshould  have  first  unroof 'd  the  city; 
Ere  so  prevail'd  with  me :  it  will  in  time 
Win    upon  power,   and  throw   forth  greater 
For  insurrection's  arguing. ||  [themes 

Men.  This  is  strange. 
Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments  I 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mes.  Where's  Caius  Marcius  ? 

Mar.  Here :  What's  the  matter  ? 

Mes.  The    news  is.   Sir,   the  Voices  are  in 

arms. 
Mar.  I  am  glad  on't;  then  we  shall  have 
means  to  vent 
Our  musty  superfluity  : — See,  our  best  elders. 
Enter  Cominius,  Titus  Lartius,  and  other  Se- 
nators; Junius  Brutus,  and  Sicinius  Ve- 
lutus. 

1  Sen.  Marcius,  'tis  true,  that  you  have  late- 
ly told  us ; 

*  Pity,  compassion.        t  Heap  of  dead.        i  Pitch. 
fi  Faction.  II  For  insurgents  to  debate  tipon. 


The  Voices  are  in  arms. 

Mar.  They  have  a  leader, 
Tullus  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility  : 
And  were  I  any  thing  but  what  I  am, 
I  would  wish  me  only  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears, 
and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 
That  I  am  proud  to  hunt. 

1  Sen.  Then,'  worthy  Marcius, 
Attend  upon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 

Cotn.  It  is  your  former  promise. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is  ; 
And  I  am  constant. — Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  see  me  once  more  strike  at  Tullus'  face  : 
What,  art  thou  stiff?  stand's!  out  ? 

Tit.  No,  Caius  Marcius ;  [other, 

I'll  lean  upon  one  crutch,  and  fight  with  the 
Ere  stay  behind  this  business. 

Men.  0,  true  bred .' 

1  Seri.  Your  company  to  the  Capitol ;  where, 
I  know. 
Our  greatest  friends  attend  us. 

Tit.  Lead  you  on  : 
Follow,  Cominius  ;  we  must  follow  you  ; 
Right  worthy  you  priority.* 

Com.  Noble  Lartius  ! 

I  Sew.  Hence  !  To  your  homes,  be  gone. 

[  To  the  Citizens. 
Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow  : 
The  Voices  have  much  corn  ;  take  these  rats 
thither,  [neers, 

To  gnaw  their  garners  :j: — Worshipful  muti- 
Your  valour  putst  well  forth  :  pray,  follow. 
^Exeunt  Senators,  Com.  Mar.  Tit.  and 
Menen.     CnizEfis  steal  away- 
Sic.  Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Mar- 
cius ? 
Bru.  He  has  no  equal. 
Sic.  When  we  were  chosen  tribunes  for  the 

people, 

Bru.  Mark'd  you  his  lip,  and  eyes  ? 

Sic.  Nay,  but  his  taunts. 

Bru.  Being  mov'd,  he  will  not  spare  to  girdvS 

the  gods. 
Sic.  Be-mock  the  modest  moon. 
Bru.  The  present  wars  devour  him :   he  is 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant.  [grown 

Sic.  Such  a  nature  [dow 

Tickled   with  good  success,  disdains  the  sha- 
Which  he  treads  ©n  at  noon :  But  I  do  wonder, 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

Bru.  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, — 
In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd, — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attain'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first :  for  what  miscarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man  ;  and  giddy  censure 
Will  then  cry  out  of  Marcius,  0,  if  he 
Had  borne  the  business ! 

Sic.  Besides,  if  things  so  well ; 
Opinion,  that  so  sticks  on  Marcius,  shall 
Of  his  demeritsll  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come : 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  earn'd  them  not ;  and  all  his 

faults 
To  Marcius  shall  be  honours,  though,  indeed, 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

*  Ri;;ht  worthy  of  precedence.         t  Granaries. 
t  Shows  itself.  §  Sneer. 
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Sic.  Let's  hence,  aud  hear 
How    the  despatch  is  made ;  and  in  what  fa- 
More  than  in  singularity,  he  goes  [shion. 
Upon  his  present  action. 

Bru.  Let's  along.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.—Corioli.—  The  Senate-House. 
EnterTvhLvs  Aufidius,  and  certain  Senatoks- 

1   Sen.  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  enter'd  in  our  counsels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

Auf.  Is  it  not  yours  ? 
What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  state. 
That  could  be  brouglit  to  bodily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention!*  'Tis  not  four  days  gone, 
Since  1  heard  thence  ;  these  are  the  words  :  1 

think, 
I  have  the  letter  here;  yes,  here  it  is:  \_Keads. 
They  have  pressed  a  power,  but  it  is  not  Icnoivn 
Whether  for  east,  or  icest:   The  dearth  is  great ; 
The  people  mutinous;  audit  is  rumour'' d, 
Coniinius,  Marcius  your  old  enemy, 
(  Who  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than,  of  you,) 
And  Titus  Lartius,  a  most  vatimtt  Roman, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  ^tis  bent :  most  likely,  'tis  for  you , 
Consider  of  it. 

1  Sen.  Our  army's  in  the  field: 
We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  answer  us. 

Auf  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly. 
To  keep  your  great  pretences  veil'd,  till  when 
They  needs  must  show  themselves  ;  which  in 

the  hatching, 
It  seem'd,appear'dtoRome.  By  the  discovery, 
We  shall  be  shorten'd  in  our  aim  ;  which  was. 
To  take  int  many  towns,  ere,  almost,  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

2  Sen.  Noble  Aufidius, 
Takeyour  commission  ;  hie  you  to  your  bands : 
Let  us  alone  to  guard  Corioli : 
If  they  set  down  before  us,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army;  but,  I  think,  you'll  find 
They  have  not  prepar'd  for  us. 

Auf.  O,  doubt  not  that ; 
I  speak  from  certainties.     Nay,  more. 
Some  parcels  of  their  powers  are  forth  already. 
And  only  hithervvard.     I  leave  your  honours 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcius  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  sworn  between  us,  we  shall  never  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

All.  The  gods  assist  you  ! 

Auf.  And  keep  your  honours  safe  ! 

1  Sen.  Farewell. 

2  Sen.  Farewell. 
All.  Farewell.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. — Rome. — An  Apartment  in 

Marcius'  House. 

Enter  Volumnia,  and  Virgilia  :  They  sit  down 

on  two  low  stools,  andseic. 

Vol.  I  pray  you,  daughter,  sing ;  or  express 
yourself  in  a  more  confortable  sort:  If  my  son 
were  my  husband,  I  should  freelier  rejoice  in 
tliat  absence  wherein  he  won  honour,  than  in 
the  embracements  of  his  bed,  where  he  would 


than  picture-like  to  hang  by  the  wall,  if  renown 
made  it  not  stir, — was  pleased  to  let  him  seek 
danger  where  lie  was  like  to  find  fame.  To  a 
cruel  war  I  sent  him  ;  from  whence  he  returned, 
his  brows  bound  with  oak.  I  tell  thee,  daugh- 
ter,— I  sprang  not  more  in  joy  at  first  hear- 
ing he  was  a  man-child,  than  now  in  first  see- 
ing he  had  proved  himself  a  man. 

Vir.  But  had  he  died  in  t'^o business,  madam? 
how  then  ? 

Vol.  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been 
my  son  ;  I  therein  would  have  found  issue. 
Hear  me  profess  sincerely :  Had  1  a  dozen 
sons, — each  in  my  love  alike,  and  none  less 
dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius, — 1  had 
rather  had  eleven  die  nobly  for  their  country, 
than  one  voluptuously  surfeit  out  of  action. 

Enter  a  Gentlewoman. 
Gent.  Madam,  the  lady  Valeria  is  come  to 

visit  you. 
Vir.  'Beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire* 

myself. 
Vol.  Indeed,  you  shall  not. 
Methinks  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  drum  ; 
See  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  the  hair  ; 
As  children   from  a  bear  the  Voices  shunning 

him : 
Methinks,  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus, — 
Come  on,  you  cowards,  you  were  got  in  fear, 
Though  you  were  b  orn  in  Rome  :  His  bloody 
brow  [goes ; 

With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,   forth  he 
Like  to  a  harvest-man,  that's  task'd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lose  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  brow  !  O,  Jupiter,  no  blood ! 

Vol.   Away,  you  fool !  it  more  becomes  a 

man. 

Than  gilt  his  trophy  :  The  breasts  of  Hecuba, 

When  she  did  suckle  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 

Than  Hector's  forehead,   when  it  spit  forth 

blood 

At  Grecian  swords'  contending. — Tell  Valeria, 

We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.      [^Exit  Gent. 

Vir.  Heavens  bless  my  lord  from  fell  Aufidius  ! 

Vol.    He'll  beat  Aufidius   head   below   his 

And  tread  upon  his  neck.  [knee, 

Re-enter  Gentlewoman, ivith  Valeria  andher 
Usher. 

Val.  My  ladies  both,  good  day  to  j'ou. 

Vol.  Sweet  madam, 

Vir.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

Val.  How  do  you  both?   you  are  manifest 

house-keepers.     What,  are  you  sewing  here  ! 

A  fine  spot,!  in  good  faith. — How  does  your 

little  son  ? 

Vir.  I  thank  your  ladyship;  well, good  madam. 

Vol.  He  had  rather  see  the  swords,  and  hear 
a  drum,  than  look  upon  his  school-master. 

Val.  O'  my  word,  the  father's  son :  I'll 
swear,  'tis  a  very  pretty  boy.  O'  my  troth,  I 
looked  upon  him  o'  Wednesday  half  an  hour 
together:  he  has  such  a  confirmed  countenance. 
I  saw  him  run  after  a  gilded  butterfly  ;  and 
when  he  caught  it,  he  let  it  go  again  ;  and  after 
it  again;  and  over  and  over  he  comes,  and  up 


show  most  love.    When  yet  he  was  but  tender-:  again  ;   catched  it  again:  or  whether  his  fall 


bodied,  and  the  only  son  of  my  womb ;  when 
youth  with  comeliness  plucked  all  gaze  his 
way  \\  when,  for  a  day  of  kings'  entreaties,  a 
mother  should  not  sell  him  an  hour  from  her 
beholding ;  I, — considering  how  honour  would 
become  such  a  person  ;  that  it  was  no  better 


■'  Pre-occupati»n. 
%  Attracted  attej:tion. 


t  TosiibdllC. 


enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  he  did  so  set  his 
teeth,  and  tear  it ;  O,  I  warrant,  how  he  mam- 
mockedt  it ! 

Vol.  One  of  his  father's  moods. 

Vnl,  Indeed  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir.  A  crack, ^  madam. 

Vol.  Come,  lay  aside  your  stitchery ;  I  must 

'Withdraw.       f  Of  work.       ?  Tore.       S  Boy. 
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have  vou  play  the  idle  huswife  with  me  this  af- ,  That  with  smoking  swords  may  march  from 

ternoon  hence,  [blast. 

Vir    ko    good  madam;  1   will  not  out  of  j  To  help  our  fielded' friends  !— Come,  blow  thy 


doors. 
Val.   iVot  out  of  doors  ! 
Vol.   She  shall,  she  shall. 
Vir.   Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience : 


not  over  the  threshold,   till  my  lord  return  | 
from  the  wars. 


They  sound  a  parley. — Enter,  on  the  walls,  some 
Senators,  and  others. 

I  will  j  TuUus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  ? 

1.  Sen.   No,  nor  a  man  that  feeirs  you  less 
than  he, 


Val.  Fie,  you  confine  yourself  most  unrea- ;  That's  lesser  than  a  little.  Hark,  our  drums 


sonably  ;  Come,  you  must  go  visit  the  good 
lady  that  lies  in. 

Vir.  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and 
visit  her  with  my  prayers  ;  but  I  caunot  go 
thither. 

Vol.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Jlr.  'Tis  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want 
love. 

Val.  You  would  be  another  Penelope:  yet, 
they  say,  all  the  yarn  she  spun,  in  Ulysses' 
absence,  did  but  fill  Ithaca  full  of  moths. 
Come  ;  I  would,  your  cambric  were  sensible  as 
your  finger,  that  you  might  leave  pricking  it 
for  pity.  Come,  you  shall  go  with  us. 

Vir'  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me  ;  indeed, 
I  will  not  forth. 

Val.  In  truth,  la,  go  with  me  ;  and  I'll  tell 
you  excellent  news  of  your  husband. 

Vir.  O,  good  madarn,  there  can  be  noneyet. 

Val.  Verily,  I  do  not  jest  with  you ;  there 
came  news  from  him  last  night. 

Jlr.    Indeed,  madam  ! 


[^Alarums  afar  off. 
A.re  bringing  forth  our  youth  :  We'll  break  our 

walls. 
Rather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up:  our  gates, 
Which  yet  seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with 

rushes  ; 
They'll  open  of  themselves.     Hark  you,    far 
ofi";  [.Other  Alarums. 

There  is  Aufidius ;  list,  what  work  he  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 
Mar.    6,  they  arc  at  it ! 
Lart.  Their  noise  be  our  instruction. — Lad- 
ders, ho  ! 

The  VoLCES  enter  and  puis  over  the  Stage. 

Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  their 
city.  [fight 

Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and 

With  hearts  more  proof  than  shields. — Ad- 
vance, brave  Titus : 

They  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts. 

Which  makes  me  sweat  with  wrath. — Come 
on  my  fellows  ; 


Val.  In  earnest,  it's  time  ;  I  heard  a  senator 
speak  it.  Thus  it  is: — The  Voices  have  an  '  He  that  retires,  I'll  take  him  for  a  A'^olce, 
army  forth ;  against  whom  Cominius  the  gen-  j  ^^nj  he  shall  feel  mine  edge, 
eral  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our  Roman 
powea- :  your  lord,  and  Titus  Lartius,  are  set 
down  before  their  city  Corioli ;  they  nothing 
doubt  prevailing,  and  to  make  it  brieP  wars. 
This  is  true,  ou  mine  honour;  and  so,  I  pray, 
go  with  us. 

Vir.  Give  me  excuse,   good  madam  ;  I  will 
obey  you  in  eveiy  thing  hereafter 


Alarum,  and  exeunt  Romans  and  Volces, 
fighting.  The  Ro.mans  are  beaten  back  to 
their  trenches.    Re-enter  Marcius. 

Mar.  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on 

you.  [plagues 

You  shames  of  Rome  !  you  herd  of — Boils  and 

Plaster  vou  o'er :  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 


Vol.  Let  her  alone,  lady ;  as  she  is  now,  she  Further  than  seen,  and  one  infect  another 


will  but  disease  our  better  mirth 

Val.  In  troth,  I  think,  she  would: — Fare 
you  well  then. — Come,  good  sweet  lady. — 
Pr'ythee,  Virgilia,  turn  thy  solemness  out 
o'door,  and  go  along  with  us. 

Vir.  No :  at  a  word,  madam ;  indeed,  I 
must  not.     I  wish  you  much  miith. 

Val.   Well,  then" farewell.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Before  Corioli. 
Enter,  vyith   Drums  and   Colours.    Marcius, 
TiTcs  Lahtius,   Officers  and  Soldiers.     To 
them  a  Messenger. 
Mar.   Yonder  comes  news  : — A  wager,  they 

have  met. 
Lart.  My  horse  to  yours,  no. 
Mar.   'Tis  done. 
Lart.    Agreed. 

Mar.    Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy  ? 
Mess.  They  lie  in  view ;  but  have  not  spoke 

as  yet. 
Lart.  So,   the  good  horse  is  mine. 
Mar.  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 
Lart.  No,    I'll  nor  sell,  nor  give  him:  lend 

you  him,  I  will. 
For  halfa  hundred  years. — Summon  thetown. 
Mar.  How  far  off  lie  the  armies  ? 
Mess.    Within  this  mile  and  half. 
Mar.  Then  shall  we  hear  their  larum,  and 

they  ours. 
Sow,  Mars,  I  pry  thee  make  us  quick  in  work : 
*  Short. 


Against  the  wind  a  mile  !  You  souls  of  geese. 
That  bear  the  shapes  of  men,  how  have  you 

ran  [hell  I 

From  slave'  that  apes  would  beat?  Pluto  and 
All  hurt  behind ;  backs  red,  and  faces  pale 
With  flight  and  agued  fear  I  Mend,  and  charge 

home. 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe, 
And  make  my  wars  on  you  :  look  to't :   Come 

on ;  [wives, 

If  you'll  stand  fast,  we'll  beat   them  to  their 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  Alarum.  The  Volces  anrf  Roma.vs  re- 
enter, and  the  fight  isrenewed.  The  Volces 
retire  into  Corioli,  and  Ma.rcivs,  follows  them 
to  the  gates. 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope : — Now  prove  good 

seconds : 
'Tis  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them. 
Not  for  the  fliers  :    mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 
[He  enters  the  gates,  and  is^shut  in. 

1  Sol.  Fool-hardiness  ;  not  I. 

2  Sol.  Nor  I. 

3  Sol.  See  they 

Have  shut  him  in.  [Alarum  continues. 

All.  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 
Enter  Titus  Lartios. 
Lart.  What  is  become  of  Marcius. 
All.  Slain,  Sir,  doubtless. 

•  In  thi?  field  of  battle. 


Scene  VI.}  COWOLAJNUS 

1  Sol.  Followiug  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels, 
With  them  he  enters:  who,  upon  the  sudden, 
Clapp'd  to  their  gates  ;  he  is  himself  aloue, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.   O  noble  fellow  ! 
Who,  sensible,*  outdares  his  senseless  sword, 
And,  when  it  blows, t  stands  up  !  Thou  ait  left, 

Marcius : 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel.   Thou  wast  a  soldier 
Even  to  Cato's  wish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes  ;  but,  with  thy  grim  looks,  and 
The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds. 
Thou   mad'st   thine  enemies   shake,  as  if  the 
Were  feverous  and  did  tremble.  [world 

Re-enter  INIarcius  bleeding,  assaulted  by  the 
enemy. 

1  Sol.    Look,    Sir. 

Lart.   'Tis  Marcius : 
Let's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

IT/teyJigkt,  and  all  enter  the  city. 

SCENE  v.— Within  the  town.— A  Street. 
Enter  certain  Romans,  with  spoils. 

1  Rojn.    This  I  will  carry  to  Rome. 

2  Rom.   And  I  this. 

3  Rom.  A  murrain  on't !  I  took  this  for  sil- 
ver. lAlarum  continues  still  afar  off. 
Enter  Marcius,   and  Titus  Lartius,  icith  a 

trumpet. 

Mar.  See  here  these  movers,  that  do  prize 

their  hours  [spoons. 

At   a    crack'd    drachm  !t    Cushions,     leaden 

Irons  of  doit,  doublets  that  hangmen  would 

Bury  with  those  that  wore  them,  these  base 

slaves. 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up : — Down 

with  them. — 
And  hark,  what  noise  the  general  makes  ! — 

To  him : — 
There  is  the  man  of  my  souls  hate,  Aufidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :   Then,  valiant  Titus, 

take 
Convenient  numbers  to  make  good  the  city  ; 
Whilst  1,  with  those  that  have  the  spirit,  will 
To  help  Cominius.  [haste 

Lart.  Worthy  Sir,  thou  bleed'st ; 
Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  second  course  of  fight. 

Mar.   Sir,  praise  me  not :  [well. 

My  work  hath  yet  not  warm"d  me :  Faie  you 
The  blood  I  drop  is  rather  physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me  :  To  Aufidius  thus 
I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart.  Now  the  fair  goddess,  Fortune, 
Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee  ;  and   her  great 
charms  [man. 

Misguide  thy  opposer's  swords  !  Bold  gentle- 
Prosperity  be  thy  page ! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  less 
Than  those  sheplaceth  highest !  So  farewell. 
Lart.   Thou  worthiest  Maixius  ! — 

[£.ii7  Marcius. 
Go,  sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place ; 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  of  the  town, 
Where  they  shall  know  our  miud.     Away. 

[_Exeunt. 


SCENE  VI. — Near  the  Camp  o/ Cominius. 
Enter  Comi.mus  and  forces,  retrcatirig. 
Com.  Breathe  you,  ray  friends ;  well  fought, 


we  are  come  off 


:  sensatiou,  feeling. 

t  .\  Rotnao  coin- 
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Like  Romans,  neither  foolish  ia  our  staads, 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire :  believe  me.  Sirs, 
We  shall  be  charg'd  again.  Whiles  we  have 

struck,  [heard 

By    interims,    aud  conveying  gusts,  wc  have 
The  charges  of  our  friends  : — The  Roman  gods. 
Lead  their  successes  as  we  wish  our  own  ; 
That  both  our  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  en' 

countering. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 


Vol.  U 


May  give  you  thankful  sacrifice  I — Thy  news. 

Mess.   The   citizens  of  Corioli  have   issued, 
Aud  given  to  Lartius  aud  to  Marcius  battle : 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven, 
And  then  I  came  away. 

Com.  Though  thou  speak'st  truth, 
Methinks,  thou  speak'st  not  well.     How  long 
is't  since  ? 

Mess.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Com.  'Tis  not  a  mile  ;  briefly  we  heaid  their 
drums : 
How  could'st  thou  in  a  mile  confonad^anhoirr. 
And  bring  th\-  news  so  late  ? 

Mess.   Spies  of  the  Voices 
Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about ;  else  had  I,  Sir. 
Half  au  hour  since  brought  my  report. 

Enter  Marcius. 
Com.   Wiio's  yonder, 
That  does  appear  as  he  \yere  flaj-'d  ?  O  gods ! 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius  ;  and  I  have 
Beforetimc  seen  him  thus. 
Mar.  Come  1  too  late  ? 
Com.    The  shepherd   knows    not   thunder 
from  a  tabor,  [tongue 

IMore   than   I  know   the   sound   of  Marcius' 
From  every  meaner  man's. 
Mar.   Come  I  too  late  ? 

^Com.  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of 
But  mantled  in  30ur  own.  [others, 

Mar.  O!  let  me  clip  you 
In  arms  as  sound,  as  when  I  woo'd  ;  in  heai't 
As  merry,  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done. 
And  tapers  burn'd  to  bedward. 

Com.   Flower  of  warriors, 
How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius  .' 

Mar.  As  with  a  man  busied  about  decrees ; 
Condemning  some  to  death,  and  some  to  exile  ; 
Rcinsoming    him,   or  pitying,   threat'ning  the 

other  ; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  intheletislij 
To  let  him  slip  at  will. 

Com.  Where  is  that  slave.  [trenches  ? 

Which  told  me  they    had  beat  you  to  your 
Where  is  he  ?    Call  him  hither. 

Mar.   Let  him  alone,  [men. 

He  did   inform  the  truth  :  Biit  for  our  gentle- 
The  common   file,   (A  plague  ! — Tribunes  for 
them !)  [budge 

The  mouse  ne'er  shunn'd  the  cat,  as  they  did 
From  rascals  worse  thanthej'. 
Com .  But  how  prevail'd  you  ! 
Mar.  Will  the  time  ser\  e  to  tell  ?  I  do  not 
think—  [field  ? 

Where  is  the  enemy  ?  Are  you   lords  o'the 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so  ? 

Com.   Marcius, 
We  have  at  a  disadvantage  fought,  and  did 
Retire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle  ?  Know  you  on 
which  side 

t  When  it  is  pent.  I  ^''^y  ^^'^'^  plac'd  their  men  of  (ru^Bf " 

~  ExpeDd. 
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Com.  As  I  guess,  Marcius, 
Their  bands  in  the  vaward*  are  the  Antiates,  \ 
Of  their  best  trust ;  o'^er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar.  I  do  beseech  you, 
By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought, 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed   together,  by   the 


Aiif.  If  I  fly,  ]\^arcius. 
Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  these  three  hours,  TuUus, 
Alone  I  fought  in  your  Corioli  walls, 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd  ;  'Tis  not   my 
blood,  [venge. 

Wherein  thou  seest  me  mask'd  ;    for  thy  re- 


"We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  di 
Set  me  agSinst  Aufidius.  and  his  Antiates: 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present ;  t  bat, 
Fillingthe  air  with  swords  advanc'd,  and  darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com.  Though  I  could  wish 
You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  applied  to  you,  yet   dare   I  never 
Deny  your  asking  ;  take  your  choice   of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Those  are  they 
That  most  are  willing: — If  any  such  be  here. 
(As  it  were  sin  to  doubt,)  that  love  this  paint- 
ing 
Wherein  you  see  me  smear'd ;  if  any  fear 
Lesser  his  person  than  an  ill  report ; 
If  any  think,  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life, 
And  that  his  country's  dearer  than  himself; 
Let  him,  alone,  or  so  many,  so  minded. 
Wave  thus,  [  Waving  his  hand-  ]  to  express   his 

disposition. 
And  follow  Marcius. 

[  They  all  shout,  and  wave  their  swords  ;  take 
him  up  in  their  arms,  and  cast  up  their  caps. 
O  me,  alone  !  Make  you  a  sword  of  me  ? 
If  these  shows  be  not   outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Voices  ?  None  of  you  but  is 
Able  to  bear  against  the  great  Aufidius 
A  shield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number. 
Though  thanks  to  all,  must  I  select :  the  rest 
Shall  bear  the  business  in  some  other  fight, 
As  cause  will  be  obey'd.  Please  you  to  march  ; 
And  four  shall  quickly  draw  out  my  command, 
Which  men  are  best  inclin'd. 

Com.  March  on  my  fellows  : 
Make  good  this  ostentation,  and  you  shall 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VII.— The  Gates  of  Corioli. 

Titus  Lahtius,  having  set  a  guard  upon  Corioli, 
going  with  a  drum  and  trumpet  toward  Co- 
MiNius  and  Caius  Marcius,    eiiters  tcith  a 
Lieutenant,  a  party  of  soldiers,  and  a  scout. 
Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  ^  be  guarded  :   keep 
your  duties. 
As  I  have  set  them  down.  If  I  do  send,  despatch 
Those  centuriesll  to  our  aid  ;  the  rest  will  serve 
For  a  short  holding  ;  if  we  lose  the  field, 
We  cannot  keep  the  town. 
Lieii.  Fear  not  our  care.  Sir. 
Lart.  Hence,  and  shut  your  gates  upon  us. — 
0ur  guider,  come ;  to  the  Roman  camp  conduct 
us.  {^Exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII.— A  field  of  battle  between  the 

Roman  and  the  Volcian  Camps 
Alarum.  Enter  Marcius  and  Aufidius. 
Mar.  I'll  fight  with  none  but  thee  ;  for  I  do 
hate  thee 
Worse  than  a  promise-breaker. 

Auf.  We  hate  alike  ; 
Not  Afric  owns  a  serpent  I  abhor 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy  ;  Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar.  Let  the  first  budgerif  die  the  other's 
And  the  gods  doom  him  after !  [slave, 

*  Front*    t  Soldiers  of  ADtinm.         {  Present  time. 
5  Gates,    li  Companies  of  a  himHred  di«b.    IT  Stirrer- 


[rectly    Wrench^up  thy  power  to  the  highest. 


Auf.  Wert  thou  the  Hector, 
That- was  the  whip*  of  your  bragg'd  progeny. 
Thou  should'st  not  scape  me  here. — 

[  They  fight,  and  certain  Voices  come  to  the 
aid  of  Aufidius. 
OflScious,  and  not  valiant — you  have  sham'd 
In  your  condemned  seconds,  t  [me 

\_Exeunt fighting,  driven  in  by  Marcios. 

SCENE  IX.— The  Roman  camp. 

Alarum.  A  Retreat  is  sounded.  Flourish.  Enter 
at  one  side,  Cominius,  and  Romans ;  at  the 
other  side,  Marcius,  with  his  arm  in  a  scarf, 
and  other  Romans. 

Com.  If  I  should  tell  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's 
work, 
Thou'ltnot  believe  thy  deeds  :  but  I'll  report  it. 
Where  senators  shall  mingle  tears  with  smiles ; 
Where  great  patricians  shall  attend,  and  shrug 
I'the    end,   admire ;    where    ladies    shall   be. 

frighted. 
And,  gladly  quank'd,  t  hear  more  ;  where  the 

dull  Tribunes, 
That,  with  the  fusty  plebeians,  hate   thine  ho- 
nours, [.gods, 
Shall  say,  against  their  hearts — JVe  thank  the 
Our  Rome  hath  such  a  soldier  ! — 
Yet  cam'st  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  feast. 
Having  fully  dined  before. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius,  ivith  hispoiver,^  from  ike 
pursuit. 
Lart.  0  general. 
Here  is  the  steed,  we  the  caparison  : 

Hadst  thou  beheld 

Mar.  Fray  now,  no  more  :  my  mother, 
Who  has  a  charter||  to  extol  her  blood. 
When  she  does  praise  me,  grieves  me,  I  have 

done. 
As  you  have  done  ;  that's  what  I  can  ;  induc'd 
As  you  have  been  ;  that's  for  my  country  : 
He  that  lias  but  effected  his  good  will, 
Hath  overta'en  mine  act. 
Com.  You  shall  not  be 
The  grave  of  your  deserving  ;  Rome  must  know 
The  value  of  her  own  ;  'twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft,    no  less  than   a   traduce- 

ment. 
To  hide  your  doings  ;  and  to  silence  that. 
Which  to  the  spire  and  top  of  praises  vouch'd, 
Would  seem  but  modest :  Therefore,  I  beseech 
(In  sign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward  [you. 
What  you  have  done,)  before  our   army   hear 

me. 
Mar.  I  have  some  wounds  upon  me,   and 

they  smart 
To  hear  themselves  remember'd. 

Com.  Should  they  not. 
Well  might  they  fester  'gainst  ingratitude. 
And  tent  themselves  with  death.     Of  all  the 

horses, 
(Whereof  we  have  ta' en  good,  an  good  store,) 

of  all 
The  treasurer,  in  this  field  achiev'd,  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth ;  to  be  ta'en  forth, 

*  Boast,  crack.  t  In  sending  such  help. 

t  Thrown  into  grateful  trepidation.  ^Forces. 

I!  PriTllege. 
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Before  the  common  distribution,  at 

Tour  only  choice. 

Mar.  I  thank  you,  general ; 
But  cannot  make  my  heart  consent  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword  :  I  do  refuse  it  ; 
And  stand  upon  my  common  part  with  those 
That  have  beheld  the  doing.  • 

lA  long  flourish.   Tliey  nllcry,  Marcius  !  Mar- 
cius  \  cast  up  their  caps  and  lances:  Comi- 
Nius  and  Lartius  stand  bare. 
Mar.  May   these  same  instruments,  which 
you  profane,  [shall 

Never  sound  more!  When  drums  andtrumpets 
I'the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  courts  and  cities 
be  [grows 

Madeall  offalse-fac'd  soothing:  When  steel 
Soft  as  the  parasite's  silk,  let  him  be  made 
An  overture  for  the  wars  !  No  more,  I  say  ; 
For  that  I  have  not  wash'd  my  nose  that  bled. 
Or  foil'd  some   debile*   wretch, — which,  with- 
out note, 
Here's  many  else  have  done, — you  shout  me 
In  acclamations  hyperbolical ;  [forth 

As  if  I  loved  my  little  should  be  dieted 
In  praises  sauc'd  with  lies. 

Com.  Too  modest  are  you  ; 
More  cruel  to  your  good  report,  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly  by  your  patience. 
If 'gainst  yourself  you  be  incens'd,  we'll  put 

you 
(Like  one  that  means  his   proper  t  harm,)  in 
manacles  [known, 

Then  reason  safely  with  you.— Therefore,  be  it 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  world,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's   garland :   in   token   of  the 

which  , 
My  noble  steed  known  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his   trim   belonging  ;  and  from   this 

time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applause  and  clamour  of  the  host, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus. — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever  ! 

[Flourish.     Trumpets  sound,  and  Drums. 
All.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  ! 
Cor.  I  will  go  wash ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair,  you  shall  perceive 
Whether  I  blush,   or   no :    Howbeit,  I   thank 

you : — 
I  mean  to  stride  your  steed  ;  and,  at  all  times. 
To  undercrestt  your  good  addition, 
To  the  fairness  of  my  power. 

Com.  So,  to  our  tent : 
Where,  ere  we  do  repose  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  success. — You,  Titus  Lartius, 
Must  to  Corioli  back  :  send  us  to  Rome 
The  best,  §  with  whom  we  may  articulate, || 
For  their  own  good,  and  ours. 
Lart.  I  shall,  my  lord. 
Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.     I  that 
now 
Rpfus'd  most  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com.  Take  it :  'tis  yours. — What  is't  ? 
Cor.  I  sometime  lay,    here  in  Corioli. 
At  a  poor  man's  house ;  he  us'd  me  kindly  : 
He  cried  to  me  ;  I  saw  him  prisoner ; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  within  my  view. 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity :   I  request 
To  give  my  poor  host  freedom.  [you 

Com.  O,  well  begg'd  ! 
Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son,  he  should 
Be  free,  as  is  the  wind.     Deliver  him,  Titus. 

Lart.  Marcius,  his  name  ? 
*  Weak,  feeble,    t  Own.   t  Add  more  by  dning  his  best. 
^Chiefmen.  |!  Enter  into  articles. 
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Cor.  By  Jupiter,  forgot:— 
I  am  weary  ;yea,  my  memory  is  tir'ii. — • 
Have  we  no  wine  here  .' 

Com.  Go  we  to  our  tent : 
The  blood  upon  your  visage  dries :  'tis  time 
It  should  be  look'd  to  :  come.  [  Exeunt^ 

SCENE  X.—The  Camp  of  Voices. 

A  Flourish.     Cornets.  Enter  Tullus  Acfidhi^ 
bloody  with  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

Auf.  Thetown  is  ta'en  ! 

1  So/.  'Twill  be  delivered  back  on  good  con- 
dition. 

Auf.  Condition  ? — 
I  would,  I  were  a  Roman  ;  for  I  cannot, 
Being  a  Voice,  be  that  I  am. — Condition  ! 
What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
I'the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ?  Five  times,  Marcius 
I  have  fought  with  thee  ;  so   often   hast  thou 
beat  me ;  [counter 

And  would'st  do  so,   I  think  should   we   en- 
As  often  as  we  eat. — -By  the  elements. 
If  e'er  again  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 
He  is  mme,  or  I  am  his  :  Mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't,  it  had  ;  for  where* 
I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  equal  force, 
(True  sword  to  sword,)  I'll  potch  t  at  him  some 
Or  wrath  or  craft,  may  get  him.  [way ; 

1  Sol.  He's  the  devil. 

Avf.  Bolder,  though  not  so  subtle :  My  val- 
our's poison'd, 
With  only  suffering  stain  by  him  ;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itself:  nor  sleep,  nor  sanctuary, 
Being  naked,,  sick  :  nor  fane,  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priests,  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 
Embarquements  all  of  fury  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  custom  'gainst 
My  hate  to  Marcius  :  where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At   home  upon   my    brother's    guard,t   even 

there 
Against  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
Wash  my  fierce  hand  in  his  heart.     Go  you  to 

the  city  ; 
Learn,  how  it  is  held  ;  and  what  they  are  that 
Be  hostages  for  Rome.  [must 

1  Sol.   Will  not  you  go  ? 

Auf.  I  am  attended  §  at  the  cypress  grove  : 
I  pray  you  [ther 

('Tis  south  the  city  mills,)  bring  me  word  thi- 
How  the  world  goes  ;  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  spur  on  mv  journey. 

1   Sol.  I  shall, "sir.         '  {Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.— Rome.— A  Public  Place. 

Enter  Menenius,  Sicinius,  and  Brutus. 

Jlfe?!.  The  augurer  tells  me,  we  shall  have 
news  to-night. 

Bru.  Good  or  bad  ? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  «f  the  peo- 
ple, for  they  love  not  Marcius. 

Sic.  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  theii- 
friends. 

Men.  Pray  you  who  does  the  wolf  love? 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him  ;  as  the  hungry  ple» 
beians  would  the  noble  Marcius. 

Bru.  He's  a  lamb  indeed,  that  baes  like  a 
bear. 

Men.  He's  a  bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a, 
lamb.  You  two  are  old  men ;  tell  me  one  thing 
that  I  shall  ask  you. 

i     *  Whereas.  t  Poke,  pD«h. 

I  My  brother  pcstedto  protect  him.       S  Waited  ton 


Both  Ti'ib.  Well,  Sir. 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor, 
that  j'ou  too  have  not  in  abundance  ? 

Bru.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored 
with  all. 

Sic.  Especiallj^  in  pridn. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boasting. 

Men.  This  is  strange  now:  Do  you  two 
know  how  you  are  censured  here  in  the  city, 
I  mean  of  us  o'the  right  hand  file  ?  Do  you  ? 

Both  Trib.  Why,  bow  are  we  censured  ? 

Men.  Because  you  talk  of  pride  now, — Will 
"Vou  not  be  angry  ? 

Both  Trib.  Well,  well,  Sir,  \vell. 

Men.  Why  'tis  no  great  matter  ;  for  a  very 
little  thief  of  occasion  will  rob  you  of  a  great 
deal  of  patience:  give  your  disposition  the 
reins  and  be  angry  at  your  pleasures  ;  at  the 
least,  if  you  take  it  as  a  plesure  to  j'ou,  in  be- 
ing so.     You  blame  Marcius  for  being  proud  ? 

Bru.  We  do  it  not  alone,  Sir. 

Men.  I  know,  j'ou  can  do  very  little  alone  ; 
for  your  helps  are  many  ;  or  else  your  actions 
■would  grow  wondrous  single  :  your  abilities 
are  too  infant-like,  for  doing  much  alone.  You 
talk  of  pride:  O,  that  you  could  turn  your  eyes 
towards  the  napes^  of  your  necks,  and  make 
but  an  interior  survey  of  your  good  selves  .'  O, 
that  you  could  ! 

Bru.   What  then.  Sir  ? 

Meri.  Why,  then  you  should  discover  a 
brace  of  unraoriting,  proud,  violent,  testy 
magistrates,  (alias,  fools,)  as  any  in  Rome. 

Sic.  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough 
too. 

Men.  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patri- 
cian, and  one  that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with 
not  a  drop  of  allaying  Tyberf  in't ;  said  to  be 
something  imperfect,  in  favouring  the  first 
complaint :  hasty,  and  tinder-like,  upon  too 
trivial  motion:  one  that  converses  more  with 
tlie  buttock  of  the  night,  than  with  the  fore 
bend  of  the  morning,  ^\\mt  I  think,  I  utter  ; 
and  spend  my  malice  in  my  breath :  Meetin 
two  such  weals+  men  as  you  are,  (I  cannot 
call  you  Lycurguses)  if  the  drink  you  gave 
me,  touch  my  palate  adversely,  I  make 
crooked  face  at  it.  I  cannot  say,  your  worships 
have  delivered  the  matter  well,  when  I  find  the 
ass  in  compound  with  the  major  part  of  your 
syllables  :  and  though  I  must  be  content  to 
bear  with  those  that  say  you  are  reverend 
grave  men  ;  yet  they  lie  deadly,  that  teli,  you 
have  good  faces.  If  you  see  this  in  the  map 
of  ray  raycrocosm,^  follows  it,  that  I  amknown 
well  enough  too?  What  harm  can  your  bisson|i 
conspectuities  glean  out  of  this  character,  if  I 
be  known  well  enough  too  ? 

Bru.  Come,  Sir,  come,  we  know  you  well 
enough. 

Me7i.  You  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor 
any  thing.  You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves' 
caps  and  legs  ;^  you  wear  out  a  good  whole- 
some forenoon,  in  hearing  a  cause  between  an 
orange-wife  and  a  fosset-seller  ;  and  then  re- 
journ the  controversy  of  three-pence  to  a  se- 
cond day  of  audience. — When  you  are  hearing 
a  matter  between  party  and  party,  if  you 
chance  to  be  pinched  with  the  cholic,  you  make 
faces  like  mummers  ;  set  up  the  bloody  flag 
agamstall  patience;  and,  in  roaring  for  a  cham- 
ber-pot, dismiss  the  controversy  bleeding,  the 
more  entangled  by  your  hearing:  all  the  peace 
you  make  in  their  cause,  is,  calling  both  the  par- 
ties knaves;  You  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones. 
*  Back.  t  Water  of  the  Tiber.  +  States. 

§  Whole  man.  ||  Blmd..  IT  Obeisance 
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Bru.  Come,  come,  you  are  well  understood 
to  be  a  perfecter  giber  for  the  table,  than  a  ne- 
cessary bencher  in  the  Capitol. 

Men.  Our  very  priests  must  become  mock- 
ers, if  they  shall  encounter  such  ridiculous 
subjects  as  you  are.  When  you  speak  best 
unto  the  purpose,  it  is  not  worth  the  wagging 
of  your  beards ;  and  your  beards  deserve  not 
so  honourable  a  grave,  as  to  stuft'  a  botcher's 
cushion,  or  to  be  entombed  in  an  ass'  pack- 
saddle.  Yet  you  must  be  saying,  Marcius  is 
proud  ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation,  is  worth 
allyour  predecessors,  since  Deucalion;  though, 
peradventure,  some  of  the  best  of  them  were 
hereditar}'  hangmen.  Good  e'en  to  your  wor- 
ships; more  of  your  conversation  would  infect 
my  brain,  being  the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly 
plebeians  :  I  will  be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of 
you. 

[Bru.  and  Sic.  retire  to  the  back  of  the  Scene. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgii-ia,  and  Valeria,  &^c. 
How  now,  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies,  (and  the 
moon,  were  she  earthly,  no  nobler.)  whither  do 
you  follow  your  eyes  so  fast  ? 

Vol.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Marci- 
us approaches  ;  for  the  love  of  Juno,  let's  go. 

Men.  Ha  !    Marcius  is  coming  home  ? 

I'ol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius  ;  and  with  most 
prosperous  approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank 
thee  : — Hoo  !  Marcius  coming  home  ? 

Two  Ladies.  Nay,  'tis  true. 

Vol.  Look,  here's  a  letter  from  him  ;  the 
state  hath  another,  his  wife  another  ;  and,  I 
think,  there's  one  at  home  for  you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to- 
night : — A  letter  for  me  ? 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you ;  \ 
saw  it. 

Men.  A  letter  for  me  ?  It  gives  me  an  estate 
of  seven  years'  health;  in  which  time  I 'will 
make  a  lip  at  the  physician:  the  most  sovereign 
prescription  in  Galen  is  hut  empiricutic,  and, 
to  this  preservative,  of  no  better  report  than 
a  horse-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded  ?  he  was 
wont  to  come  home  wounded. 

Vir.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thank  the  gods 
for't. 

Men.  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  too  much : — 
Brings  'a  victory  in  his  pocket? — The  wounds^ 
become  him. 

Fo/.  On's  brows,  Menenius  :  he  comes  the 
third  time  home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  disciplined  Aufidius  soundly  ? 

Vol.  Titus  Lartius  writes, — they  fought  to- 
gether, but  Aufidius  got  of!'. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too,  I'll  war- 
rant him  that :  an  he  had  staid  by  him,  I  would 
not  have  been  so  fidiused  for  all  the  chests  in 
Corioli,  and  the  gold  that's  in  them.  Is  the 
senate  possessed*  of  this  ? 

Vol.  Good  ladies,  let's  go  : — Yes,  yes,  yes : 
the  senate  has  letters  from  the  general,  where- 
in he  gives  my  son  the  whole  name  of  the  war: 
he  hath  in  this  action  outdone  his  former  deeds 
doubly. 

I'al.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things 
spoke  of  him. 

Men.  VV'ondrous  ?  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and 
not  without  this  true  purchasing. 

Vir.   The  gods  grant  them  true  ! 

Vol.   True?  pow,  vow. 

Men.  True  ?  I'll  be  sworn  they  are  true :— - 

*  Fully  informetl. , 


Hcaie  I.-]  CORIOLANUS. 

Where  is  he  wounded  ? — God  save  your  good 
worships!  [To //(C  Trilmnes,ivho  come  forward-} 
Marcius  is  coming  home :  he  has  more  cause 
to  be  proud. — Where  is  lie  wounded  ! 

Vol.  rthe  shoulder,  and  i'the  left  arm : 
There  will  be  large  cicatrices  to  show  the  peo- 
ple, when  he  shall  stand  for  his  place.  He  re- 
ceived in  the  repulse  of  Tarquin,  seven  hurts 
i'the  body. 

3Ien.  One  in  the  neck,  and  two  in  the  thigh, 
— there's  nine  that  I  know. 

Vol.  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition, 
twenty-five  wounds  upon  him. 

Men.  Now  it's  twenty-seven:  every  gash 
wasanenemy'sgrave:  [  J  Shout,  and  Flourish.'] 
Hark!   the  trumpets. 

Vol.  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius  :  be- 
fore him  [tears ; 
He  carries  noise,  and  behind  him   he  leaves 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in'snei-vy  arm  doth  lie; 
Which  being  advanc'd,    declines  ;    and  then 

men  die. 
A  Sennet.*   Trumpets  sowul.    Enter  Cominius 

anrf  Titus  Lartius;   between  them,   Corio- 

i.ANUs,  crowned  with  an  oakenGarland ;  with 

Captains,  Soldiers,  and  a  Herald. 

Her.  Know  Rome,  that  all  alone  Marcius 
did  fight 
Within  Corioli'  gates  :  where  he  hath  won, 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Cains  Marcius  ;  these 
In  honour  follows,  Coriolanus  : 
Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus  ! 

\_Flourish. 

All.   Welcome  to   Rome,  renowned  Corio- 
lanus ! 

Cor.  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my 
heart ;  Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,   Sir,  your  mother, 

Cor.  O! 
You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 
For  my  prosperity.  [^Kneels. 

Vol.  Nay,  my  good  soldier,  up; 
My  gentle  Marcius,  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  deed-achieving  honour  newly  nam'd. 
What  is  it  ?  Coriolanus;  must  I  call  thee  ? 
But  O,  thy  wife. 

Cor.   My  gracioust  silence,  hail ! 
Would'st  thou  have  laugh'd,  had  I  come  cof- 

fin'd  home, 
That  weep'stto  see  me  triumph  ?  Ah,  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  widows  in  Corioli  wear. 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons. 

Me7i.  Now  the  gods  crown  thee  ! 

Cor.  And  live  you  yet  ? — 0  my  sweet  lady, 
pardon.  [To  Valeria. 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn : — 0  welcome 
home ; 
And  welcome,   general ; — And   you  are  wel- 
come all. 

Men.    A  hundred   thousand   welcomes :    I 
could  weep.  [Welcome: 

And  I  could  laugh  ;  I  am  light,   and  heavy  : 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  of  his  heart. 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee  ! — You  are  three. 
That  Rome  should  dote  on :  yet,"  by  the  faith 

of  men. 
We  have  some  old  crab-trees  here  at  home, 

that  will  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relish.    Yet  welcome,  war- 
We  call  a  nettle,  but  a  nettle  ;  and         [riors : 
The  faults  of  fools,  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  right. 

Cor.  Menenius,  ever,  ever. 

Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on. 
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*  FrourT.?h  on  cornets. 


T  Graceful. 


Cor.  Your  hand,  and  yours: 

[  To  his  Wife  and  Mother. 
Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  my  head, 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited  ; 
From  whom  1  have  received  not  only  greetings. 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

Vol.  1  have  lived 
To  see  iniierited  my  very  wishes. 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy  :  only  there 
Is  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not,  but 
Our  Rome  will  cast  upon  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother, 
I  had  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way. 
Than  sway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.   On,  to  the  Capitol. 

[_Flourish.    Coronets.    Exeunt  in  state,  as 
before.     The  Tribunes  remain. 

Bru.  All  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the 
bleared  sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him  :  Your  pratling  nurse 
Into  a  rapture**  let's  her  baby  cry, 
While  she  chats  him:  the  kitchen  malkint  pins 
Her  richest  lockramt  'bout  her  reechyij  neck. 
Clambering  the  walls  to  eye  him  :  stalls,  bulks, 

windows. 
Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fiU'd,  and  ridges  hors'd 
With  variable  complexions  .  all  agreeing 
In  earnestness  to  see  him :  seld|j-shown   fla- 

menslf 
Do  press  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgar  station:**  our  veil'd  dames 
Commit  the  war  of  white  and  damask,  in 
Their  nicely-gawdedtt  cheeks,  to  the  wanton, 

spoil 
Of  PhoEbus'  burning  kisses  :  such  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  god,  who  leads  him, 
Were  slyly  crept  into  his  human  powers, 
And  gave  him  graceful  posture. 

Sic.  On  the  sudden, 
I  warrant  him  consul. 

Brv.   Then  our  office  may. 
During  his  power,  go  sleep. 

Sic.  He  cannot  temperately  transport  his 
honours  [will 

From  where   he  should  begin,  and  end ;  but 
Lose  those  that  he  hath  won. 

Bra.  In  that  there's  comfort. 

Sic.   Doubt  not,  the  commoners,  for  whom 
we  stand. 
But  they,  upon  their  ancient  malice,  will 
Forget,  with  the  least  cause,  these  his  new 
honours ;  [tion 

Which  that  he'll  give  them,  make  as  little  ques 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

Bru.  I  heard  him  swear, 
Were  he  to  stand  for  consul,  never  would  h& 
Appear  i'the  market-place,  nor  on  him  put 
The  napless  tl  vesture  of  humility  ; 
Nor,  showing  (as  the  manner  is)  his  wounds- 
To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  breaths. 

Sic.   'Tis  right. 

Bru.  It  was  his  word  :  O,  he  would  miss  it, 
rftt^j^r 
Than  carry  it,  but  by  the  suit  o'the  gentry  to 
And  the  desire  of  the  nobles.  [him. 

Sic.  I  wish  no  better. 
Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru.   'Tis  most  like,  he  will. 

Sic.   It  shall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  will^ 
A  sure  destruction. 

Bru.  So  it  must  fall  out 
To  him,  or  our  authorities.     For  an  end 

'Fit.        t  Maid.        +  Best  linen.  §  Soiled  with 

sweat  and  smoke.  ||  Seldom.  |[  Priests. 

■■*  Common  standing-place.  tf  AtlofheH. 
[1  Thread-'bare 
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CORIOLANUS. 


lAct  II. 


We  must  suggest*  the  people,  in  what  hatred  1  his  honours  m  their  eyes,  and  his  actions  in 
He  sS  hath  held  them[  that,  to  his  power,  he   their  hearts,  that  for  the.r  tongues  to  be  silent, 
would  [and   and  not  confess  so  much,  were  a  kind  of  in- 


Havemade  them  mules,  silenced  their  pleaders, 

Dispropertied  their  freedoms :  holding  them, 

In  human  action  and  capacity. 

Of  no  more  soul,  nor  fitness  for  the  world. 

Than  camels   in  their  war;  who  have  their 
provandt 

Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 

For  sinking  under  them. 

Sic.  This,  as  you  say,  suggested 
At  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence 
Shall  teach  the  people,  (which  time  shall  not 

want. 
If  he  be  putupon't;  and  that's  as  easy, 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep,)  will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubble ;  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 


'Tis 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

Bru.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Mess.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  Capitol, 
thought. 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul :  I  have  seen 
The  dumb   men  throng  to  see  him,  and  the 
blind  [gloves. 

To  hear  him  speak :  The  matrons  flung  their 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handker- 
chiefs, 
Upon  him  as  he  pass'd :  the  nobles  bended. 
As  to  Jove's  statue;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower,  and  thunder,  with  their  caps,  and 
I  never  saw  the  like.  [shouts  : 

Bru.  Let's  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event 

Sic.  Have  with  you.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— The  same'.— The  Capitol. 
Enter  two  Officers,  to  lay  Cushions. 

1  Off.  Come,  come,  they  are  almost  here  : 
How  many  stand  for  consulships  ? 

2  Off.  Three  they  say :  but  'tis  thought  of 
every  one,  Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow ;  but  he's  ven- 
geance proud,  and  loves  not  the  common  peo- 
ple. 

2  Off.  'Faith,  there  have  been  many  great 
men  that  have  flatter'd  the  people,  who  ne'er 
loved  them  ;  and  there  be  many  that  they  have 
loved,  they  know  not  wherefore:  so  that,  if 
they  love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon 
no  better  a  ground:  Therefore,  for  Coriolanus 
neither  to  care  whether  they  love  or  hate  him, 
manifests  the  (me  knowledge  he  has  in  their 
disposition;  and,  out  of  his  noble  carelessness, 
let's  them  plainly  see't. 

1  Off.  If  he  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their 

love,  or  no,  he  waved  iiKlifTerently  'twixt  doing 

them  neither  good,  nor  harm ;  but  he  seeks 

,  their  hate  with  greater  devotion  than  they  can 

render  it  him;  and  leaves  nothing  iftidone,  that 


grateful  injury ;  to  report  otherwise  were  a 
malice,  that,  giving  itself  the  lie,  would 
pluck  reproof  and  rebuke  from  every  ear  that 
heard  it. 

1   Off.  No  more  of  him;  he  is  a  worthy  man : 
Make  way,  they  are  coming. 
A  Sennet.     Enter,  with  Lictors  before  them, 
CoMiNius,  the  Consul,  Menenius,  Coriola- 
nus, many  other  Senators,  Sicinius,  and 
Brutus.     The  Se-t^ato-rs  take  their  places; 
the  Tribunes  take  theirs  also  by  themselves. 
Men.  Having  determin'd  of  the  Voices,  and 
To  send  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains. 
As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 
To  gratify  his  noble  service,  that 
Hath  thus  stood  for  his  country :  Therefore, 

please  you. 
Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 
The  present  consul,  and  last  general 
In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 
A  little  of  that  worthy  work  perform'd 
By  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus  ;  whom 
We  meet  here,  both  to  thank  and  to  remember 
With  honours  like  himself. 

1  Sen.  Speak,  good  Cominius : 
Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us 

think. 
Rather  our  state's  defective  for  requital. 
Than    we  to  stretch  it  out.     Masters   othe 

people. 
We  do  request  your  kindest  ears:  and,  after. 
Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body 
To  yield  what  passes  here. 

Sic.  We  are  convented 
Upon  a  pleasing  treaty  ;  and  have  hearts 
Iticlinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  assembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 
We  shall  be  bless'd  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people,  than 
He  hath  hereto  priz'd  them  at. 
Men.  That's  off,  that's  off,* 
I  would  you  rather  had  been  silent :  Please  you 
To  hear  Cominius  speak  ? 

Bru.  Most  willingly : 
But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent, 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men.  He  loves  your  people  ; 
But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bedfellow. — 
Worthy  Cominius,    speak. — Nay,  keep  your 
place. 
[Coriolanus  rises,  and  offers  logo  away. 
1  Sen.  Sit,  Coriplanus;  never  shame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor.  Your  honours'  pardon ; 
I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again, 
Than  hear  say  how  I  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope. 
My  words  disbench'd  you  not. 

Cor.  No,  Sir:  yet  oft,  [words. 


may  fully  discover  him  their  opposite. t  Now,  |  When  blows  have  made  me  stay,  I  fled  from 
to  seem  to  affect  the  malice  and  displeasure  of  You  sooth'dnot,  therefore  hurt  not:  But,  your 
the  people,  is  as  bad  as  that  which  he  dislikes,    I  love  them  as  they  weigh.  [people, 


to  flatter  them  for  their  love 

2  Off.  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  coun- 
try :  And  his  ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees 


Me?;.  Fray  now,  sit  down. 
Cor.  I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  my  head 
i'the  sun, 


try:   Ana  nis  ascent  is  noi  oy  sucn  easy  uegiees  i  me  sun, 

as  those,  who,  having  been  supple  and  cour- 1  When  the  alarum  were  struck,!  than  idly  sit 


teous  to  the  people,  bonnetted,!^!  without  any 
further  deed  to  heave  them  at  all  into  their  es- 
timation and  report:  but  he  hath  so  planted 


lororm. 
Adversary'. 


t  Provender- 
^  Take  off  caps. 


To  hear  my  nothings  monster'd. 

lExit  Coriolanus. 
Men.  Masters  o'the  people, 
Your  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter, 

*  Noihinj  to  the  purpose.  t  Summons  to  battle. 


iScejie  Ill.q  eORIOLANUS. 

(^That's  thousand  to  one  good  one,)  when  you 

now  see, 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  limbs  for  honour, 
Than  one  of  his  ears  to  hear  it  ? — Proceed,  Co- 

minius. 
Covi.  I  shall  lack  voice :  the  deeds  of  Corio- 

lanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly. — It  is  held. 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver:*  if  it  be, 
The  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singly  counterpois'd.  At  sixteen  years, 
When   Tarquin  made   a  head  for  Rome,  he 

fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others  :  our  then  dictator, 
Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  fight. 
When  with  his  Amazonian  chint  he  drove 
The  bristled!  lips  before  him:  he  bestrid 
An  o'er  press'd  Roman,  and  i'the  consul's  view 
Slew  three  opposers  :  Tarquin's  self  he  met, 
And  struck  him  on  his  knee :   in  that  day's 

feats, 
When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  scene, ^ 
He  prov'd   best  man  i'the  field,  and  for  his 

meed|| 
Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 
Man-entered  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  sea ; 
And,  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  since, 
He  lurch'dll  all  swords  o'the  garland.  For  this 
Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  say,  [last, 

I  cannot  speak  him  home:  He  stopp'd  the 

fliers  ; 
And,  by  his  rai-e  example,  made  the  coward 
Turn  terror  into  sport :  as  waves  before 
A  vessel  under  sail,  sofmen  obey'd,     [stamp,) 
And  fell  below  his  stem:   his  sword  (death's 
Where  it  did  mark,  it  took  ;  from  face  to  foot 
He  was  a  thing  of  blood,  whose  every  motion** 
Was  timedtf   with  dying  cries:  alone  he  en- 

ter'd 
The  mortal  gate  o'the  city,  which  he  painted 
With  shunless  destiny,  aidless  came  off, 
And  with  a  sudden  re-enforcement  struck 
Corioli,  like  a  planet :  now  all's  his  : 
When  by  and  by  the  din  of  war  'gan  pierce 
His  ready  sense:  then  straight  his  doubled 

spirit 
Requicken'd  what  in  flesh  was  fatigate,tt 
And  to  the  battle  came  he;  where  he  did 
Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men,  as  if 
'Twere  a  perpetual  spoil :  and,  till  we  call'd 
Both  field  and  city  ours,  he  never  stood 
To  ease  his  breast  with  panting. 
Men.  Worthy  man  I 

1  Sen.  He  cannot  but  with  measure  fit  the 
Which  we  devise  him.  [honouis 

Com.  Our  spoils  he  kick'd  at ; 
And  look'd  upon  things  precious,  as  they  were 
The  common  mock  o'the  world  :  he  covets  less 
Than  misery ^^vS  itself  would  give  ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them  ;  and  is  content 
To  spend  the  time,  to  end  it. 

Men.  He's  right  noble  ; 
Let  him  be  call'd  for. 

1  Sen.  Call  for  Coriolanus. 
Off.  He  doth  appear. 

He-enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Thesenate, Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas'd 
To  make  thee  consul. 

Cor.  I  do  owe  them  still 
My  life,  and  services. 

"  Possessor.        t  Without  a  beaje.        |  Bearded. 
S  Smoothfaced  enough  to  act  awomsn's  part, 
fi  Reward.  IT  Won.  **  Stroke, 

tt  Followed.  tf  Wearied.     §^  Avarice. 
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Me7i.  It  then  remains, 
That  you  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Cor.  I  do  beseech  you, 
Let  me  o'erleap  that  custom  ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,   stand  naked,  and  entreat 

them, 
For  my  wounds'  sake,  to  give  their  suffrage : 

please  you, 
That  I  may  pass  this  doing. 

Sic.  Sir,  the  people 
Must  have  their  voices  ;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to't : — 
Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  custom ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecessors  have, 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 
That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that ! 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them,— Thus  I  did,  and 
thus; — 
Show  them  the  unaking  scars  which  I  should 
As  if  I  had  received  them  for  the  hire     [hide. 
Of  their  breath  only  ; — 

Men.  Do  not  stand  upon't. — 
We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people 
Our  purpose  to  them  ;— and  to  ournoble  consul 
Wish  we  all  joy  and  honour. 

Sen.  To  Coriolanus  come  all  joy  and  honour ! 
IFlourish.    Then  exeunt  Senators. 

Bru.  You  see  how  he  intends  to  use  the  peo 
pie. 

Sic.  May  they  perceive  his  intent!  He'that 
will  require  them, 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here:  on  the  market-place, 

I  know,  they  do  attend  us.  lExeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  same.— The  Forum. 

Enter  several  CiTizENs. 

1  at.  Once  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we 
ought  not  to  deny  him. 

2  Cit.  We  may,  Sir,  if  we  will. 

3  (Jit.  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it, 
but  it  is  a  power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do  : 
for  if  he  show  us  his  wounds,  and  tell  us  his 
deeds,  we  are  to  put  our  tongues  into  those 
wounds,  and  speak  for  them;  so,  if  he  tell  us 
his  noble  deeds,  we  must  also  tell  him  our  no- 
ble acceptance  of  them.  Ingratitude  is  mon- 
strous: and  for  the  multitude  to  be  ingrateful, 
were  to  make  a  monster  of  the  multitude  ;  of 
the  which,  we,  being  members,  should  bring 
ourselves  to  be  monstrous  members. 

1  at.  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of, 
a  little  help  will  serve :  for  once,  when  we 
stood  up  about  the  corn,  he  himself  stuck  not 
to  call  us  the  many-headed  multitude. 

3  at.  We  have  been  called  so  of  many  ;  not 
that  our  heads  are  some  brown,  some  black, 
some  auburn,  some  bald,  but  that  our  wits  are 
so  diversly  coloured :  and  truly  I  think,  if  all 
our  wits  were  to  issue  out  of  one  scull,  they 
would  fly  east,  west  north,  south ;  and  their 
consent  of  one  direct  way  should  be  at  once 
to  all  the  points  o'the  compass. 

2  Ci7.  Think  you  so  ?  Which  way,  do  you 
judge,  my  wit  would  fly  ? 

3  Cit.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as 
another  man's  will,  'tis  strongly  wedged  up  in 
a  block-head:  but  if  itwereatliberty,  'twould, 
sure,  southward. 

2  Cit.  Why  that  way  1 


194  CORIGLANUSi 

S  at.  To  lose  itseli"  in  a  fo^ ;  where  bein^ 
three  parts  melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the 
fourth  would  return  for  conscience  sake,  to 
help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

3  at.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks  : — 
You  may,  you  may- 

3  at.  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your 
voices  ?  But  that's  no  matter,  the  greater  part 
carries  it.  I  say,  if  he  would  incline  to  the 
people,  there  was  never  a  worthier  man. 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Menenius. 
Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility  ; 
mark  his  behaviour.  We  are  not  to  stay  alto- 
gether, but  to  come  by  him  where  he  stands, 
by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes.  He's  to 
make  his  requests  by  particulars :  wherein 
every  one  of  us  has  a  single  honour,  in  giving 
him  our  own  voices  with  our  own  tongues  : 
therefore  follow  me,  and  I'll  direct  you  how 
you  shall  go  by  him. 

All.  Content,  content.  lExeunt. 

Men.  O,  Sir,  you  are  not  right :   have  you 
not  known 
The  worthiest  men  have  done  it  ? 

Cor.   What  must  I  say  ? — 
I  pray,  Sir, — Plague  upon't !  I  cannot  bring 

My  tongue  to  such  a  pace : Look,  Sir ; 

my  wounds  ; — 
I  got  them  in  my  country's  service,  when 
Some  certainof  yourbreth'renroar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noise  of  our  own  drums. 

Men.   O  me,  the  gods !  [them 

Yoi(  must  not  speak  of  that ;  you  must  desire 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.   Think  upon  me  ?   Hang  'em  ! 
I  would  they  would  forget  me,  like  the  virtues 
"Which  our  divines  lose  by  them. 

Men.   You'll  mar  all ; 
I'll  leave   you :  Pray  you,   speak  to  them,   I 

pray  you, 
In  wholesome  manner.  [^Exit. 

Enter  two  Citizens. 
Cor.  Bid  them  wash  their  faces, 
And  keep  their  teeth  clean, — So,  here  comes 

a  brace, 
Y^ou  know  the  cause,  Sir,  of  my  standing  here. 

1  at.  We  do,  Sir;  tell  us  what  hath  brought 

you  to't. 
Cor.   Mine  own  desert. 

2  Cit.  Your  own  desert  ? 
Cor.    Ay,  not 

Mine  own  desire. 

1  Cit.  How  !  not  your  own  desire  ? 

Cor.  No,  Sir : 
'Twas  never  my  desire  yet, 
To  trouble  the  poor  with  begging. 

1  Cit.  You  must  think,  if  we  give  you  any 
We  hope  to  gain  by  you.  [thing. 

Cor.  Well   then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'the 
consulship  ? 

1  at.  The  price  is.  Sir,  to  ask  it  kindly- 
Cor.  Kindly? 

Sir,   I  pray  let  me  ha't :  I  have  wounds  to 

show  you, 
Which  shall  be  yours  in  private. — Your  good 

voice,  Sir  ; 
"What  say  you  ? 

2  Cit.  You  shall  have  it,  worthy  Sir. 
Cor.  A  match  Sir : — 

There  is  in  all  two  worthy  voices  begg'd  : — 
I  have  your  alms  ;   adieu. 

1  at.    But  this  is  something  odd. 

2  at.  An  'twere  to  give  again, — But  'tis  no  ] 

Rnatfer.  lExEiMtivo  Citizens 
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Enter  two  Citizens. 


Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the 
tune  of  your  voices,  that  I  may  be  consul,  I 
have  here  the  customary  gown. 

3  Cit.  You  have  desei-ved  nobly  of  your 
country,  and  you  have  not  deserved  noblj'. 

Cor.  Your  enigma  ? 

3  Cit  You  liave  been  a  scourge  to  her  ene- 
mies, you  have  been  a  rod  to  her  friends  ;  you 
have  not,  indeed,  loved  the  common  people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  vir- 
tuous, that  I  have  not  been  common  in  my 
love.  I  will.  Sir,  flatter  my  sworn  brother  the 
people,  to  earn  a  dearer  estimation  of  them  ; 
'tis  a  condition  they  account  gentle  :  and  since 
the  wisdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to  have 
my  hat  than  my  heart.  I  will  practise  the  in- 
sinuating nod,  and  be  off  to  them  most  coun- 
terfeitly  ;  that  is.  Sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the 
bewitchment  of  some  popular  man,  and  give 
it  bountifully  to  the  desirers.  Therefore,  be- 
seech you,  1  may  be  consul. 

4  at.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend  ;  and 
therefore  give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

3  Cit.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for 
your  country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  seal  your  knowledge  with 
showing  them.  I  will  make  much  of  your 
voices,  and  so  trouble  you  no  furtlver. 

Both  Cit.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  Sir,  hear- 
tily !  [Exeunt. 

Cor.  Most  sweet  voices  i — 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  starve, 
Than  crave  the  hire  which  first  we  do  deserve. 
W'hy  in  this  woolvish  gown   should  I  stand 

here, 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear. 
Their    needless  vouches :    Custom    calls   me 
to't : —  [do't  ; 

What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept, 
And  mountainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 
For  truth  to  over-peer.* — Rather  than  fool  it 
Let  the  high  office  and  the  honour  go  [so, 
To  one  that  would  do  thus. — lam  half  through  ; 
The  one  part  suffer'd,  the  other  will  1  do. 

Enter  three  other  Citizens. 

Here  come  more  voices, — 
Your  voices  :  for  your  voices  I  have  fought ; 
Watch'd  for  your  voices  ;  for  your  voices  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd  ;  battles  thrice  six, 
I  have  seen  and  have  heard  of;  for  your  voices. 
Done   many   things,    some  less,    some  more  : 

your  voices  : 
Indeed,  I  would  be  consul. 

5  Oil.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go 
without  any  honest  man's  voice. 

6  at.  Therefore  let  him  be  consul:  The 
gods  give  him  joy,  and  make  him  good  friend 
to  the  people ! 

All.  Amen,  Amen. 

God  save  thee,   noble  consul ! 

[^Exeunt  Citizens 
Cor.  Worthy  voices  ! 

Re-enter  Menehius,  with  Brutus,  and 

SiCINIUS. 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation  ;  and 
tlie  tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  people's  voice:  Remains, 
That  in  the  official  marks  invested,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

*  Overlook. 
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Cor.  Is  this  doue  ? 

Sic.  The  custom  of  request  you  have  dis- 
charg'd : 
The  people  do  admit  you  ;  and  are  summon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 
Cor.   Where  ?  at  the  senate-house  ? 
Sic.  There,  Coriolanus. 
Cor.  May  I  then  change  these  garments  ? 
Sic.  You  may,  Sir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  straight  do ;  and,  knowing 
myself  again, 
Repair  to  the  senate  house 
Men.   I'll   keep  you   company. — Will   you 

along '! 
Bru.  We  stay  here  for  the  people. 
Sic.  Fare  you  well. 

iE.teunt  CoRioL.  and  Mene>}. 
He  has  it  now  ;  and  by  his  looks,  methinks, 
'Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru.   With  a  proud  heart  he  wore 
His  humble  weeds:  Willyou  dismiss  the  people  ? 
Re-enter  Citizens. 
Sic.  How  now,  my  masters'.'  have  you  chose 
this  man  .' 

1  Cit.   He  has  our  voices.  Sir. 
Brti.   We  pray  the  gods,   he   may  deserve 

your  loves. 

2  Cit.  Amen,  Sir:  To  my  poor  unworthy  no- 

tice. 
He  mock'd  us,  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit.   Certainly, 
He  flouted  us  downright. 

1  Cit.  No,   'tis  his   kind  of  speech,  he  did 

not  mock  us. 

2  Cit.    Not  one   amongst  us  save  yourself, 

but  says,  [us 

He  us'd  us  scornfully  :  he  sliould  have  show'd 

His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  rcceiv'd  for  his 

country. 

Sic.  Why,  so  he  did,  I  am  sure. 

Cit.  No;  no  man  saw 'em.     [^Several  speak. 

3  Cit.  He  said,    he  had  wounds,  which  he 

could  show  in  private  ; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 
/  would  be  consul,  says  he  :  aged  custom, 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  so  permit  me ; 
Your  voices  therefore  :  When  we  granted  that, 
Here  was, — /  thank  you   for  your  voices, — 

thank  you, —  \_voices. 

Your  most  siveei  voices : — noivyou  have  left  your 
I  have  no  further  with  you  : Was  not  this 

mockery  ? 
Sic.  Why,  either,  youwere  ignorant  tosee't? 
Or,  seeing  it,  of  such  childish  friendliness 
To  yield  your  voices  .' 

Bru.  Could  you  not  have  told  him. 
As  you  were  lesson'd, — When  he  had  no  power. 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  tlie  stafe. 
He  was  your  enemy  ;  ever  spake  against 
Tour  liberties,  and  tlie  charters  that  you  bear 
I'the  body  of  the  weal:  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency,  and  sway  o'the  state. 
If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 
Fast  foe  to  the  plebeii,*  your  voices  might 
Be  curses  to  yourselves  ?  You  should  have  said. 
That,  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for;  so  his  gracious  nature 
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As  cause  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to  ; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gall'd  his  surly  nature, 
Wliich  easily  endures  not  article. 
Tying  him  to  aught ;  so,  putting  him  to  rage, 
You  should  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his 
And  pass'd  him  unelected.  [choler, 

Bru.   Did  you  perceive. 
He  did  solicit  you  in  free  contempt,      [think, 
When  he  did  needs  your   loves  ;   and  do  you 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  you, 
When  he  hath  power  to  crush  ?  Why,  had  your 

bodies 
No  heart  among  you  ?  Or  had  you  tongues,  to 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgment?        [cry 

Sic.    Have  you, 
Ere  now,  denied  the  asker  ?  and,  now  again, 
On  him,  that  did  not  ask,  but  mock,  bestow 
Your  su'd-for  tongues  ? 
3  Cit.  He's  not  confirm'd,  we  may  deny  him 

yet. 
2  Cit.    And  will  deny  him  : 
I'll  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound. 
1  Cit.  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends 

to  piece  'em. 
Bru.    Get    you   hence   instantly ;    and   tell 
those  friends, —  [take 

They  have  chose  a  consul,  that  will  from  them 
Their  liberties  ;  make  thera  of  no  more  voice 
Than  dogs,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking, 
As  therefore  kept  to  do  so. 
Sic.  Let  them  assemble  ; 
And,  on  a  safer  judgment,  all  revoke 
Your  ignorant  election  :  Enforce*  his  pride, 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you  :  besides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed. 
How  in  his  suit  he  scorn'dyou:  but  your  loves; 
Thinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 
The  apprehension  of  his  present  portance,t 
Which  gibingly,  ungravely  he  did  fashion 
After  the  inveterate  hate  he  bears  you. 

Bru.  Lay 
A  fault  oji  us,  your  tribunes  ;  that  we  labour'd 
(No  impediment  between)  but  that  you  must 
Cast  your  election  on  him. 
Sic.  Say  you  chose  him 
More  after  our  coniraandmcnt,  than  as  guided 
By  j'our  own  true  afiections  :    and  that,  your 

minds 
Pre-occupicd  v/ith  what  you  rather  must  do 
Than  what  you  should,  made  you  against  the 

grain 
To  voice  him  consul:   Lay  the  fault  on  us. 
Bru.   Ay,  spare  us  not.     Say,  we  read  lec- 
tures to  you. 
How  youngly  he  began  to  serve  his  country, 
How    long   continued :    and   what   stock   he 
springs  of,  [came 

The  noble  house  o'the  Marcians;  from  whence 
That  Ancus  Marcius,  Numa's  daughter's  son, 
Who,  after  great  Hostilius,  here  was  king : 
Of  the  same  house  Publius  and  Quintus  were. 
That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither; 
And  Censorinus,  darling  of  the  people. 
And  nobly  nam'd  so,  being  Censor  twice, 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 

Sic.  One  thus  descended. 
That  hath  beside  well  in  his  person  wrought 


Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and  1  To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
Translate  his  malice  toward  you  into  love,  ' 

Standing  your  friendly  lord. 

Sic.  Thus  to  have  said. 

As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  had  touch'd  his  spirit. 

And  tried  his  inclination  ;  from  Jiim  pluck'd 

Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might, 

*  FlebeidDS,  commoD  people. 

VOL.  II 


To  your  remembrances  :  but  you  have  found, 
Scalingt  his  present  bearing  with  his  past. 
That  he's  your  fixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  sudden  approbation. 

Bru.  Say,  you  ne'er  had  done't, 
(Harp  on  that  still,)  but  by  our  putting  on  :§ 

■  Object.       J  Carriage.     %  Weighing.    f<  Incitationt 
25 
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And  presently,    when  you  liave  drawn  your 
Repair  to  the  Capitol,  [number, 

Cit-  We  will  so  :  almost  all  \^Several  speak. 
Repent  in  their  election.      \_Exeunt  Citizens. 

Bru.  Let  them  g;o  on  ; 
This  mutiny  were  beter  put  in  hazard. 
Than  stay,  past  doul)t,  for  greater  : 
If,  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer 
The  vantage*  of  his  anger. 

Sic.  To  the  capitol :  [people  ; 

Come :  we'll  be  theie  before  the  stream  o'the 
And  this  rhallseem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own, 
AVhich  we  have  goadedt  onward.         Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  l.—  The  same.— A  Street. 

Cornets.     Enter  Coriolanus,  Mene»nics,  Co- 
MiNius,  TiTus  Lartius,  SENATORS,  and  Pa- 

TRICIANS. 

Cor.  TuUus   Aufidius  then  had  made  new 
head? 

Lart.  He  had,  my  lord;  and  that  it  was, 
which  caus'd 
Our  swifter  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Voices  stand  but  as  at  first ; 
Ready,  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make 
Upon  us  again.  [road 

Cotn.  They  are  worn,  lord  consul,  so. 
That  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.   Saw  you  Aufidius  ? 

Lart.  On  safe-guardj:  he  came  to  me  ;  and 
did  curse 
Against  the  Voices,  for  they  had  so  vilely 
Yielded  the  town  :  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Cor.  Spoke  he  of  me? 

Lart.  He  did,  my  loi-d. 

Cor.  How?  what? 

Lart.  How  often  he  had  met  you,  sword  (o 
'    sword : 
That,  of  all  things  upon  the  earth,  he  hated 
Your  person  most:  that  he  would  pawn  his 

fortunes 
To  hopeless  restitution,  so  he  might 
Be  call'd  3'our  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he  ? 

Lart.  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wish,  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there, 

To  oppose  his  hatred  fully. — Welcome  home. 

[  To  Lartius. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Behold  :  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people, 
The  tongues  o'the  common  mouth.     I  do  des- 

pis  ■  them ; 
For  they  do  prankij  them  in  authority, 
Against  all  noble  sufferance. 

Sic.  Pass  no  farther. 

Cor.  Ha !  what  is  that  ? 

Bru.  It  will  be  dangerous  to 
Go  on ;  no  farther. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change? 

Men.  Tlie  matter  ? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pass'd  the  nobles,  and  the 
cominons  ? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices? 

1  Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way  ;  he  shall  to  the 
market-place. 

Bru.  The  people  are  incens'd  against  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 
Or  all  will  fall  in  broil. 


Advantage. 
Wifli  a  jjuarJ. 


f  Driven, 
riuoie,  dcc4' 
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Cor.  Are  these  your  herd  ? 
Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them 

now. 
And  straight  disclaim  their  tongues  ? — What 

are  your  ofiicers  ? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not 

their  teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  set  them  on? 
Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 
Cor.   It  is  a  purpos'd  thing,   and  grows  by 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobility  : —  [plot, 

Suffer  it,   and  live  with  such  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  plot  : 
The  people  cry,  you  mock'd  them ;  and,  of  late. 
When  corn  was  given  them  gratis,  you   re- 

pin'd ; 
Scandal  the  suppliants  for  the  people  ;  call'd 

them 
Time-pleasers,    flatterers,    foes  to  nobleness. 
Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 
Bru.  Not  to  them  all. 
Cor.    Have  you  inform'd  tliem  since? 
Bru.  How!  I  inform  them  ! 
Cor.  You  are  like  to  do  such  business, 
Bru.   Not  unlike, 
Each  way  to  better  yours. 

Cor.   Why  then  should  I  be  consul  ?  By  yon 
clouds, 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow-tribune. 

Sic.   You  show  too  much  of  that, 
For  which  the  people  stir  :  If  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are   bound,  you  must  inquire 

J' our  way. 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit ; 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul. 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 
Meti.  Let's  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus'd  : — Set  on. — 
this  palt'ring* 
Becomes  not  Rome  ;  nor  has  Coriolanus 
Deserv'd  this  so  dishonour'd  rub,  laid  falselyt 
I'the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  corn  ! 
This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speak't  again ; — 
Men.    Not  now,  not  now. 
1  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  Sir,  now. 
Cor.    Now,    as  I    live,  I  will. — Mj'  nobler 
I  crave  their  pardons: —  [friends. 

For  the   mutable,    rank-scented    many,  t   let 
Regard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and  [them 

Therein  behold  themselves  :  I  say  again, 
In  soothing  them,  we  nourish  'gainst  our  se- 
nate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition. 
Which  we  ourselves  have  plough'd  for,  sow'd 
and  scatter'd,  [ber; 

By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour'd  num- 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 
Men.  Well,   no  more. 
1  Sen.  No  more  words,  we  beseech  you. 
Cor.    How !   no  more  ? 
As  for  my  country  I  have  shed  my  blood, 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lungs 
Coin    words   till  their  decay,    against   those 

meazles^ 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter||  us,  yet  sought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru.  You  speak  o'the  people. 
As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not 
A  man  of  their  infirmity. 

*  Shulflinp.  t  Treacherously,  J  Populace. 

y  Leper*.  T|  Scab. 


mark 
[you 


Scene  /.] 

Sic.  'Twere  well, 
We  let  the  people  know't. 

Men.  What,  what  i  his  choler  ? 

Cor.  Choler! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep, 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind. 

Sic.  It  is  a  mind, 
That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is, 
IVot  poison  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain  ! — 
Here  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows  ? 
His  absolute  shall  ? 

Com.  'Twas  from  the  canon. t 

Cor.  Shall! 
O  good,  but  most  unwise  patricians,  why, 
You  grave,  but  reckless]:  senators,  have  you 

thus 
Given  Hidra  here  to  choose  an  officer, 
Tliat  with  his  peremptory  shall,  being  but 
The  horn  and  noise  o'the  monsters,  wants  not 

spirit 
To  say,  he'll  turn  your  current  in  a  ditch, 
And   make   your    channel  his?     If  he   have 

power. 
Then  veil  your  ignorance  :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenitj'.     If  you  are  learned. 
Be  not  as  common  fools  ;  if  you  are  not. 
Let   them  have   cushions   by  you.     You  are 

plebeians, 
If  they  be  senators :  and  they  are  no  less. 
When  both  your  voices  blended,  the  greatest 
taste  [gistrate ; 

Most  palates  theirs.     They  choose  their  ma- 
And  such  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  shall. 
His  popular  i/taZ/,  against  a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece !  by   Jove  him- 
self, 
It  makes  the  consuls  base:  and  my  soul  akes 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  confusion 
May  enter  'twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Com.  Well — on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.  Whoever   gave  that  counsel,  to  give 
forth 
The  corn  o'the  stoiehouse  gratis,  as  'twas  us'd 

Sometime  in  Greece, 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that. 


and  bring  in  tlie  crows 


Cor.  (Though  there  the  people  had  more 

absolute  power,) 
I  say,  they  nourish'd  disobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  state. 

Bru.  Why,  shall  the  people  give 
One,  that  speaks  thus,  their  voice  ? 

Cor.  I'll  give  my  reasons, 
More  worthier  than  their  voices.     They  know, 

the  corn 
Was  not  our  recompence  ;  resting  well  assur'd 
They  ne'er  did  service  for't :  Being  press'd  to 

the  war. 
Even  when  the  naval  of  the  state  was  touch'd, 
They  would  not  thread^  the  gates:  this  kind 

of  service 
Did  not  deserve  corn  gratis  :  being  i'the  war. 
Their   mutinies    and   revolts,    wherein    they 

show'd  [tion 

Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them :  The  accusa- 
Which   they   have  often    made    against    the 

senate, 
All  cause  unborn,  could  never  be  the  native|| 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.     Well,  what  then? 
How  shall  this  bosom  multiplied  digest 
The  senate's  courtesy  ?  Let  deed  express 
*  Small  fish.  t  Acnoidini;  to  law.  J  Careless. 

^  Pass  through, 
tl  Motive,  no  doubt  was  Shakspeare's  word. 
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What's  like  to  be  their  words: — We  did  re- 
quest it  ; 
We  are  the  greater  poll,*aiid  in  true  fear 
They  gave  us  our  demands :  Thus  we  debasft 
The  nature  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call   our   cares,    fears :    which   will   in   time 

break  ope 
The  lock's  o'the  senate. 
To  peck  tlift  eagles. — 
Men.  Come,  enough. 
Bru.  Enough,  with  over-measure. 
Cor.  No,  take  move  :  [man, 

What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  divine  and  hu- 
Seal  what  I  end  withal! — This  double  wor- 
ship,—  [other 
Where  one  part  does  disdain  with  cause,  the 
Insult  without  all  reason  ;  where  gentry,  title, 

wisdom 
Cannot  conclude,  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ignorance, — it  must  omit 
Real  necessities,  and  give  way  the  while 
To  unstable  slightness :  purpose  so  bar'd^  it 

follows, 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpose :  Therefore,   be- 
seech you, — 
You  that  will  be  less  fearful  than  discreet ; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  state, 
More  than  you  doubtt  the  change  oft;  that 

prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 
To  jumpt  a  body  with  a  dangerous  physic 
That's  sure  of  death  without  it, — at  once  pluck 

out 
The  multitudinous  tongue,  let  them  not  lick. 
The  sweet  v/hich  is  their  poison:  your  dishon- 
our [state 
Mangles   true  judgment,    and   bereaves   the 
Of  that  integrity  which  should  become  it; 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would, 
For  the  ill  which  doth  controul  it. 
Bru.  He  has  said  enough. 
Sic.  He  has  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall 
answer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor.  Thou  wretch !  despite  o'erwhelm  thee ! — 
What  should  the  people  do  witli   these  bald 

tribunes  ? 
On  whom  depending,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench:  In  a  rebellion. 
When  what's  not  meet,  but   what  must  be, 

was  law, 
Then  were  they  chosen ;  in  a  better  hour, 
Let  what  is  meet,  be  said  it  must  be  meet, 
And  throw  their  power  i'the  dust. 
Bru.  Manifest  treason. 
Sic.  This  a  consul?  no. 
Bru.  The  jEdiles,  ho  ! — Let  him  be  appre- 
hended. 
Sic.  Go,  call  the  people ;  Exit  Brvtvs.']  in 
whose  name,  myself 
Attach  thee,  as  a  traitorous  innovator, 
A  foe  to  tlie  public  weal :  Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  answer. 
Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 
Sen.  ^»  Pat.  We'll  surety  him. 
Coin.  Aged  Sir,  hands  ofi". 
Cor.  Hence,  rotten  things,  or  I  shall  shake 
thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 
Sic.  Help,  ye  citizens. 


Re-enter  Brutus,  with  the  jEdiles,  and  a 
Rabble  0/ Citizens. 

Men.  On  both  side^  more  respect. 
»  Number.  ^  Feap.  *  Rijij 
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Sic.  Here's  he,  that  would 
Take  from  jou  all  your  power. 

Bru-  Seize  him,  iEdiles. 

at.  Down  with  him,  down  vvitli  him  ! 

^Several  s^peak. 

2  Se?j.  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons  I 

\_Thty  all  bustle  about  Coriolanus. 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens  ! — what  hoi 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens  ! 

at.  Peace,  peace,  peace  ;  stay,  hold,  peace  ! 

Men.  What  is  about  to  be  ? — 1   am  out  of 
breatli ;  [bunes 

Confusion's   near  :   I  cannot  speak  : — You  tri- 
To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience  : — 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic.  Hear  me,  people  ; — Peace. 

at.  Let's  hear  our  tribune  :  Peace.  Speak, 
speak,  speak. 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lose  your  liberties  ; 
Marcius  would  have  all  from  you  ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  Viave  nam'd  for  consul. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie  ! 
This  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 

1  Sen.  To  unbuild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 
Sic.  What  is  the  citv,  but  the  people  ? 
at.  True, 

The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  estab- 
The  people's  magistrates.  [lish'd 

at.  You  so  remain. 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat : 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation  ; 
And  bury  all,  which  yet  distinctly  ranges, 
In  heaps  and  piles  of  ruins. 

Sic.  This  deserves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  authority, 
Or  let  us  lose  it : — We  do  here  pronounce, 
Upon  the  part  o'the  people,  in  whose  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Marcius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic.  Therefore,  lay  hold  of  him  ;  [thence 
Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,*  and  from 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru.  jEdiles,  seize  him. 

at.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield. 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word. 
'Beseech  you  tribiuies,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

^di.  Peace,  peace.  [friend. 

Men.  Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  country's 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  woufd 
Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru.  Sir,  those  cold  ways,  [ous 

That  seem  like  prudent  helps,  are  very  poison 
Where  the  disease  is  violent : — Lay  hands  upon 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock.  [him. 

Cor.  No  ;  Fll  die  here.  [Drmvinghis  Suwrd 
There'ssome  amongyou  havebeheldme  fight- 
ing ;  [me. 
Come,  try  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen 

Men.  Down   with   that  sword  ; — Tribunes, 
withdraw  a  while. 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help,  Marcius  !  help. 
You  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young  and  old 

at.  Down  with  him,  down  with  him  ! 

[/7i  this  Mutiny,  the  Tribunes,  the  j^Cdiles, 
andthe  People  are  all  beat  in. 

Men.  Go,  get  j'ou  to  your  house  ;  be  gone, 
AU  will  be  naught  else.  [away 

2  Sen.  Get  you  gone, 
Cor.  Stand  fast  ; 

We  have  as  many  friends  as  enemies. 
Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 

*  From  whrnce  criminals  were  ihrown,  antl  daslied  U 
pteces. 


[Act  J. 


1  Sen.  The  gods  forbid  ! 
I  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house  ; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  it  is  a  sore  upon  us,  [you. 

You  cannot  tent  yourself:    Begone,    'beseech 

Com.  Come,  Sir,  along  with  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians  (as  they 
are, 
Though  in  Rome   litter'd,)  not  Romans,  (as 

they  are  not. 
Though  calv'd  i'the  porch  o'the  Capitol,) — 

Men.  Be  gone  ; 
Put  not  yovu-  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue  ; 
One  time  will  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground, 
1  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myself 
Take  up  a  brace  of  the  best  of  them  ;  yea,  the 
two  tribunes. 

Cow.  But  now  'tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic  ; 
And  manhood  is  call'd  foolery,  when  it  stands 
Against  a  falling  fabric. — Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tag*  return  ?  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  o'erbear 
What  they  are  used  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you  be  gone  : 
Fll  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  hi  request 
With  those  that  have   but  little  ;  this   must   be 
With  cloth  of  any  colour.  [patch'd 

Com.  Nay,  come  away. 

\^Exeunt  Cor.  Com.  and  others. 

1  Pal.  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 
Or  Jove  for  his  power  to  thunder.  His  heart's 
his  mouth :  [vent : 

What  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  must 
And,  being  angry,  does  forget  tliat  ever 
He  heard  the  name  of  death.     \^A  noise  within. 
Here's  goodly  work ! 

2  Pat.  I  would  they  were  a-bed  ! 
Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tyber  ! — What, 

the  vengeance. 
Could  he  not  speak  them  fair  ? 

He-enter'RB.vTiis  and  Sicinius,  uiththeRabble. 

Sic.  Where's  this  viper. 
That  would  depopulate  the  city  and 
Be  every  man  himself? 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes, — 

Sic.  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Tarpeian 
rock 
With  rigorous  hands  ;  he  hath  resisted  law. 
And  therefore  law  shall  scorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  severity  of  the  public  power, 
Which  he  so  sets  at  nought. 

1  at.  He  shall  well  know. 
The  noble  tribunes  arc  the  people's  mouths, 
And  we  their  hands. 

at.  He  shall  sure  on't.t 

[Several  speak  together. 

Men.  Sir,— 

Sic.  Peace. 

Meii.  Do  not  cry,  havoc,t  where  you  should 
but  hunt 
With  modest  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  it,  that  you 
Have  holp  to  make  this  rescue  ? 

Men.  Hear  me  speak  : — 
As  I  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness, 
So  can  I  name  his  faidts  : — 

Sic.  Consul ! — what  consul  ? 

Me7i.  The  consul  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  a  consul ! 

at.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

*  The  lowest  of  the  populace,  tag,  rag,  and  boblail. 
f  Be  sure  on'tn  t  The  signal  for  slaughter . 


Scene  II.'] 

3Ien.  If,  by  the  tribunes'  leave,  and  yours, 
good  people, 
1  may  be  heard,  I'd  crave  a  word  or  two  ; 
The  which  shall  turn  you  to  no  further   harm, 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly  then  ; 
For  we  are  peremptory,  to  despatch 
This  viperous  traitor  :  to  eject  him  hence, 
Were  but  one  danger  ;  and  to  keep  him  here. 
Our  certain  death,  therefore  it  is  decreed, 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid. 
That  our  renowned  Rome,  whose  gratitude 
Towards  her  deserved*  children  is  enroU'd 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own  ! 

Sic.  He's  a  disease,  that  must  be  cut  away. 

Men.  O,  he's  a  limb,  that  has  but  a  disease ; 
Mortal  to  cut  it  off;  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he   done  to   Rome,    that's  worthy 

death, 
Killing  our  enemies  ?  The  blood  he  hath  lost, 
(Which,  1  dare  vouch,  is  more  than  that   he 
hath,  [try : 

By  many  an  ounce)  he  dropp'd  it  for  his  coun- 
And,  what  is  left,  to  use  it  by  his  country, 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't,  and  suffer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o'the  world. 

Sic.  This  is  clean  kam.t 

Bru.  Merely  X  awry  :  when   he  did  love  his 
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1  Sen.  Pray  you,  let's  to  hini.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  Coriolanus'  House. 
Enter  Coriolanus,  and  Patricians. 


It  honour'd  him. 

Men.  The  service  of  the  foot 
Being  once  gangren'd,  is  not  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was  ? 

Bru.  We'll  hear  no  more  : — 


Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  pre- 
sent me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses'  heels ; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
Below  the  beam  of  sight,  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

Enter  Volumnia. 

1  Pat.  You  do  the  nobler. 
Cor.  I  muse,*  ray  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was   woni 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created. 
To  buy  and  sell  with  groats ;   to  show  bare 
heads  [der, 

In  congregations,  to  yawn,  be  still,  andwon- 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  t  stoodjup 
To  speak  of  peace,  or  war.     I  talk  of  you; 

ITo  Volumnia. 
Why  did  you  wish  me  milder  ?  Would  you 

have  me 
False  to  my  nature  ?     Rather  say,  I  play 
The  man  I  am. 

P'ol.  O,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 
I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on^ 
[country,  i  Before  you  had  worn  it  out. 
Cor.  Let  go. 

Vol.  You  might  have  been  enough  the  man 
you  are, 
With  striving  less  to  be  so :  Lesser   had  beea 


Pursue  him  to  his  house,  and  pluck  him  thence ;  ■  The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions,  if 


Lest  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 
This  tiger-footed  rage  when  it  shall  find 
The  harm  of  unscann'dij   swiftness,    will,  too 
late,  [process ; 

Tie  leaden  pounds  to  his    heels.     Proceed  by 
Lest  parties  (as  he  is  belov'd)  break  out. 
And  sack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

-Bru.  If  it  were  so, — 

Sic.  What  do  ye  talk  ? 
Have  we  not  had  a  taste  of  his  obedience  ? 
Our    iEdiles    smote  ?    ourselves    resisted  ? — 
Come  : 

Men.  Considerthis  : — He  has  been  bred  i'the 
wars 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  school'd 


You  had  not  show'd  them  how  you  were  dis- 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  cross  you.       [pos'd 

Cor.  Let  them  hang. 

Vol.  Ay,  and  burn  too. 

Enter  Menenius,  and  Senators. 

Me7i.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough, 
something  too  rough  ; 
You  must  return,  and  mend  it. 

1   Sen.  There's  no  remedy  ; 
Unless,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midst,  and  perish. 

Vol.  Pray  be  coimsell'd  : 
I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours. 
But  yet  a  brain,  that  leads  my  use  of  anger, 
To  better  vantage. 

Men.  Well  said,  noble  woman :  [that 


In  boultedll  language  ;  meal  and  bran  togther ,  Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,   but 


He  throws  without  distinction.  Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form, 
(In  peace)  to  his  utmost  peril. 

1   Sen.  Noble  tribunes. 
It  is  the  humane  way  :  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloody  ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic.  Noble  Menenius. 
Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer : 
Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the   market-place : — We'll   at- 
tend you  there  : 
Where, if  youbring  notMarcius,  we'll  proceed 
In  our  first  way. 

Men.  I'll  bring  him  to  you  : — 
Let  me  desire  your  company.    [  To  the   Sena 

tors.]     He  must  come, 
Or  what  is  worst  will  follow. 


Deserving.        t  Quite  awry. 
§  Inconsiderate  haste. 


t  Absolutely. 
Finelv  sifted. 


The  violent  fit  o'the  time  craves  it  as  physic 
For  the  whole  state,  1  vvould  put  mine  armour 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear.  [on 

Cor.  What  must  I  do  ? 

Men.  Return  to  the  tribunes. 

Cor.  Well, 
What  then  ?  what  then  ? 

Men.  Repent  what  you  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them  ? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods  ; 
Must  I  then  do't  to  them  ? 

Vol.  You  are  too  absolute ; 
Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble, 
But  when  extremities  speak.  I  have  heard  you 

say. 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsever'd  friends, 
I'the  war  do  grow  together  :  Grant   that,  and 

tell  me, 
In  peace,  what  each  of  them  by  th'other  lose. 
That  they  combine  not  there. 

Cor.  Tush,  tush  ! 

'■  Womler.  t  Kank. 
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Men.  A  good  demand. 
Vol.  If  it  be  honour,  in  your  wars,  to  seem 
The  same  you  are   not,  (which,  for  your  best 

ends. 
You  adopt yourpolicy.)  howisit  less,  orworse. 
That  it  shall  hold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour,  as  in  war  ;  since  that  to  both 
It  stands  in  like  request  ? 
Cor.    Why  force*  you  this  ? 
Vol.  Because  that  now  it  lies  you  on  to  speak 
To  the  people  ;  not  by  our  own  iustruction, 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts 

you  to, 
But  with  such  words  that  are  but  roted  in 
Your  tongue,  though   but  bastards,  and  syl- 
lables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  your  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all. 
Than  to  take  int  a  town  with  gentle  words. 
Which  else  would  putyou  to  your  fortune,  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood. — 
I  would  dissemble  with  my  nature,  where, 
My  fortunes,  and  my  friends,  at  stake,  requir'd, 
I  should  do  so  in  honour :  I  am  in  this, 
Your  wife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  nobles ; 
And  you  will  rather  show  our  general  lowtst 
How  you  can  frown,  than  spend  a  fawn  upon 
them,  [guard 

For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves,  and  safe- 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

Men.   Noble  lady  ! — 
Come,  go  with  us  ;  speak  fair :  you  may  salve 

so, 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,  my  son. 
Go  to  them,  with  this  bonnet  in  thy  hand ; 
And  thus  far  having  stretch'd  it,  (here  be  with 

them,) 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones,  (for  in  such  busi- 
ness [rant 
Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  igno- 
More  learned  than  the  ears,)  waving  thy  head. 
Which,  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  stout  heart, 
That  humble,  as  the  ripest  mulberry,     [them. 
Now  will  not  hold  the  handling :    Or,  say  to 
Thou  art  their  soldier,  and  being  bred  in  broils. 
Hast  not  the  soft  way,   which  thou  dost  con- 
fess, 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim. 
In  asking   their  goqd   loves  ;    but   thou  wilt 

frame 
Thyself,  forsooth,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As  thou  hast  power,  and  person. 

Men.   This  but  done. 
Even  as  she  speaks,  why,  all  their  hearts  were 

yours  : 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free 
As  words,  to  little  purpose. 

Vol.   Pry'thee  now. 
Go,  and  be  rul'd :    although,  I  know,   thou 

hadst  rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf,         [nius. 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.     Here  is  Comi- 
Enter  Cominius. 
Com.  I  have  been  i'the  market-place :  and. 
Sir,  tis  fit 
You  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calmness,  or  by  absence  ;  all's  in  anger. 
Men.  Only  fair  speech. 
Com.  I  think,  'twill  serve,  if  he 
Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit. 

Vol.  He  must,   and  will : — 
Pr'ythee,  now,  say,  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 
*  Urge.  f  Suhdue.  J  Common  r.lowns. 


Cor.  Must  I  go  show  them  my  unbarb'd 
sconce  ?  *  Must  I 
With  my  base  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  that  it  must  bear?  Well,  I  will  do't: 
Yet  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose, 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dust  should 
grind  it,  [place  : — 

And  throw  it  against  the  wind. — Tothemarket- 
You  have  put  nie  now  to  such  a  part,  which 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life.  [never 

Com.  Come,   come,  we'll  prompt  you. 

Vol.  I  pr'ythee  now,    sweet  son  ;  ajs   thou 
hast  said. 
My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so, 
To  have  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor.   Well,  I  must  do't; 
Away,  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some    harlot's   spirit !   My  throat  of  war  be 

turn'd, 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  asleep  !  The  smiles  of  knaves 
Tentt  in  my  cheeks ;  and  school-boys'  tears. 

take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  sight !  A  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips  ;  and  my  arm'd 

knees. 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms  ! — I  wiM  not  do't: 
Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 
And,  by  my  body's  action,  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

Vol.  At  thy  choice  then  : 
To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour, 
Than  thou  of  them.     Come  all  to  ruin  ;  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride,  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness  ;  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  list. 
Thy  valiantnesswas  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  from 
But  owet  thy  pride  thyself.  [me 

Cor.  Pray,  be  content ; 
Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  market-place  ; 
Chide  me   no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their 
loves,  [belov'd 

Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.  Look,  I  am  going  : 
Commend  to  me  my  wife.     I'll  return  consul ; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
I'the  way  of  flattery,  further. 

Vol.  Do  your  will.  [E.vif. 

Com.  Away,   the  tribunes  do  attend  you 
arm  yourself 
To  answer  mildly  ;  for  they  are  prepar'd 
With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor.  The  word  is,  mildly : — Pray  you,  let  us 
Let  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  I  [go; 

Will  answer  in  mine  honour. 

Men.   Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well,  mildly  be  it  then  ;  mildly. 

[Exeunf. 

SCENE  III.— The  same.— The  Forum. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Bru.  In  this   point  charge  him  home,  that 
he  aflects 
Tyrannical  power  :  If  he  invade  us  there, 
Enforce  him  with  his  envy^  to  the  people; 
And  that  the  spoil,  got  on  the  Antiates, 
Was  ne'er  distributed. — 

Enter  an  iEniLE. 
What,  will  he  come? 

*  Unshaven  head.  t  Wwell.  t  O.wn. 

5  Object  his  hatred. 


iicene  III.] 
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^d.  He's  coining'. 

Brit.  How  accompanied  ? 

^d.  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favour'd  him. 

Sic.    Have  you  a  catalogue 
Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

,Ed.  I  have  ;   'tis  ready,  here. 

Sic.  Have  you  collected  them  by  tribes  ? 

JEd.  I  have. 

Sic.   Assemble  presently  the  people  hither  : 
And  when  they  hear  me  say,  It  shall  be  so 
rthe  right  and  strength  o'tke  commons,  be  it 
either  [them, 

For  death,    for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let 
Jf  I  say,  fine,  cry  fine  :  if  death,  cry  death  ; 
Insisting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'the  truth  o'the  cause. 

JEd.  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bru.   And  when  such  time  they  have  begun 
to  cry, 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  din  confus'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

JEd.  Very  well. 

Sic.   Make  them  be  strong,   and  ready   for 
this  hint. 
When  we  shall  hap  to  give't  them. 

Bru.  Go  about  it—  \_Exit  .^dile. 

Put  him  to  choler  straight:  He  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction :  Being  once  chaf  d,  he  can- 
not 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance;  then  he  speaks 
What's  in  his  heart ;  and  that  is  there,  which 
With  us  to  break  his  neck.  [looks 

Enter  CoRioLANns,   Menenius,    Cominius, 
Senators,  and  Patricians. 

Sic.   Well,  here  he  comes. 
Men.  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  you. 
Cor.  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  for  the  poorest 
piece 
"Will  bear  the  knave*   by  the  volume. — The 

honour'd  gods 
Keep  Rome  in  safety,  and  tlie  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied  with  worthy  men!  plant  love  among 
us !  [peace, 

Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of 
\nd  not  our  streets  with  war  .' 
1  Sen.   Amen,  amen  ! 
Men.   A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  JEdile,  \inlh  Citizens. 

Sic.  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

.Erf.  List  to  your  tribunes;  audience:  Peace, 
I  say. 

Cor.  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri.  Well,  say.— Peace,  ho. 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this 
present  ? 
Must  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand. 
If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawful  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  prov'd  upon  you  ? 

Cor.    I  am  content. 

Men.  Lo,  citizens,  he  says,  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider ; 
Think  on  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which 
Like  graves  i'the  holy  churchyard.         [show 

Cor.   Scratches  with  briars. 
Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

*  Will  bear  bein"  called  a  tnave. 


Men.  Consider  further. 
That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier  :  Do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds!, 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Rather  than  envy*  you. 

Com.    Well,  well,  no  more. 
Cor.    What  is  the  matter. 
That  being  pass'd  for  consul  with  full  voice, 
I  am  so  dishonour'd,  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 
Sic.  Answer  to  us. 
Cor.  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ought  so. 
Sic.  We  charge  you,  that  you  have  contriv'd 
to  take 
From  Rome  all  season'dt  office,  and  to  wind 
Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 
For  which,  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 
Cor.  How!   Traitor? 

Meyi.   Nay ;   temperately  :    Your  promise. 
Cor.  The  fires  i'the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the 
people ! 
Call  me  their  traitor. — Thou  injurious  tribune ! 
Witiiin  thine  eyes  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths, 
In  thy  hands  clutch'dt  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  say, 
Thou  liest,  unto  thee,  with  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

Sic.  Mark  you  this,  people  ? 

Cit.   To  the   rock  with   him ;  to  the  rock 

with  him ! 
Sic.  Peace. 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  charge  : 
What  you  have  seen  him  do,  and  heard  him 

speak. 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselves, 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  defying- 
Those  whose  great  power  must  try  him  ;  even 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  kind,      [this, 
Deserves  the  extremest  death. 
Bru.   But  since  he  hath 

Serv'd  well  for  Rome, 

Cor.  What  do  you  prate  of  service  ? 
Bru.   I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 
Cor.  You? 
Men.  Is  this 
The  promise  that  you  made  your  mother '. 
Com.  Know, 

I  pray  you, 

Cor.   I'll  know  no  further  : 
Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying  ;  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word; 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  saying,  Good  morrow. 

Sic.  ¥ov  that  he  has 
(As  much  as  in  him  lies)  from  time  to  time 
Envied^  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power ;  as  now  at  last 
Given  hostile  strokes,    and  that  not||   in  the 

presence 
Of  dreadful  justice,  but  on  the  ministers 
That  do  distribute  it ;  In  the  name  o'the  peo- 
ple. 
And  in  the  power  of  us  the  tribunes,  we, 
Even  from  this  instant,  banish  him  our  city ; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 
To  enter  our  Rome  gates:  I'  the  people's  name, 
I  say,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cit.   It  shall  be  so. 
It  shall  be  so  ;  let  him  away:  he's  banish'd, 
And  so  it  shall  be. 


Injure.  f  Of  long 

§  Showed  hatred. 


standiDg. 
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Com.   Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  com- 
mon friends ; 

Sic.  He's  sentenc'd  :  no  more  hearing. 
Com.    Let  me  speak : 
I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  from*  Rome. 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.    I  do  love 
My  country's  good,  with  a  respect  more  tender, 
More  holy,  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  wife's  estimate,!  herwomh's  increase. 
And  treasure  of  my  loins  ;  then  if  I  would, 

Speak  that 

Sic.   We  know  your  drift :   Speak  what? 
Bru.  There's  no  more  to  be  said,   but  he  is 
banish'd. 
As  enemy  to  the  people,  and  his  country  : 
It  shall  be  so. 

at.   It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so. 
Cor.  Youconnnon  cryt  of  curs!  whose  breath 
I  hate 
As  reek§  o'the  rotten  fens,  whose  love  I  prize 
As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air,  I  banish  you  ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty  ! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  shake  your  hearts  ! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes. 
Fan  you  into  despair  !  Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders ;  till,  at  length. 
Your  ignorance,  (which  finds  not,  tillit  feels,) 
Making  not  reservation  of  yourselves. 
Still  your  own  foes,)  deliver  you,  as  most 
Abatedjl  captives,  to  some  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows  !   Despising, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back  : 
There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

\^Exeimt  CoRioLANUS,  Cominius,  Mene- 

Nius,  Senators,  and  Patricians. 

^d.  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  gone  ! 

Cit.   Our   enemy's   banish'd  I    he  is   gone! 

Hoo !  hoo  ! 
[  The  People  shout,  and  throw  up  their  caps. 
Sic.   Go,  see  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow 
him, 
As  he  hath  follow'd  you,  with  all  despite  ; 
Give  him  deserv'd  vexation.  Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

Cit.    Come,   come,    let   us   see  him  out  at 
gates  ;   come  : — 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribunes ! — Come. 

lExeimt. 
ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I. —  The  same. — Before  a  Gate  of  the 

City. 
Enter    Coriolanus,     Volumnia,     Virgilia, 
Menenius,   CoiMiNius,    and   several   young 
Patricians. 

Cor.  Come,   leave  your  tears ;  a  brief  fare- 
well : — the  beastU  [ther. 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away. — Nay,  mo- 
TVhere  is  your  ancient  courage  ?  you  were  us'd 
To  say,  extremity  was  the  trio- of  spirits  ; 
Tliat  common  chances  common  men  could  bear; 
That,  when  the  sea  was  calm,  all  boats  alike 
Show'd  mastership  in  floating:  fortune's  blows. 
When  most  struck  home,  being  gentle  wound- 
ed, craves 
A  noble  cunning:  you  were  us'd  to  load  me 
With  precepts,  that  would  make  invincible 
The  heart  that  conn'd  them.  - 
Vir.  O  heavens  !  O  heavens  ! 
Cor.  Nay,  I  pr'ythce,  woman, — 
Vol,   Now  tlie  red  pestilence  strike  all  trades 
in  Rome, 
And  occupations  perish  I 


Cor.  What,  what,  what !  [mother, 

I  shall  be  lov'd   when   I  am   lack'd.      Nay, 
Resume  that  spirit,  when  you  were  wont  to  saj', 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you'd  have  done,  and  sav'd 
Your  husband  so  much  sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop  not ;  adieu  : — Farewell,  my  wife  !  my 

mother  I 
I'll  do  well  yet. — Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  younger  man's 
And  venomous  to  thine  eyes. — My  sometime 

general  ,- 
I  have  seen  thee  stern,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 
Heart-heard'ning   spectacles ;   tell  these  sad 

women, 
'Tis  fond*  to  wail  inevitable  strokes,        [well. 
As  'tis  to  laugh  at  them. — My  mother,  you  wot 
My  hazards  still  have  been  your  solace  :  and 
Believe't  not  lightly,  (though  1  go  alone 
Like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  thnt  his  fen 
Makes  fear'd,'and  talk'd  of  more  than  seen, 

your  son 
Will,  or  exceed  the  common,  or  be  caught 
With  cautcloust  baits  and  practice. 

Vol.  My  firstt  son. 
Whither  wilt  thou  go  ?  Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  awhile :  Determine  on  some  course, 
More  than  a  wild  exposture6  to  each  chance. 
That  starts  i'the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.   O  the  gods  ! 

Com.  I'll  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with 
thee  [us, 

Where  thou  shalt  rest,  that  thou  may'st  hear  of 
And  we  of  thee  ;  so,  if  the  time  thrust  forth 
A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  shall  not  send 
O'er  the  vast  world,  to  seek  a  single  man  ; 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
I'the  absence  of  the  needer. 

Cor.   Fare  ye  well : —  [full 

Thou  hast  years  upon  thee  ;   and  thou  art  too 
Of  the  wars'  surfeits,  to  go  rove  with  one 
That's  yet  unbruis'd :    bring  me  but   out  at 

gate. — 
Come,  my  sweet  wife,  my  dearest  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  touch, |1  when  I  am  forth. 
Bid   me  farewell,   and   smiie.    .1  pray  you, 

come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That's  worthily  • 

As  any  ear  can  hear. — Come,  let's  not  weep. — 
If  I  could  shake  ofl'but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods. 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot. 

Cor.  Give  me  thy  hand : — 

Come.  {Exeunt. 

SCENE  II.— The  same.— A  Street    near  the 

Gate. 

Enter  Sicinius,  Brutus,  and  ^Edile. 

Sic.  Bid  them  all  home;    he's   gone,   and 
we'll  no  further. — 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  who,  we  see,  have  sided 
In  his  behalf. 

Bru.   Now  we  have  shown  our  power. 
Let  us  seem  humbler  after  it  is  done. 
Than  when  it  was  a  doing. 

Sic.   Bid  them  home  : 
Say,  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strength. 

Bru.  Dismiss  them  home.        {Exit  JEdil-e. 
jEn/er  VoLUMNiA,  Virgilia,  a7irf  Menenius. 
Here  comes  his  mother. 


*  For.  t  Value.  X  Pack.  §  Vapour.  *  Foolish. 

!l  SuhfluCd.  ^  The  governineDt  ot  the  people.        ''^  Exposure. 


Insidious. 


f  Noblest. 
II  True  metal. 


Scene  iF.] 

Sic.   Let's  not  meet  her. 
Bru.   Why? 

Sic.  They  say,  she's  mad. 
Bnt.  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us  : 
Keep  on  your  way. 

Vol.  O,    you're   well  met:    The    hoarded 
plague,  o'the  gods 
Requite  your  love ! 

Men.  Peace,  peace  ;   be  not  so  loud. 
Vol.    If   that   I   could   for    weeping-,    you 
should  .hear, — 
Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some.— Will  you  be 
gone.'  [To  Brutus. 

Vir.  You  shall  stay  too:     [To    Sicin.]  1 
would,  I  had  the  power 
To  say  so  to  my  husband. 
Sic.   Are  you  mankind? 
Vol.   Ay,' fool ;   is  that  a  shame  ?  Note  but 
this  fool. — 
Was  not  a  man  my  father?  Hadstthou  foxship* 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Rome 
Than  thou  hast  spoken  words  ? 
Sic.   O  blessed  heavens  ! 
Vol.  More  noble  blows,  than  ever  thou  wise 
words ; 
And   for  Rome's   good.— I'll  tell  thee  what ; 

— Yet  go : 
Nay  but  thou  shalt  stay  too ; — I  would   my 

son 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
His  good  sword  in  his  hand. 
Sic.  What  Then  ? 
Vir.   What  then? 
He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

Vol.  Bastards,  and  all. — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  does  bear  for 
Rome ! 
Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 
Sic.   I  would  he  had   continu'tl  to  his  coun- 
As  he  began  ;   and  not  unknit  himself      [try, 
The  noblest  knot  he  made. 
Bru.  I  would  he  had. 

Vol.  I  would  he  had  ?   'Twas  you  incens'd 
the  I'abble  : 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  his  worth. 
As  I  can  of  those  mysteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 
Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 
Vol.  Now,  pray.  Sir,  get  you  gone: 
You  have  done  a  brave  deed.     Ere  you  go, 

hear  this : 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meanest  house  in  Rome :  so  far,  my  son, 
(This  lady's  husband  here,  this,  do  you  see,) 
Whom  you  have  banish'd,   does  exceed  you 
all. 
Bru.   Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 
Sic.  Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 
With  one  that  wants  her  wits  ? 

Vol.  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — 
1  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do, 

[Exeunt  Tribunes. 
But  to  confirm  my  curses !  Could  I  meet  them 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  unclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men.   You  have  told  them  home. 
And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.  You'll  sup 
with  me  ? 
Vol.   Anger's  my  meat ;  I  sup  upon  myself. 
And  so  shall  stai-ve  with  feeding.— Come  let's 

go  : 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do. 
In  anger,  Juno-like.     Come,  come,  come. 
Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie  !  ^Exeunt. 

'  Mean  cunniBir 
Vol.  II 
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,  SCENE  III.— A  kighway  belwten  Rome  and 
Anlium. 


Enter  a  Roman  and  a  Volck,  meeting. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well,  Sir,  and  you  know 
me  :  your  name  1  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vol.   It  is,  so.  Sir:  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Roman;  and  my  services  are, 
as  you  are,  against  them  :  Know  you  me  yet '! 

Vol.   Nicanor?   No. 

Rom.  The  same.  Sir. 

Vol.  You  had  more  beard,  wlicn  1  last  saw 
you ;  but  your  favour'^  is  well  appeared  by 
your  tongue.  Wliat's  the  news  in  Rome  ?  I 
have  a  note  from  the  Volcian  state,  to  find  you 
out  there :  You  have  well  saved  me  a  day's 
journey. 

Ro)n.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  strange  in- 
surrection :  the  people  against  the  senators, 
patricians,  and  nobles. 

Vol.  Hath  been  I  Is  it  ended  then?  Our 
state  thinks  not  so;  they  are  in  a  most  war- 
like ])ieparation,  and  hope  to  come  upon  them 
in  the  heat  of  their  division. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  ot  it  is  past,  but  a 
small  thing  would  make  it  flame  again.  For 
the  nobles  receive  so  to  heart  the  banishment 
of  that  worthy  Coriolanus,  tliat  they  are  in  a 
ripe  aptness,  to  take  all  power  from  the  peo- 
ple, and  to  pluck  from  them  their  tribunes  for 
ever.  This  lies  glowing,  I  can  tell  you,  and  is 
almost  mature  for  the  violent  breaking  out. 

Vol.  Coriolanus  banished  ? 

Rom.  Banished,  Sir.  t 

Vol.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelli- 
gence, Nicanor. 

Rom.  The  day  serves  well  for  them  now.  i 
have  heard  it  said,  the  fittest  time  to  corrupt  a 
man's  wife,  is  when  she's  fallen  out  with  her 
husband.  Your  noble  Tullus  Aufidius  will  ap- 
pear well  in  these  wars,  his  great  opposer, 
Coriolanus,  being  now  in  no  request  of  his 
country. 

Vol.  He  cannot  choose.  I  am  most  fortunate, 
thus  accidentally  to  encounter  you :  You  have 
ended  my  business,  and  I  will  merrily  accom- 
pany you  home. 

Rom.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell 
j-ou  most  strange  things  from  Rome;  all  tend- 
ing to  the  good  of  their  adversaries.  Have  j'ou 
an  army  ready,  say  j'ou  ? 

Vol.  A  most  royal  one  :  the  centurions,  and 
their  charges,  distinctly  billeted,  already  in 
the  entertainment,!  and  to  be  on  foot  at  an 
hour's  warning. 

Rom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness, 
and  am  the  man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them 
in  present  action.  So,  Sir,  heartily  well  met, 
and  most  glad  of  your  company. 

Vol.  You  take  my  part  froin  me.  Sir ;  I 
h^ve  the  most  cause  to  be  glad  of  yours, 

Rom.  Well,  let  us  go  together.       \^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Antium.— Before  Aufidius' 
House. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  in  mean  Apparel,  disguised 

and  muffled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium :  City, 

'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows ;  many  an  heir 

Of  these  fair  edifices  'fore  my  wars  [not ; 

Have  I  heard  groan,  and  drop :  then  know  me 

Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits,  and  boys  with 

stones, 

'  Countenance.  1  In  pay 

26 


204  CtKRIOLANU 

Enler  a  Cxtizkn. 

Save  you,  Sir. 


I  Act  IV 


Jn  puny  battle  slay  me 

Cit.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 
"Where  great  Aufidius  lies:  Is  he  in  Antium? 

Cil.  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state, 
At  his  house  this  night. 

Cor.  Whicli  is  iiis  house,  'beseech  you  ? 

6Vf.  This,  liere,  l)efore  j'ou. 

Cor.    Thank  you.  Sir  ;  farewell. 

\^Exit  Citizen. 
0,  world,   thy   slippery  turns !    Friends  now 

fast  sworn. 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart. 
Whose  hours,   whose,  bed,  whose   meal,  and 

exercise, 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour, 
On  a  dissention  of  a  doit,*  breakout 
To  bitterest  enmity  :   So,  fellest  foes, 
Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke 

their  sleep 
To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance, 
Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear 

friends. 
And   interjoin  their  issues.     So  with  me: — 
My  birth-place  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 
This  enemy  town. — I'll  enter  : — if  he  slay  me, 
He  does  fair  justice  ;  if  he  give  me  way, 
I'll  do  his  country  service.  \_Exit. 

SCPNE  F.—  Tlit  same.— A  Hall  in  Aufidius' 

House. 

Music  within.    Enter  a  Servant. 

1  Serr.  Wine,  wine,  wine!  Wiiat  service  is 
here!  I  think  our  fellows  are  asleep.  \^Exit. 
Enltr  another  Servant. 

1  Serr.  Where's  Cotus  !  my  master  calls 
for  him.     Cotus  !  [Exit. 

Enter  Coriolanos. 
Cor.   A  goodly  house:  the  feast  smells  well: 
but  1 
Appear  not  like  a  guest. 

Re-enter  the  first  Servant. 

1  Serv.   What  would  you  have,  friend  ? 
Whence  are  you  ?  Here's  no  place  for  you  : 
Pray,  go  to  the  door. 

Cor.  I  have  deserv'd  no  better  entertain- 
In  being  Coriolanus.t  [ment, 

Re-enter  second  Servant. 

2  Sen.  Whence  are  you.  Sir  ?  Has  the  por- 
ter his  eyes  in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance 
to  such  companions  ?};  Pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor.   Away  ! 

2  Serv.    Away  ?  Get  you  away. 

Cor.  Kow  thou  art  troublesome. 

2  Serv.  Arc   you   so  brave  ?   I'll  have  ypu 

talked  with  anon. 

Enter  a  third  Servant.     The  first  meets  him. 

3  Serv.  What  fellow's  this  ? 

1  Serv.    A  strange  one  as  ever  I  look'd  on: 
\  cannot  get  him  out  o'the  house  :    Pr'ythee, 
call  my  master  to  him. 

3  Serv.  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow  ? 
Pray  you,  avoid  the  house. 

Cor.   Let  me  but  stand;  I  will  not  hurt  your 
hearth. 

3  Serv.  What  are  you  ? 


*  A  small  coin. 
Ifavrng  derived  lliat  iiamefrnm  Corioli. 


Fellow' 


Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Serv.   A  marvellous  poor  one. 

Cor.   True,  so  I  am. 

3  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up 
some  other  station ;  here's  no  place  for  you  ; 
pray  you,  avoid :   come. 

Cor.   Follow  your  function,  go  ! 
And  batten*  oncold  bits.     {^Pushes  him  away. 

3  Serv.  What,  will  you  not  ?  Pr'ythee,  tell 
my  master  what  a  strange  guest  he  has  here. 

2  Serv.   And  I  shall.  [Exit. 

3  Serv.  Where  dwellest  thou? 
Cor.   Under  the  canopy. 

3  Sen-.   Under  the  canopy  ? 

Cor.   Ay. 

3  Serv.   What's  that? 

Cor.  I'Ihe  city  of  kites  and  crows. 

3  Serv.  I'the  city  of  kites  and  crows  ? — 
What  an  ass  it  is  ! — Then  thou  dwellest  with 
daws  too  ? 

Cor.  ]Vo,  I  serve  not  thy  master. 

3  Serv.   How,    Sir !    Do  you   meddle  with 
my  master  ? 

Cor.    Ay  ;   'tis  an  honester  service  than  to 
meddle  witli  thy  mistress  : 
Thou  prat'st,   and   prat'st ;    serve   with   thy 
trencher,  hence  !        [Beats  him  away. 

Enler  Aufidius  and  the  second  Servant. 

Auf.  Where  is  this  fellow  ? 

2  Serv.  Here,  Sir  ;  I'd  have  beaten  him  like 
a  dog,  but  for  disturbing  the  lords  within. 

Auf.   Whence  comest  thou  ?  what  wouldest 
thou  ?  Thy  name  ? 
Why  speak'st  not  ?  Speak,  man  :    What's  thy 
name  ? 

Cor.  If,  Tullus,  [Unmuffling. 

Not  yet  thou  know'st  me,  and  seeing  me,  dost 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  necessity  [not 
Commands  me  name  myself. 

Auf.  What  is  thy  name?  [Servants rer/re. 

Cor.  A  name  unmusical  to  the  Volcians' 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine.  [ears, 

Auf.  Say,  what's  thy  name  ? 
Thou  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command   in't ;  though   thy  tackle's 
torn,  [name  ? 

Thou    sow'st   a   noble   vessel :     What's    thy 

Cor.  Prepare  thy  brow  to  frown  :    Know'st 
tiiou  me  yet  I 

Auf.  I  know  thee  not : — Thy  name  ? 

Cor.    My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  hath 
done 
To  thee  particularly'  and  to  all  the  Voices, 
Great  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
My  surname,  Coriolanus  :  The  painful sei-vice, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thankless  country,  are  requited 
But  with  that  surname;  a  good  memoi-y,t 
And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which  thoushould'st  bear  me  :  only  thatnemc 

remains  ; 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forsook  me,  hath  devour'd  the  rest : 
And  sufier'd  me  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop'd  out  of  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth ;  Not  out  of 

hope, 
Mistake  me  not,  to  save  my  life  ;  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  all  the  men  i'the  world 
I  would  have  'voided  thee :  but  in  mere  spite, 
To  be  full  quit  of  those  my  banishers, 
Stand  I  before  thee  here.  Then  if  thou  hast 

+  Feed-  *  Memoiiat 
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A  heart  of  wreak''  in  thee,  that  will  revenge       Yet 
Thine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  stop  those 

niaimst 
Of  shame  seen  througli   thy  countr_v,  speed 

thee  straight. 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn ;  so  use  it, 
That  my  revengeful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  thee  ;  for  I  will  fight 
Against  my  canker'd  country  with  the  spleen 
Of  all  the  undert  fiends.  But  if  so  be 
Thou  dar'st  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more 

fortunes 
Thou  art  tir'd,  then,  in  a  word,  I  also  am 
Longer  to  live  most  weary,  and  piesent 
My  throat  to  thee,  and  to  thy  ancient  malice : 
Which  not  to  cut,  would  show  thee  but  a  fool ; 
Since  I  have  ever  foUow'd  thee  with  hate. 
Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breast ; 
And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  shame,  unless 
It  be  to  do  thee  service. 

Auf.  O,  Marcius,  Marcius, 
Each  word  thou  hast  spoke  hath  weeded  from 

my  heart 
Aroot  of  ancient  envy.     If  Jupiter         [say. 
Should  from  yon  cloud  speak  divine  things,  and 
'  Tis  true  :  I'd  not  believe  tliem  more  than  thee, 
.AH  noble  Marcius. — O,  let  me  twine 
*Mine  arms  about  that  bodj',  where  against 
rtly  grained  ash  an  hundred  times  hath  broke, 
And  scar'd  the  moon  with  splinters !  Here  I 

clip$ 
The  anvil  of  my  sword;  and  do  contest, 
As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love, 
As  €ver4n  ambitious  strength  L  did 
Contend  aganist  thy  valour.  Know  thou  first, 

I  lov'd  the  maid  I  married  ;  never  man 
Sigh'd  truer  breath  ;   but  that  I  see  thee  here, 
Thou  noble  thing !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart, 
Than  when  I  first  my  wedded  mistress  saw 
Bestride  my  threshold.     Why,  thou;  Mais  !  I 

tell  thee, 
We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  pui-pose 
Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  brawu,|| 
Or  lose  mine  arm  for't :  Thou  hast  beat  me 

outif 
Twelve  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  since 
Dreamt  of  encountei-s  'twixt  thyself  and  me  ; 
We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep. 
Unbuckling  helms,  fisting  each  other's  throat. 
And  wedi'd  half  dead  with    nothing.    Worthy 

Marcius, 
Had  we  no  quarrel  else  to  Rome,  but  that 
Thou  art  thence  banish'd,  we  would  muster  all 
From  twelve  to  seventy  ;**  and,  pouring  war 
Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Rome, 
Like  a  bold  flood  o'er  beat.     O,  come,  go  in 
And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  hands  ; 
Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me. 
Who  am  prepar'd  against  your  territories, 
Though  not  for  Rome  itself. 
Cor.  You  bless  me,  gods  ! 
Auf.  Therefore,  most  absolute  Sir,  if  thou 

wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
The  one  half  of  my  commission  ;  and  set  down, 
As  best  thou  artexperienc'd,  since  thouknow'st 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness, — thine 

own  ways  : 
Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  parts  remote; 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.     But  come  in : 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those,  that  shall 
Say,  ysa,  to  thy  desires.  Athousand  welcomes ! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy  ; 
*  Resentment.        t  Injuries.      J  Infernal.     ^Embrace.  I 

II  Arm.  IT  Full.  **  Years  of  age. 
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Marcius,  tliat    was    much     Your   hand! 
most  welcome  ! 

\_Exeunt  Coriolanus  aiid  Aufidius. 

1  Serv.   \_Advancin>^.'\  Here's  a  strange  al- 
teration ! 

2  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have 
strucken  him  with  a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind 
gave  me,  his  clothes  mado  a  false  report  of 
him. 

1  Serv.  What  an  arm  he  has  !  He  turned- 
me  about  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as 
one  would  set  up  a  top. 

2  Serv.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there 
was  something  in  him  :  He  had.  Sir,  a  kind  of 
face,  methought, — I  cannot  tell  liow  to  term  it. 

1  Serv-  He  had  so  !  looking  as  it  were, 

'Would  I  were  hanged,    but  I  thought  there 
was  more  in  him  than  I  could  think. 

2  Sen'.  So  did  I,  I'll  be  sworn  :  He  is  sim- 
ply the  rarest  man  i'the  world. 

1  Serv.  I  think,  he  is:  but  a  greater  soldier 
than  he,  you  wot*  one. 

2  Serv.  Who  ?  my  master  .' 

1  Serv.  Nay,  it's  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Serv.  Worth  six  of  him. 
1  Serv.    Nay,  not  so  neither;  but  i  take  him 

to  be  the  greater  soldier. 

2- Serv.  'Faitli,  look  you,  one  cannot  teW 
how  to  say  that:  for  the  defence  of  a  town,  our 
general  is  excellent. 

1  Ssrv.  Ay,  and  for  an  assault  too. 
Re-enter  third  Servant. 

3  Serv.  O,  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news ;  news^ 
you  rascals. 

1.  2   Serv.  What,  whaf,  Avhat?  let's  partake. 

3  Serv.  I  would  not  be  a  Roman,  of  all  na- 
tions ;  I  had  as  lieve  be  a  condemned  man. 

1.  ^1  Serv.  Wherefoi-e  ?  wherefore  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  here's  he  that  was  wont  to 
thwack  our  general, — Caius  Marcius. 

1  Serv.  Why  do  you  say  thwack  our  general? 
3  Serv.    I  do  not  sav,  thwack  our  general  l 

but  he  was  always  good  enough  for  iiim. 

2  Serv.  Come,  we  are  fellows,  and  friends: 
he  was  ever  too  liard  for  him  ;  I  have  heard 
him  say  so  liimself. 

1  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to 
say  the  truth  on't:  before  Corioli,  he  scotched 
him  and  notched  him  like  a  carbonado.! 

2  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given, 
he  might  have  broiled  and  eaten  liim  too. 

1  Serv.  But,  more  of  thy  news  ? 

3  Serv.  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within, 
as  if  he  were  son  and  heir  to  Mars  :  set  at  up- 
per end  o'the  table  :  no  question  asked  him  by 
any  of  the  senators,  but  they  stand  bald  before 
him  :  Our  general  himself  makes  a  mistress  of 
him:  sanctifies  himself  with's  hand,  and  turns 
up  the  wiiite  o'the  eye  to  his  discourse.  But 
the  bottom  of  the  news  is,  our  general  is  cut 
i'the  middle,  and  but  one  half  of  what  he  was 
yesterday  ;  for  the  other  has  half,  by  the  en- 
treaty and  grant  of  the  whole  table.  He'll  go, 
he  says,  and  sowlet  the  porter  of  Rome  gates 
by  the  ears:-He  will  mow  down  all  before  him, 
and  leave  his  passage  polled. v^ 

2  Serv.  And  he's  as  like  to  do't,  as  any  man 
I  can  imagine. 

3  Serv.  Do't  ?  he  will  do't :  For,  look  you, 
Sir,  he  has  as  many  friends  as  enemies  :  which 
friends,  Sir,  (as  it  were,)  durst  not  (look  you, 
Sir,)  show  themselves  (as  we  term  it,)  his 
friends,  whilst  he's  in  directitude. 

t  Meal  cut  301099  to  be  broiled. . 
Pull.  §  Cut  clear. 
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1   Serv.  Dhectitude  !  what's  that  ? 


3  Serv.  Butwhen  they  shall  see,  Sir,  his  crest 
up  ag^ain,  and  the  man  in  blood,*  they  will  out 
of  their  burrows,  like  conies  after  rain,  and 
revel  all  with  him. 

1  Serv.  But  when  goes  this  forward  ? 
3  Serf.  To-morrow;  to-day;  presently.  You 

shall  have  the  drum  struck  up  this  afternoon : 
'tis,  as  it  were,  a  parcel  t  of  their  feast,  and  to 
be  executed  ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv.  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring 
world  again.  This  peace  is  nothing,  but  to 
rust  iron,  increase  tailors,  and  breed  ballad- 
makers. 

1  Serv.  Let  me  have  war,  say  I ;  it  exceeds 
peace,  as  far  as  day  does  night;  it's  spritely, 
walking  audible,  and  full  of  vent.]:  Peace  is 
a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy:  mulled,iiS  deaf, 
sleepy,  insensible  ;  a  getter  of  more  bastard 
children  than  war's  a  destroyer  of  men. 

2  Serv.  'Tis  so  :  and  as  wars,  in  some  sort, 
may  be  said  to  be  a  ravisher  ;  so  it  cannot  be 
denied,  but  peace  is  a  great  maker  of  cuck- 
olds. 

1   Serv.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  an- 
other. 

3  Serv.  Reason;  because  they  then  less  need 
one  another.  The  wars  for  my  money.  I 
hope  to  see  Romans  as  cheap  as  Volcians.  t 
They  are  rising,  they  are  rising. 

All.  In,  in,  in,  in.  '  Exeunt. 

SCENE  VI.— Rome.— A  public  Place. 
Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Sic.  We  hear  not  of  him,    neither  need   we 
fear  him  ; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i'the  present  peace 
And  quietness  o'the  people,  which  before 
Were  in  wild  hurry.     Here  do   we  make   his 
friends  [had. 

Blush,  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather 
Though  they  themselves  did  suffer  by't,  behold 
Dissentious  numbers  pestering  streets,   than 


CORIOLAiXUS.  I  Act  IF. 

Sir.  Live,  and  thrive  ! 

Bru.  Farcwelli  kind  neighboins  :  wo  wish'd 
Coriolanns 
Hadiov'dyou  as  we  did. 

Cit.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  ! 

Both  Tri.  Farewell,  farewell, 

[Exeunt  Citizens. 

Sic.  This  is   a   happier  and   more  comely 
time, 
Than  when  these  fellows  ran  about  tlic  streets. 
Crying,  Confusion. 

Bru.  Caius  Marcius  was 
A  worthy  officer  i'the  war  ;  but  insolent, 
O'ercome  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  think- 
Self-loving, [ing. 

Sic.  And  affecting  one  sole  throne. 
Without  assistance.* 

Men.  I  think  not  so. 

Sic.  We  sliculd  by  this,  to  all  our  lamenta- 
tion. 
If  he  had  gone  forth  consul,  found  it  so. 

Bru.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and 
Sits  safe  and  still  without  him.  [Rome 


[going 
shops,  and 


Is   this 


Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Enter  Menenius. 


Bru.  We  stood  to't  in  good  time 

Menenius  ? 

Sic.  'Tis  he,  'tis  he :  0,   he  is   grown   most 

Oflate.— Hail.  Sir!  '  [kind 

Men.  Hail  to  you  both  ! 

Sic.  YourCoriolanus,  Sir  is  not  much  miss'd, 

But  with  his  friends ;  the  common-wealth  doth 

stand ; 
And  so  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 
Men.  All's  well ;  and  might  have  been  much 
better,  if 
He  could  have  temporiz'd. 
Sic.  Where  is  he,  hear  you  ? 
Men.  Nay,  I  hear  nothing;  his  mother  and 
his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  Three  or  Four  Citizens. 

Cit.  The  gods  preserve  you  both ! 

Sic.  Good-e'en  our  neighbours. 

Rru.  Good-e'en  to  you  all,  good-e'en  to  you 

all 
1  Cit.  Ourselves,  our  wives,   and  children, 

on  our  knees. 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 


Vigour. 
,  Rumour. 


t  Part 

5.  SofteneiJ. 


Enter  ^dile. 

^d.  Worthy  tribunes. 
There  is  a  slave  whom  we  have  put  in  prison, 
Keports,^-the  Voices  with  two  several  power? 
Are  entered  in  the  Roman  territories  ; 
And  with  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  before  them. 

Men.  'Tis  Aufidius, 
Who,  healing  of  our  Marcius'  banishment, 
Thrusts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world: 
Which  were  inshell'd,  when  Marcius  stood  t 

for  Rome, 
And  durst  notonce  peep  out. 

Sic.  Come,  what  talk  you 
Of  Marcius? 

Bru.  Go  seethisrumourerwhipp'd.     Itcan- 
not  be. 
The  Voices  dare  break  with  us. 

Men.  Cannot  be  ! 
We  have  record,  that  very  well  it  can; 
Arid  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.     But  reason  i  with  the  fellow. 
Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  this  : 
Lest  you  should  chance  to  whip  your  informa- 
tion. 
And  beat  the  messenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me  : 
I  know  this  cannot  be. 

Bru.  Not  possible. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  The  nobles  in  great  earnestness,  are 
going 
All  to  the  senate  house  :  some  news  is  come. 
That  turns  ^  their  countenances. 

Sic.  'Tis  this  slave  ; — 
Go  whip  him  'fore  the  people's  eyes : — his  rais- 
Nothing  but  his  report !  [ing  ! 

Mess.  Yes,  worthy  Sir, 
The  slave's  report  is  seconded  ;  and  more. 
More  fearful  is  deliver'd. 

Sic.  What  more  fearful  ? 

Mess.  It  is  spoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths, 
(How  probable,  I  do  not  know,)  that  Marcius, 
join'd  with  Aufidius,    leads  a  power  'gainst 

Rome ; 
And  vows  revenge  as  spacious,  as  between 
The  young'st  and  oldest  thing. 


*  Suffrag 
t  Talk. 


f  Stood  up  ID  its  defence' 
§  Changes. 


■Scene  T//.] 

!iic.  This  is  most  likely  ! 

Bru.  Rais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  sort  may 
Good  Marcius  homo  ag-ain.  [wish 

.Sic.  The  very  trirli  on't. 

Men.  This  is  unlikely  : 
He  and  Aufidius  can  no  more  atone," 
Than  violentest  contrariety. 

Enter  another  Messenger. 

Mess.  You  are  sent  for  to  the  senate  : 
A  fearful  anny,  led  by  Caius  Marcius, 
Associated  with  Aufidius,  rag'es 
Upon  our  territories  ;  and  have  already, 
O'erborne  their  way,  consum'd  with   fire,  and 
What  lay  before  them.  [took 

Enter  Comimus. 

Com.  O,  you  have  made  good  work  ! 

Men.  What  news  ?  what  news  ? 

Cont.  You  have   holp   to  ravish   your   own 
daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates  ; 
To    see    your    wives    dishonour'd    to    your 
noses ; 

Meji.  What's  the  news  ?  what's  the  news  ? 

Com.  Your  temples  burn'd  in  their  cement; 
and 
Your  franchises,  whereon  3-ou  stood,  confin'd 
Into  an  augre's  bore.t 

Men.  Pray  now  your  news  ? — 
You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me  : — Pray, 

jour  news ? 
If  Marcius  should  be  join'd  with  Volcians, — 

Com.  If! 
He  is  their  god  ;  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  shapes  man  better :  and  they  follow  him. 
Against  us  brats,  with  no  less  confidence, 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butchers  killing  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work, 
You  and  your  apron  men  ;  you  that  stood  so 
Upon  tlie  voice  of  occupation, t  and        [much 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters  ! 

Com.  He  will  shake 
Your  Rome  about  your  ears. 

Men    As  Hercules 
Did  shake  down  mellow  fruit :  You  have  made 
•  fair  work  ! 

Bru.  But  is  this  true,  Sir  ? 

Com.  Ay  ;  and  you'll  look  pale 
Before  you  find  it  other.     All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt  ;§  and,  who  resist. 
Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ifnorance. 
And  perish  constant  fools.  Who  is't  can  blame 

him  ? 
Your  enemies,  and  his,  find  something  in  him, 

Men.  We  ate  all  undone,  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  shall  ask  it  ? 
The  tribunes  cannot  do't  for  shame;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him,  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  shepherds  :  for  his  best  friends, 

if  they  [even 

Should  say,  Be  goodXo  Rome,  they  charg'd  him 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deserv'd  his  hate. 
And  therein  show'dlike  enemies. 

Men.  'Tis  true: 
If  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
That  should  consume  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  sAy,' Beseech  you,  cease. — You  have  made 

fair  hands. 
You,  and  your  crafts  !  you  have  crafted  fair ! 

■■■•  Unite. 

+  A  small  round  hole,  an  augre  is  a  carpenier's  tool. 

t  Mechanic?.  §  RevoU  with  pleasnre. 
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Com.  You  have  brouglit 
A  trembling  upon  Rome,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Tri.   Say  not  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How  !  Was  it  we  .'  We  lov'd  him  ;  but, 
like  beasts,  [ters. 

And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  to  your  clus- 
Who  did  lioot  him  out  o'the  city. 

Com.  But,  1  fear. 
They'll  roar  him  in  again.     TuUus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer  : — Desperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  strength,  and  defence, 
Tiiai  Rome  Ccin  make  against  tiieni. 

Enter  a  Troop  o/Citizens. 

Men.  Here  come  the  clusters. — 
And  is  Aufidius  with  him  1 — You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholesome,    when   yoki 

cast 
Your  stinking,  greasy  caps  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he's  coming; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head. 
Which  will  not  prove  a  whip  ;  as    many    cox« 

combs, 
As  you  threw  caps  up,  will  he  tumble  down, 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.  'Tis  no  matter  ; 
If  he  could  burn  us  all  into  one  coal, 
W'e  have  deserv'd  it. 

at.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

1  Cit.  For  mine  own  part. 

When  I  said,  banish  him,  I  said  'twas  pity. 

2  Cit.  And  so  did  I. 

3  Cit.  And  so  did  I ;  and,  to  say  the  truth 
so  did  veiy  many  of  us  :  That  we  did,  we  did 
for  the  best :  and  though  we  willingly  consent- 
ed to  his  banishment,  yet  it  was  against  our 
will. 

Com.   You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices ! 
Men.  You  have  made 
Good  work,  you  and  your  cry  !* — Shall  us  to 
the  Capitol  ? 
Com.  O,  ay ;  what  else  ? 

lExeunt  Com.  and  Men. 
Sic.  Go,  masters,  get  you  home,  be  not  dis- 
may'd  ; 
These  are  a  side  that  would  be   glad  to.  have 
This  true,  which  they  so  seem  to  fear.     Go 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear.  [home, 

1  Cit.  The  gods  be  good  to  us  !  Come,  mas- 
ters, let's  home.  I  ever  said,  we  were  i'the 
wrong,  when  we  banished  him. 

2  Vit.  So  did  we  all.     But  come,  let's  home. 

lE.xeuni  Citizens. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news.* 
Sic.  Nor  I. 

Bru.   Let's  to  the  Capitol:— Would,   half 
my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  lor  a  lie  .' 

Sic.  Pray,  let  us  go.  iExeunl. 

SCENE  VII. — A  Camp  at  a  small  distance 
from  Rome 

Enter  Aitfidius,  and  his  Lieutenant. 

Auf.  Do  they  still  fly  to  the  Roman  ? 

Lieu.  I  do  not  know  wliat  witchcraft's  in 
him ;  but 
Your  soldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end  ; 
And  you  are  darken'd  in  this  action,  Sir, 
Even  by  your  own. 

■  Pack,  alhicling  (0  a  pack  of  houndf. 
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Auf.  I  cannot  lielp  it  now ; 
Unless,  by  using  means,  I  lametlie  foot 
Of  our  design.    He  bears  liimself  more  proud- 

lier 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thouglit  he  would, 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him  :  Yet  his  nature 
In  that's  no  challenging ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu.  Yet  I  wish,  Sir, 
(I  mean  for  your  particular,)  you  had  not 
join'd  in  commission  with  liim :  but  either 
Had  borne  the  action  of  yourself,  or  else 
To  him  had  left  it  solely. 

Auf.  I  understand  thee  well ;   and  be  thou 

sure,  [not 

When  he  shall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows 
What  I  can  urge  against  him.     Although  it 

seems. 
And  so  he  thinks,  and  is  no  less  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eye,  that  he  bears  all  things 

fairly,       '  [state ; 

And   shows  good  husbandry  for  the  Volcian 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword  :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That,  which  shall  break  his  neck,  or  hazard 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account.         [mine. 


GORIOLANUS.  lAd  V. 

But  what  o'that  ?  Go,  you  that  banish'd  him, 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  kneel 
Tile  way  into  his  mercy  :  Nay,  if  he  coy'd* 
To  hear  Cominius  speak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  He  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men.  Do  you  hear  ? 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  rae  by  my 
name : 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to  :  forbad  all  names  ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless, 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himself  a  name  i'the  fire 
Of  burning  Rome. 

Men.  Why,  so;  you  have  made  good  work; 
A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'dt  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap  :  A  noble  memory  !t 

Com.  I  minded  him,    how  royal  'twas  to 
pardon 
When  it  was  less  expected :  He  replied, 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
To  one  whom  they  had  punish'd. 

Men.  Very  well : 
Could  he  say  less  ? 

Com.  I  offer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For  his  private  friends  ;  His  answer  to  me  was 


Lieu.    Sir,  I  beseech  you,  think   you  he'll  iHe  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 


carry  Rome ' 


I  Of  noisome,  musty  chaff:  He  said,  'twas  folly. 


Axif.   All  places  yield  to  him   ere  he   sits  |  For  one  pocj-  grain  or  two,  to  leave  unburnt. 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his  :         [down  ;  |  And  still  to  nose  the  offence. 
The  senators,  and  patricians,  love  him  too  :      |      Men.  For  one  poor  grain 
The  tribunes  are  no  soldiers  ;  and  their  people  j  Or  two  ?  I  am  one  of  those  ;  his  mother,  wife. 


Will  be  as  rash  in  the  repeal,  as  hasty 

To   expel   him   thence.     I  think,  he'll  be  to 

Rome, 
As  is  the  osprey*  to  the  fish  who  takes  it 
By  sovereignty  of  nature.     First  he  was 
A  noble  servant  to  them  ;  but  he  could  not 
Carry  his  honours  even  :  whether  'twas  pride. 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man;  whether  defect  of  judgment, 
To  fail  in  the  disposing  of  those  chances 
Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature, 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  the  casquet  to  the  cushion, |  but  com- 
manding peace 
Even  with  the  same  austerity  and  garb 
As  he  controll'd  the  war ;  but,  one  of  these, 
(As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all,  not  all,^ 
For  I  dare  so  far  free  him,)  made  him  fear'd, 
So  hated,  and  so  banish'd :  But  he  has  a  merit, 
To  choke  it  in  their  utterance.     So  our  virtues 
Lie  in  tlie  interpretation  of  the  time  : 
And  power,  unto  itself  most  commendable. 
Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  chair 
To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 
One  fire  drives  out  one  fire;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 
Rights  by  rights  fouler,  strengths  by  strengths 
do  fail.  [thine. 

Come,   let's  away.     When,    Caius,  Rome   is 
Thou  art  poor'st  of  all ;  then  shortly  art  thou 
mine.  [Exexmt. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I— Rome.— A  Public  Place. 

Enter  MEUEfiivs,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus, 
and  others. 

Men.  No,  I'll  not  go :  you  hear,  what  he 

hath  said,  [him 

Which  was  sometime  his  genereil ;  who  lov'd  : 

In   a  most   dear   particular.     He  call'd  me, 

father : 

'*  An  eagle  ihi»  preys  on  fish.  t  Helmet. 

J  The  chair  of  civil  authority. 
?  Not  all  in  their  full  extent. 


His  child,  and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are 

tlie  grains  : 
You  are  the  musty  chaff;  and  you  are  smelt 
Above  tlie  moon :  We  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  patient:  If  you  refuse 

your  aid 

In  this  so  never-heeded  help,  yet  do  not  [you 

Upbraid  us   with  our  distress.    But,   sure  if 

Would  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good 

tongue 
More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  make. 
Might  stop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No;  I'll  not  meddle. 

Sic.  I  pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  should  I  do  ? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Rome  towards  Marcius.  * 

Men.  Well,  and  say  tliat  Marcius 
Return  me,  as  Cominius  is  return'd. 
Unheard  ;  what  then  ? — 
But  as  a  discont^ited  friend,  grief-shot 
With  his  unkindness  ?  Say't  be  so  ? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good  will 
Must  have  that  thanks  from  Rome,  after  the 

measure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  I'll  undertake  it : 
I  think,  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  bis  lip. 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius,  much  unheartsme. 
He  was  not  taken  well;  he  liad  not  din'd  : 
The  veins  unfill'd,  the  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive  ;  but  when  we  have  stuff 'd 
These  pipes  and   these  conveyances  of  our 

blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  fasts:    therefore  I'll 

watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request. 
And  then  I'll  set  upon  him. 

Bru.  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kind- 
And  cannot  lose  your  way.  [ness, 

)'  Condescended  unwillingly.    +  Harassed  by  exactions. 
t  iMemorial. 


Scene  //.]  GORIOLANUS 

Men.  Good  faith,  I'll  prove  him, 
Speed  how   it  will.     I  shall,    ere   long  have 

knowledge, 
Of  my  success.  \_Exit. 

Com.  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic.  Not? 

Com.  I  tell  you,  he  does  sit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  burn  Rome  ;  and  his  injury 
The  jailer  to  his  pity.  1  kneel'd  before  him? 
'Twas  vei-y  faintly  he  said.  Rise;  dismiss'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  speechless  hand :  What  he 
would  do,  [not, 

He  sent  in  writing  after  me;  what  he  could 
Bound  with  an  oath,  to  yield  to  liis  conditions ; 
So,  that  all  hope  is  vain. 
Unless  his  noble  mother,  and  his  wife  ; 
Who,  as  I  hear,  mean  to  solicit  him  [hence, 
For  mercy  to  his  country.  Therefore,  let's 
And  with  our  fair  entreaties  haste  them  on. 

[^EreunL 

SCENE  II.— An  advanced  Post  ofllie  Volcian 
Camp,  before  Rome.  The  Guard  at  their 
Stations. 

Enter  to  them,  Menenius. 

1  G.  Stay  :  Whence  are  you  ? 

2  G.   Stand,  and  go  back. 
Men.  You  guard  like  men ;  'tis  well ;  But, 

by  your  leave, 
I  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

1  G.  From  whence  ? 

Men.  From  Rome. 

1  G.  You  may  not  pass,  you  must  return  : 

our  general 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  G.  You'll  see  your  Rome  embrac'd  with 

fire  before 
You'll  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men.  Good  my  friends. 
If  you  have  heard  your  general  talk  of  Rome, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots*  to  blanks, 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears  :   it  is  Mene- 
nius. 
1  G.  Be  it  so;  go  back  :   the  virtue  of  your 
Is  not  hei-e  passable.  [name 

Men.  I  tell  thee,  fellow , 
Thy  general  is  my  lover  :t  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  good  acts,  whence  men  have 

read 
His  fame  unparallel'd,  haply,  amplified  ; 
For  I  have  ever  verified):  my  friends, 
(Of  whom  he's  chief,)   with  all  tlie  size  that 
verity^  [times. 

Would    without    lasping  suffer:    nay,  some- 
Like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle||  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw;  and  in  his 

praise 
Have  almost,  stamp'd  the  leasing  :^  There- 
fore, fellow, 
I  must  have  leave  to  pass. 

1  G.  'Faith,  Sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies 
in  his  behalf,  as  you  have  uttered  words  in 
your  own,  you  should  not  pass  here:  no,  though 
it  were  as  virtuous  to  lie,  as  to  live  chastely. 
Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  Pr'ythee,  fellow,  remember  my  name 
is  Menenius,  always  factionary  on  the  party  of 
your  general. 

2  G.  Howsoever  you  have  been  his  liar,  (as 
you  say,  you  have,)  I  am  one  that,  telling  true 
under  him,  must  saj',  you  cannot  pass.  There- 
fore, go  back. 


209 


*  Prizes. 

()  Truth. 


t  Fiiend. 
I!  Deceilful. 


X  Proved  (0- 
•^  J.ip. 


Men.   Has  he  dined,  can'st  thou  tell  ?   for  I 
would  not  speak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 
1   G.  You  are  a  Roman,  arc  you  ? 
Men.  I  am  as  th}'  general  is. 

1  G.  Then  you  should  hate  Rome,  as  he 
does.  Can  you,  when  you  have  puslied  out 
your  gates  the  very  defender  of  them,  and,  in 
a  violent  popular  ignorance,  given  yourenemy 
yom-  shield,  think  to  front  his  revenges  with 
the  easy  groans  of  old  women,  the  virginal 
palms  of  your  daughters,  or  with  the  palsied 
intercession  of  such  a  decayed  datant*  as  you 
seem  to  be  ?  Can  you  think  to  blow  out  the 
intended  fire  your  city  is  ready  to  flame  in, 
with  such  weak  breath  as  this  ?  No,  you  are 
deceived;  therefore,  back  to  Rome,  and  pre 
pare  for  your  execution :  you  are  condemned, 
our  general  has  sworn  you  out  of  reprieve  and 
pardon. 

Men.  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were 
here,  he  would  use  me  with  estimation. 

2  G.   Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not. 
Men.  I  mean,  thy  general. 
1  G.  My  general  cares  not  for  you.     Back, 

I  say,  go,  lest  I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of 
blood  ; — back, — that's  the  utmost  of  your  hav- 
ing : — back. 

3Ten.  Nay,  but  fellow,  fellow, 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Aufidius. 

Cor.  AVhat's  the  matter  ? 

Men.  Now,  you  companion,!  I'll  say  an  er- 
rand for  you ;  you  shall  know  now  that  I  am 
in  estimation;  you  shall  perceive  thata  Jackt 
guardant  cannot  office  me  from  my  son  Corio- 
lanus :  guess,  but  by  my  entertainment  with 
him,  if  thou  stand'st  not  i'the  state  of  hanging, 
or  of  some  death  more  long  in  spectatorship, 
and  crueller  in  suffi^ring ;  behold  now  present- 
ly, and  swoon  for  what's  to  come  upon  thee. — 
The  glorious  gods  sit  in  hourly  synod  about  thy 
particular  prosperity,  and  love  thee  no  worse 
than  thy  old  father  Menenius  does .'  O,  my 
SQn  !  my  son  !  thou  art  preparing  fire  for  us ; 
look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was 
hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee  ;  but  being  as- 
sured, none  but  myself  could  move  thee,  I  have 
been  blown  out  of  your  gates  with. sighs;  and 
conjure  thee  to  pardon  Rome,  and  thy  peti- 
tionary countrymen.  The  good  gods  assuage 
thy  wrath,  and  turn  the  dregs  of  it  upon  this 
varlet  here ;  this,  who,  like  a  block,  hath  de- 
nied my  access  to  thee. 

Cor.   Away  ! 

Men.   How  away  ? 

Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.    My 
affairs 
Are  servanted  to  others  :  Thougli  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remission  lies 
In  Volcian   breasts!     That  we  have  been  fa- 
miliar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Than   pity  note   how  much. — Therefore,  be 

gone. 
Mine  cars  against  your  suits  are  stronger,  than 
Your  gates   against   my  force.     Yet,    for§  I 

lov'd  thee, 
Take  this  along ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake, 

[  Gives  a  Letter. 
And  would  have  sent  it.     Another  word,  Me- 
nenius, [dius^ 
I  will  not  liear  thee  speak. — This  man,  Aufi- 
Was  my  beloved  in  Rome :  yet  thoubehold'st— 

Auf.  You  keep  a  constant  temper. 

^Exeunt  Coriolanus  a7id  Aufid. 
•   Pnat&'-l.    -Fellow.    tJ'cfc  in  office.    ^  Pccause 
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1  G.  Now,  Sir,  is  your  name  Mcnenius. 

2  G.  'Tis  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power: 
You  know  the  way  home  again. 

1  G.   Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shent*  for 
keeping  your  greatness  back  ? 

2  G.  What  cause,  do  you  think,   I  have  to 

swoon  ? 
Men.  I  neither  care  for  the  world,  nor  your 
general:  for  such  things  as  you,  I  can  scarce 
think  there's  any,  you  are  so  slight.  He  that 
hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself,  fears  it  not  from 
another.  Let  your  general  do  his  worst.  For 
you,  be  that  you  are,  long  ;  and  your  misery- 
increase  with  your  age  !  1  say  to  you,  as  1  was 
said  to.  Away  !  \^Exit. 

1  G.  A  noble  follow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  G.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general :  He 
is  the  rock,  the  oak  not  to  be  wind-shaken. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— The  Tent  of  Coriolanus. 

Eiiter  CoRioLANUs,  Aufidius,  and  others. 

Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to- 
morrow 
Set  down  our  host — My  parner  in  this  action, 
You  must  report  to  the   Volcian  lords,  how 
I  have  borne  this  business.  [plainly! 

Auf.  Only  their  ends 
You  have  respected;  stopp'dyour  ears  against 
The  general  suit  of  Rome  ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  them  sure  of  you. 

Cor.  This  last, old  man,  [Rome, 

Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  sent  to 
Lov'd  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father ; 
Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.     Their  latest  refuge 
Was  to  send  him:  for  whose  old  love,  I  have 
(Though  I  show'd  sourly  to  him,)  once  more 

ofler'd 
The  first  conditions,  which  they  did  refuse. 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only. 
That  thought  he  could  do  moi-e  ;  a  very  little 
I  have  yielded  to  :  Fresh  embassies,  and  siuts. 
Nor  from  the  state,  nor  private  friends,  here- 
after 
Will  I  lend  ear  to. — Ha !  what  shout  is  this  1 

[Shout  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  same  time  'tis  made  ?  I  will  not. — 
Enter  inmourning  habits,  Vikgilia,  Volumnia, 

leading    young    Marcius,    Valeria,    and 

Attendants. 
My  wife  comes  foremost ;   then  the  honour'd 

mould 
Wherein  this  tiimkwas  fram'd,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grand-child  to  her  blood.    But,  out,  affec- 
tion ! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break  ! 
Let  it  be  virtuous,  to  be  obstinate. —       [eyes 
What  is  that  curt'sy  worth  ?    or  those  doves' 
Which  can  make  gods  forsworn  ? — I  melt,  and 
am  not  [bows ; 

Of  stronger  earth  than  others. — My  mother 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  should 
In  supplication  nod  :  and  my  young  boy 
Hath  an  aspect  of  intercession,  which 
Great  nature  cries,  Deny  not. — Let  the  Voices 
Plough  Rome,  and  harrow  Italy  ;  I'll  never 
Be  such  a  goslingt  to  obey  instinct ;  but  stand, 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himself, 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

Fir.  My  lord  and  husband  ! 

Cor.  These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  in 
Rome. 

;  A  young  Eoo^. 
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Vir.  The  sorrow,  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd 
Makes  you  think  so. 

Cor.  Like  a  dull  actor  now, 
1  have  forgot  my  part,  and  1  am  out. 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace.    Best  of  my  flesh, 
Forgive  my  tyranny  ;  but  do  not  say. 
For  that.  Forgive  our  Romans. — O,  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  my  revenge  !  [kiss 
Now  by  the  jealous  queen*  of  heaven,  that 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear  ;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  since. — You  gods  i  1  prate, 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  unsaluted  :  Sink,  my  knee,  i'the  earth  ; 

[Kneels. 
Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impression  show 
Than  that  of  common  sons. 

Vol.   O,  stand  up  bless'd  ! 
Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flint, 
1  kneel  before  thee  ;  and  unproperly, 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  the  while 
Between  the  child  aad  parent.  [Kneels. 

Cor.    What  is  this  .' 
Your  knees  to  me  .'  to  your  corrected  son  1 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillip  the  stars ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  'gainst  tiie  fiery  sun  ; 
Murd'ring  impossibility,  to  make 
What  cannot  be,  slight  work. 

Vol.    Thou  art  my  warrior ; 
I  holp  to  frame  thee.   Do  you  know  this  lady  ? 

Cor.   The  noble  sister  of  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Rome  ;  chaste  as  the  icicle. 
That's  curded  by  the  frost  from  purest  snow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple  :  Dear  Valeria  ! 

Vol.  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours, 
Which  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time 
May  show  like  all  yourself. 

Cor.  The  god  of  soldiers, 
With  the  consent  of  supreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  nobleness  ;  that  thou  may'st 

prove 
To  shame  invulnerable,  and  stick  i'the  wars 
Like  a  great  sea-mark,  standing  every  flaw,t 
And  saving  those  that  eye  thee  ! 

Vol.    Your  knee,  Sirrah. 

Cor.  That's  my  brave  boy. 

Vol.  Even  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  my- 
Are  suitors  to  you.  [self. 

Cor.   I  beseech  you,  peace : 
Or,  if,  you'd  ask,  remember  this  before  ; 
The  things,   I   have   forsworn  to  grant   ma\ 

never 
Be  held  by  your  denials.   Do  not  bid  me 
Dismiss  my  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
Again  with  Rome's  mechanic's: — Tell  me  not 
Wherein  I  seem  unnatural :  Desire  not 
To  allay  my  rages  and  revenges,  with 
Your  colder  reasons. 

Vol-   O,  no  more,  no  more  ! 
You  have  said,  you  w  ill  not  grant  us  any  thing; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask,  but  that 
Which  you  deny  already  :  Yet  we  will  ask  ; 
That,  if  you  fail  in  our  request,  the  blame  [us. 
May  hang  upon  your  hardness :  therefore  hear 

Cor-  Aufidius,  and  you  Voices,  mark ;  for 

we'll  [request? 

Hear  nought  from  Rome   in  private. — Your 

Vol.   Should  we  be   silent  and  not  speak, 
our  raiment. 
And  state  of  bodies  would  bewrayt  what  life 
We  have  led  since  thy  exile.    Think  with  thy 

self. 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither  :  since  that  thy  sight  which 
should 
'   liinc-  fnnitjs'orm  t  Betray 
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Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance 

with  oomlorts. 
Constrains  them  weep,    and  shakv<^  with  fcai 

and  sorrow  ; 
Making-  thy  mother,  wife,  and  child  to  see 
The  son,  the  hiisbanil,  and  the  father,  tearinj; 
His  coiuitry's  bawel"s  out.     And  to  poor  we, 
Thine  enmity's  most  capital  :    thou  burr'st  us 
Our  pravers  tc  tlie  gods,  whicli  is  a   comtbrt 
Tiirtt  all  but  we  enjov  :  lor  how  can  we, 
Alas  !  how  can  we  for  out  country  pray. 
Whereto   we    are   bound;  together    with  thy 
victory,  [los( 

W'htreto  we  are  hound?  Alack  !  or  we  musi 
The  country,  oar  dear  nurse  ;  or  else  thy  per- 
son. 
Our  comfort  in  the  country      We  must  find 
An  evident  calamity,  thou'fh  we  h;id       [thou 
Our  «ish,wh'ch  aide  should  win;  for  either 
Must,  as  a  for^iL,--!!  recreant,  be  led 
Willi  manacles  thr:iugh  uur  sirepts,  or  else 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin  ; 
A'ld  bear  the  palm,  for  haviu:;  oravely  shed 
Thy  wife  ai,d  cliildren's  blood.     For  myself, 
I  purpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune,  till         [son, 
These  wars  determine  :♦  if  1  cannot  persuade 

thee 
Rather  to  show  a  nobler  grace  to  both  parts, 
Than  seek  the  end  of  one. thou  shalt  no  sooner 
March  to  assault  thy  coiuitry,  than  to  tread, 
(Trust  to't,   thou  shalt  not,)  on    thy  mother's 
That  brought  thee  to  tliis  world,  [womb, 

Vir.   Ay,  and  on  mine. 
That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your 
Living  to  time  [name 

Boy.   He  shall  not  tread  on  me  ;  [tight. 

I'll   run   away,  till  I  am  bigger,  but  then   I'll 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tenderness  to  be. 
Requires  norcliild  nor  woman's  face  to  see. 
I  have  sat  too  long.  [Rising. 

Voi.  JVay  go  not  from  us  thus. 
If  it  were  so,  that  our  request  did  tend 
To  save  the  Romans,  thereby  to  destroy 
The  Voices   whom  you  serve,  you  might  con- 
demn us, 
As  poisonous  of  your  honour:  No  ;  our  suit 
Is,  that  you  reconcile  them  ;   while  the  Voices 
May  say.  This  nurcy  ive  have  show'd;  the  Ro- 
mans, 
Thiswereceiv'd;  and  each  in  either  side 
Give  the  a!l-hail  to  thee,  and  cry    Be  blts&'d 
For  making  vp  this  peace!    Thou  know'st, 

great  son. 
The  end  of  war's  uncertain  ;  but  this  certain, 
That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  tlie  benefit 
Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap, is  such  a  name, 
Whose  repetition  «'ill  he  dogg'd  with  curses  ; 
Whose  chronicle  thus  writ,  Thernan  was  noble, 
Bui  with  his  last  nttempt  he  wip'd  it  out; 
.Destroyed  his  counti-y  ;  and  his  name  remains 
To  the  ensuing  age,abhorr'd.  Speak  to  me. son  : 
Thou  hast  aflTecte.l  the  fine  strains!  of  honour, 
To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods  ; 
To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheekso'  the  air, 
And  yet  to  charge  thy  sulphur  with  a  bolt 
That  should  but  rive  an  oak.     Why  dost  not 

speak  ? 
Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 
Still  to  remember  wrongs.-' — Daugliter  speak 
you  :  [boy  : 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping. —  Speak  thou, 
Perhaps,  thy  childishness  will  move  him  more 
Than   can  our  reasons. — There  is  no  man  in 
the  world  [prate. 

More  bound  to  his  mother ;  yet  here  he  lets  me 
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Like  one  i'  the  stocks.  Thou  hast  never  in  thy 
■ihow<l  thy  dear  inothrr  any  courtesy  ;  [life 
*Vlien   she   (poor  hen  !)  fond    of  no    second 

brood 
Has  cliickM  thee  to  the  wars,  and  safely  home, 
Loaden  with   honour.      Say,  my  request's  un- 
just, 
And  spurn  me  back:   But,  if  it  be  not  so, 
Thou  art  not  honest ;  and  the  gods  will  plague 

thee. 
That  thou  restrain'st  from  me  the  duty,whicU 
I'd  a  mother's  part  belonss — He  turns  away: 
Down,  ladies  ;    let    us    shame    him  with  our 

knees 
To  his  surname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride. 
Than  pity  to  our  prayers.  Dov%n  ;  an  end: 
fhis  is  tue  last  ; — So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 
And   die  among   our   neighbours — Nay,  be- 
hold us: 
This  boy.tl  at  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have, 
But  kneels,  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowship, 
Does  reason  our  petition  with  more   strength 
Than  thou  hast  to  deny't. — Come,  let  us  go: 
This  fellow  had  a  Volcian  to  his  mother; 
His  wife  is  in  f 'orioii,  and  his  child 
Like  him  by  chance:— Yet    give  us  our  des- 
1  am  hush'd  until  our  city  be  afire,       [patch; 
And  then  I'll  s-peak  a  little. 
Cor  O  mother,  mother! 

[Holding  VoLUMNiA  by  the  hands,  silent. 
What  have  you  done  ?     Behold,  the  heavens 

do  ope. 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  scene 
They  laugh  at.     O  my  mother,  mother!  O! 
You  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome  : 
But,  for  your  son, — believe  it,  O,  believe  it, 
Most  dangerously  you  have  w  ith  him  prevail'd 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him.  But,  let  it  come: — 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.     Now,  good  An- 
tidins,  [heard 

Were  you   in  my  stead,  say,  would  you  have 
A  mother  less  .'  or  granted  less,  Aufidius  .' 
'^iif  I  was  mov'd  withal. 
Cor.  I  dare  he  sworn,  you  were: 
And,  Sir,  it  is  no  little  thing,  to  mpke 
Mi.ie  eyes  to  sweat  compassion.  But,  good  Sir, 
\Vhat  peace  you'll  make,  advise  me  ;  For  raj 
part,  [you, 

I'll  not  to  Rome,  I'll  back  with  you  ;  and  pray 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause.— O  mother  !  wife! 
£u/.  I  am   glad,    thou  hast  set  thy  mercy 
and  thy  honour 
At  difference  m  thee :  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myself  a  former  fortune  [«?«rfe, 

[The  ladies  make  signs  to  Coriolanus. 
Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by; 

[To  VoLUMNIA,    VlRGILSA,  4^6. 

But  we  will  nrink  together ;  and  you   shall 

bear 
A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we, 
On  iikc  conditions,  will  have  connter-seal'd. 
Come,  enter  with  us.     Ladie.?,  you  deserve 
Te  have  a  temple  built  you:  all  iheswoids 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  aims, 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.        [Exeunt 

SCEJYE  IV.— Rome.— ,1  public  Place. 
Enter  Menenius  ««d  Sicinips. 

Men.  Sec  you  yond'  coign*  o'  the  Capitol: 
yond'  corner  stone .'' 

Sic.   Why,  what  of  that  ? 

.Men.  If  it  he  possible  for  you  to  displace  it 
with  your  little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the 

*  Aus'Ie- 
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ladies  of  Rome,  espccinlly  his  mother,  may 
prevail  witii  him.  But  I  say,  there  is  no  liope 
iii'f ;  our  throats  are  sentencoil,  and  stay*  upon 
execulioti 

Sic.  Is't  possible,  thiit  so  short  a  time  can 
aher  tfie  condition  of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  difii-renre  between  a  jrrub, 
and  a  butterfly;  yet  your  butterfly  was  a  g^rub. 
This  Marcius  is  grown  from  man  to  dragoon  : 
he  lias  wings  ;  he's  more  tlinn  a  creeping  iliing. 

S«c   He  loved  his  mother  dtarly. 

Mtn.  So  did  ho  me  :  and  he  no  more  re- 
members his  mother  now,  th<<n  an  eight  year 
old  horse.  'I  he  tuLtuess  of  his  faie  sours  ripe 
grapes.  When  he  «alks,  he  moves  like  an  en- 
gine, and  the  ground  shrinks  before  his  tread- 
ing. He  is  able  to  pierce  a  corslet  with  his 
eye;  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum  is  a  bat- 
tery. Hi'  sils  in  his  state, t  as  a  thing  madel  for 
Ah'xandor.  What  lie  bids  be  done,  is  fmishe<l 
with  ilia  biddini;-.  He  «  anls  nothing  of  a  god 
but  'Mernity,  and  a  heaven  to  throne  in. 

Sic.  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Mtn  \  paiat  him  in  the  character.  v!ark 
what  mercy  his  mother  shall  bring  from  him  : 
There  is  no  more  mercy  in  him,  than  there  is 
milk  in  a  male  tiger  ;  that  shall  our  poor  city 
find  :  and  all  this  is  'long  of  you. 

Sic.  The  goils  be  good  unto  us  ! 

Mtn  No, in  such  a  case  iheff-odswill  not  be 
good  untn  us.  When  ne  banished  him,  we 
respi'Cted  not  them:  and,  he  returning  to  break 
our  necks,  thev  respect  not  us. 

Enli.r  a  Mi  ssknger. 

Mtss.  Sir,  if  you'd  save  your  life,  fly  to  your 
house ; 
The  plebeians  have  got  your  fellow-tribune, 
And  hale  liiia  up  and   d')%vn;  all  swea' ing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home, 
They'll  give  him  death  by  inches. 

Fnler  anoiher  iilESSi£NGER. 

Sic.  What's  the  news  ? 

Mess.  Good  news,  good  news  ; — The  ladies 
have  prevail'd, 
The  Volies  are  dislodjj'd,  and  Marcius  gone  : 
A  menierday  did  never  yet  i,'re'>t  Rome, 
IN'o,  not  tiie  expulsion  of  the  larquins. 

Sic   Friend, 
Art  thou  certain  this  i«  true?  is  it  most  certain  .' 

Mess.  As  certain  as  I  know  the  sun  is  fire: 

Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt 

of  it  ?  [tide, 

Ne'er  through    an  arch  so  hurried  the  blown 

As  the  recomfortt  d  through  the  gates.     Why, 

hark  you  ; 

[Trumpet sand  Hnnlboys  soun'hd,and  Dnims 
beaten,  all  logether.   ShouHiig  also  wilhia. 
The  trumpets,  sackbuls,  psalteries,  and  fifes, 
Tabors, and  cymbals, and  the  shouting  Romans, 
Make  the  sun  dance.     Hark  you  ! 

[Skouting  again. 

Men.  This  is  good  news  : 
I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.     This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  Consols,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  fuil :  of  tribunes,  such  as  you,       [(lay  ; 
A  sea  and  land  lull :    You  have  pray'd  well  to- 
This  morning,  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.  Hark,  how  they  joy  ! 
[Shouting  and  Music 

Sic.  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  their  tid- 
ings :  next, 
Accept  my  thankfulness. 

Mess    Sir,  sve  have  all 

^  Stay  bat  for  it.    t  Chair  of  state.    :{ To  resemble- 


Great  cause  to  give  great  tiianks. 
Sic.  They  are  near  ttie  city  .-' 
Mess.  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 
Sic    We  will  meet  them, 
And  help  the  joy.  [Going. 

Enter  the  Ladies,   accompanied  by  Sfnatoks. 
Patricians,  and  People.    They  pass  over  the 

Stage. 
1  Sen.  Behold   our   |>atroness,    the  life  of 
Rome  : 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praise  the  gods, 
And  make  triumphant  fires  ;  strew  flowers  be- 
fore them  : 
Unshout  the  noise  that  banish'd  Marcius, 
Repeal*  him  «ith  the  welcome  of  his  mother  : 
Cry, — Welcome,  ladies,  welcome  ! — 

J)ll    Welcome,  ladies  ! 
Welcome  ! 

[j1  flourish  with  Drums  and  Trumpets. 
[Exeunt. 
SCEA'E  v.— intium.—A  Public  Place. 
Elder  Tullus  Aufidius,  with  Attendants. 

Auf.  Go  tell  the  lords  r)f  the  city,  1  am  here  '. 
Deliver  thtmthis  paper:  having  read  if. 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  market-place;  where  I., 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons' ears. 
Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it       Him  I  accuse, 
Tlie  city  portst  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 
Intends  to  appear  b(!fore  the  pe'iple,  hoping 
To  purge  himself  with  words  :  Dispatch. 

[Exeu)it  Attendants, 

Enter  Three  orFoiirCnssFiRATOKs  of  AvTiDivs' 

Faction. 
Most  welcome ! 

1  Con.  How  is  it  with  our  general? 
Aiif.  l'2ven  so, 

As  v\ilh  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoison'd. 
And  with  his  charity  slain. 

2  Con  I\lost  noble  Sir, 

If  you  do  hold  the  same  intent  whereia 
You  wish'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

Anf  Sir,  i  cannot  till  ; 
We  must  proceed,  as  vve  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con    The  people  will   remain  uncertain, 

whilst 
'Twist  you  there's  ditTrrence  ;   but  the  fall  of 
Makes  the  survivor  heir  of  all.  [either 

Auf  I  know  it  ; 
And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
A  good    construction.     I  rais'd   linn,    and  I 

pawn'd  [ten'd. 

Mine  honour  for  his  truth:  W'ho  being  so  heigh 
He  water'dhis  new  plants  with  dews offlattery, 
Seducing  ^o  mv  friends  :  and,  to  this  end. 
He  bow'd  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  he  rough,  nnswayaide,  and  free. 

.3  Con.  Sir,  his  stoutne.«s. 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 

By  lark  of  stoopintr, 

Auf.  That  I  would  have  spoke  of  : 
Being  banish'd  for't  he  came  unto  my  hearth  ; 
Presented  to  my  knite  his  throat :  I  took  him  ; 
Made  him  joint-servant  with   me ;  gave  hits 

way 
fn  all  his  own  desires  ;  nay,  let  him  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish. 
My  best  and  freshest  men  ;  serv'd  his  design- 

nients 
In  mine  own  person  ;  holpj  to  reap  the  fame, 
Which  he  did  end  all  his  ;  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong  :  till,  at  the  last, 

•'Recall.  t  Gates.  tHelpeJ. 
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\  seeiii'd  his  follower,  not  partner ;  and 
He  wag'd  ine  with  his  countenance,"  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  ('on   So  \\p  did,  my  lonl : 
The  army  niarvell'd  ;it  it.      And,  in  the  last, 
When  he  had  carried  Rome;  and  that  welook'd 
For  no  h'ss  spoil-  than  j;lory, 

Anf.  There  was  it  ; — 
For  which  my  sinews  shall  b^  stretch'd   upon 

him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheum, t  which  are 
As  cheap  Hs  lies,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action  ;   Therelbre  shnll  lie  die, 
.\nd  ril  renew  me  in  bis  fall.     But,  hark  ! 

[Drums  and  Trumpels  sound,  with  great 
s/ioiils  of  the  People. 

1  Con.  Your  native  town  you  enter'd  like  a 

post. 
And  had  no  welcomes  home  ;  but  he  returns, 
Splitiing  the  nirwith  noise. 

2  Con.  Anil  patient  fools, 
lYhosechildrenhehath  slain,their  base  throats 

tear, 
With  civino^  him  glory. 

3  Con.  Therefore,  at  your  vantas;e, 

Erp  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With    what   lie    would    say,  let  him  feel  your 

sword. 
Which  we  will  second.     When  he  lies  along, 
Alter  your  way  his  la'.e  pronounc'd  shall  bury 
His  ivnsons  wi(!i  his  body. 

Aaf  Say  no  more ; 
Here  comes  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  City. 

Lords.  You  are  mo.»t  welcome  home. 

Aiif.  I  have  not  dcserv'd  it, 
But,  worthy  lords,  have  \  ou  with  heed  pcrus'd 
Wliat  I  have  written  to  you  .' 

Lords    We  have. 

1  Lord.  And  grieve  to  hear  it. 
What  faults  he  made  before  the  last,  I  think. 
Might  have    found   easy    fines :  but    there    to 

end, 
Where  he  was  to  be^jin  ;  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
With  our  own  charge  ;|  making  a  treaty,  where 
There  was  a  yielding  ;  Tiiis  admits  no  excuse. 

jhif  He  approaches,  you  shall  hear  him. 

E/i/er  CoRiQLXNUs,  ?/;t7/t  Drums  and  Colours; 
a  Croud  of  Citizkns  with  him. 
Cor.  Hail,  lords)  I  am  returned  your   sol- 
dier ; 
No  more  infi'cted  with  my  country's  love, 
Than  when  1  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
Under  your  great  command.  Youare  to  know, 
That  prrsjierously  I  have  attempted,  and 
With  bloody  passage,  led  your  wars,  even  to 
The  gates  of  Rome.  Oar  spoils  we  have  brought 

home. 
Do  more  than  counterpoise,  a  full  third  part, 
The  charges    of  the  action.     We  have  made 

peace. 
With  no  less  honour  to  the  Antiatos,§ 
Than  sliame  to  the  Romans  :  And  we  here  de- 
liver, 
Rubscrib'd  by  the  consuls  and  patricians, 
Together  with  the  seal  o'the  senate,  what 
-We  have  compounded  on. 

Aitf.  Read  it  not,  noble  lords  ; 
But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  drgree 
Me  hath  abusid  your  powers. 

*  Thouglit  me  rewarded  with  good  looks,    t  Tears. 
t  Mewa riling  u";  with  our  own  expense*. 
§  People  of  Antium. 


Cor.  Traitor  ! — How  now  ! 
JJiif.  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 
Cor  Marcius  ! 

Auf.  Ay,    M.ircius,   Caius  Marcius  ;    Dost 
thou  fjiink 
j  I'll   grace   tiiee  with   that  robbery,   thy  stol'ii 

name 
I  Coriohinus  in  Corioli  ? — 

You  lords  and  heails  of  the  stnte,  perfidiously 
I  He  has  betray  d  your  biisiut  ss,  ami  given    up 

For  certain  drop*  of  salt,*  yom-  ciiy  Ivoine 
'  (^I  say,  your  citt ,)  to  his  wile  and  mother  : 
I  Breaking  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 
j  A  twist  of  rotten  silk  ;  never  admitting 

Counsel  o'the  war  ;  but  at  Ills  nurse's  tears 
I  He  whin'd  and  roar'd  away  your  victory; 
,  That   pages  blu.<h'd  at  liim,  and   men  oLheart 
Look'd  wondering  <:acb  at  other. 
Cor.  Hear'>>t  thou,  iMais  ? 
Anf  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears, — 
Cor.  Ha  ! 

Auf  .No  more  t  [heart 

Cor.  Measureless  liar,  thou   hast  made  my 

Too  great  for  what  contains  it.  Boy  !  O  slave  ! 

Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  t!ie  firsi  time  that  ever 

1  was  forc'd  to  scold.     Your  judgements,  my 

grave  lords, 
Must  give  this  cur  the  lie  :  and  his  own  notion 
(Who  wears  my  stripes  impress'd  on  him  ;  that 

must  bear 
My  beating  to  his  grave;)  shall  join  to  thrust 
The  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord.  Peace,  botli,  and  hear  me  speak. 
Cor.  Cut  me  to   pieces,    Voices  j  men   and 

lads, 
Stain    all  your  edges   on   me. — Boy !    False 

hound  ! 
If  3"ou  have  writ  your  annals  true,  'tis  there, 
That  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
Flulter'd  your  voices  in  Coiioli  : 
Alone  I  (lid  it.— Bov  ! 

Auf  Why,  nobln'lords, 
Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Whicli  was  your  shame,  by  this  unholy  brag- 

gart, 
'Fore  your  own  eyes  and  ears  ? 

Con  Let  him  die  for't,  [Several  speak  fit  once . 

Cit.  [Speaking  ])roniiscaousl>j.]  Tear  him  to 
pieces,  do  it  prestnily.  He  killed  my  son  ; — 
my  d.'iueliter  ; — He  killed  my  cousin  Marcus  ; 
—  He  killed  my  father. — 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho  ; — no  outrage  ; — peace. 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  in 
This  orb  o'the  earth  |   His  lust  offence  to  us 
Siiall  have  judicio!l,^i^    hearing. — Stand,   Auli- 
And  trouble  not  the  peace.  [dius, 

Cor  0,  lliat  I  had  him, 
With  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe, 
To  use  my  lawful  sword  ! 

Anf.  Insolent  villain  ! 

Con.  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  killiiim. 
[AuFiDius  and  the  Conspiratoks  draw,  and 

kill  CoRioLxtivs,  uiio  falls,   and  Aki'IDIus 

.stands  on  him. 

Lonh  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold. 

Ai'f  Mv  noble  masters,  hear  me  speak. 

1  Lcrd.'O  Tullus,— 

2  Lord.  Thou  ha.st  done  a  deed  whereat  val- 

our will  weep. 

3  Lord.  Tread  not  upon  him. — Masters  all, 

be  quiet ; 
Put  up  your  swords. 
*  Drops  of  tears.        t  No  more  than  a  boyof  frar«, 
t  Hi.',  fame  o>erspreacls  the  w oild.       §  Judii-ial. 
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Auf.  My  lords,  when  you  shall  know  (as  in 
this  rage, 
Provok'd  by  him,  you  cannot,)  the  great  dan- 
ger 
Which  this  man's  life  did  owe  you,  you'll   re- 
joice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.  Please  it  your  honours 
To  rail  me  to  your  senate,  I'll  deliver 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  or  endure 
Your  heaviest  censure. 

J  Lord    Bear  from  lience  his  body, 
And  mourn  you  for  him  :  let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  corse,  that  ever  herald 
Did  follow  to  his  urn. 


2  Lord.  His  own  impatience 
I  Takes  from  ■\utidius  a  great  part  of  blame. 
.  Let's  n-ake  thp  best  of  it. 
AuJ    Mj  rage  is  gone, 
I  And  I  am  s'ru.-k  with  sorrow  — Taki-  him  up  ; 
I  Hplp  th»  .  •  o'the  chifest  soldiers  :  i'l  b'  one. — 
Brat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  si>e^k  moiinnuliy  : 
I  Trail  your  steel  pikes. — Though  in  this  city  he 
Has  wiflow  d  and  unchilded  many  a  orie, 
\Vliich  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury. 
Yet  he  sh;til  havp  a  noble  inemoiy.'" — 
Assist.    ^Exeunt,  bearing  Uit  body  o/Coriola- 
»v%.    Jl  dead  march  sounded. 

*  MemoriaL 


JULIUS  CESAR. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Jdlius  Cesar. 

OcTAVius  Cfsar,  )    Triumvirs,  after  the 

Marcus  Antonh-s?  >        Death   of    Julius 

M.  JEmh.  Lepidus,  )        Cesar. 

Cicero,  Pubi.ius,  Popilios,Lena,  Senators. 

Marcus  Brutus,  "| 

Cassius,  j 

Casca,  I 

Treb'inius,  (    Conspirators  against 

LiGARii  s,  j        Julius  Cesar. 

Decius  Brutus  1 

WfTELLCS  CiMBER,         | 

Cinna,  j 

Flavius  and  Marullus,  Tribunes. 
ART£MiDonus,  a  Sophist  ©f  Cnidos. 
A  Soothsater, 


CiNNA,  a  Poet, —  ^nothfir  Poet. 

LuciLius.  TiTiMus,    .VJtssALA,   Young  Cato, 

and    VoLUMNius,    Friends    to  Brutus,   and 

Cassius. 
Varro,  Clitus,  Claudius,    Strato,  Luciu?, 

Dardanius,  Servants  to  Brutus. 
PiNDAKUs,  Servant  to  Cassius. 

Calphurnia,  Wife  to  Cesar. 
Portia   Wife  to  Brutus 

Senators,   Citizens,  Guards,  Attendants,    &c. 

Scene,  during   a  ^reat  par*  of  tiip     Play, 
Rome  ;  afterwards  at  Sardis  ;  and  near'f  hi- 
lippi. 


•♦»^®«* 


ACT  1. 

SCEJ^E  I.— Rome.— ^  Street. 

Enter  Flavius,  Marullus,  and  a  Rabble  of 
Citizens. 

Flav.  Hence  :  home,  you  idle  creatures,gei 
you  home  : 
Is  this  a  holiday  ?  What  !  know  you  not, 
Being'  mechanical   you  ought  not  walk, 
Upon  a  labouring  day,  without  the  sign 
Of  your  profession  ? — Speak,  wliat  trade   art 
thou  .-' 

1  at    Why,  Sir,  a  carpenter. 
Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron,  and  thy 

rule.' 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  on  .' — 
You,  Sir;  what  trade  are  you  .' 

2  at.  Truly,  Sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  work- 
man,  I  am  but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler 

Mar.  But  n  hat  trade  art  thou  ?  Answer  me 
directly. 

2  at.  A  trade,  Sir,  that,  I  hope,  T  mav  usr 
with  a  safe  conscience  ;  whicti  is,  indeed.  Sir, 
a  mender  of  bad  soals. 

Mar.  What  trade,thou  knave  ;  thou  naughty 
knave,  what  trade .'' 

2  Cit.  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  ?ir,  be  not  out 
with  me  :  yet,  if  you  be  out,  Sir,  I  can  mend 
you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that  ?  Mend 
me,  thou  saucy  fellow  ? 

2  at.  Why,  Sir,  cobble  you. 

Ftav.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou  ? 

2  at.  Truly,  Sir,  all  that  1  live  by  is,  witli 
the  awl :  I  meddle  vvith  no  tradesman's  mat- 
ters, nor  « omen's  m-itters,  but  with  av  1.  I 
am,  indeed,  Sir,  a  surgeon  to  old  shoes  ;  when 


they  are  in  great  danger,  I  recover  them.  As 
proper  mtn  as  ever  trod  upon  neast-leather, 
have  gone  upon  my  handy  work. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to- 
day .' 
Why   dost    thou    lead  these  men  about  the 
streets. 

2  ai.  Truly,  Sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to 
^et  myself  into  more  work  But,  indeed,  Sir, 
ne  make  holiday  to  see  Cesar,  and  to  rejoice 
II  his  triumph. 

Ma.     Wherefore  rejoice  .'    What    conquest 
tilings  he  home  ? 
What  tributaries  follow  him  to  Rome, 
To  grace  in  captive  bonds  his  chariot  wheels  ? 
I'ou  blocks,  you  stones,  you  worse  than  sense- 
less things  ! 
O,  you  hard  hearts,  you  cruel  men  of  Rome, 
Knew  you  not  Pompf  y  ?   Many  a  time  and  oft. 
Have  you  ciimb'd  up  to  walls  and  battlements 
I'o  towers  and  windows,  yea, to  chimney-tops, 
Your  infants  in  your  arms,  and  there  have  sat 
Tiie  live-ionu'  day,  widi  patient  expectr.iion, 
i'o  see  great  Ponipev  pass  ihe  streets  of  Rome  : 
^nd  «  hen  you  saw  his  charriot  but  appear, 
Have  you  not  made  a  universal  shout, 
That  Tyber  treii'bled  underneath  her  banks 
To  hear  the  replication  of  your'sounds, 
Made  in  her  concave  shores  .'' 
Anil  do  you  now  put  on  v  our  best  attire  .' 
\nd  do  you  now  cull  out  a  holiday  ? 
And  do  you  now  strcu  llowers  in  his  way,' 
Tiiat  cf^eiii  triumph  over  Pompey's,  blood  ? 
Be  gone  , 

R'ln  to  your  houses,  fall  upon  }'our  knees, 
Pray  to  the  gods  to  intermit  the  pln^-ue 
TliHt  needs  must  iight  on  this  ingratitude. 

Flav.  Go,  CO,  good   countrymen,   and,  for 
this  fault. 
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Assemble  all  the  poor  men  of  your  sort  ;♦ 
Draw  tliem  to  TyliiT  banks,  and  weep  your 
Into  the  channel, till  llie  lowest  stream  [tears 
Do  kiss  tlie  most  exalted  siiores  of  all. 

Exeunt  r'lTizENS. 
See,  whe'rt  their  basest  metal  be  not  mov'd  ; 
They  vanish  tongue-tied  in  their  guiltiness. 
Go  you  down  that  way  towards  the  Capitol ; 
This  way  will  I :  Disrobe  the  imag'es, 
If  you  find  them  decU'd  with  ceremonies. J 

Mar.  May  we  do  so  .' 
You  know,  it  is  tlie  f-ast  of  Lnpercal. 

Flav.  it  is  no  matter;  let  no  imajres 
Be  hung  with  Cesar's  trophies.     Til  about, 
Ao'l  drive  awav  the  vnlijar  from  the  stieets  : 
So  do  yoM  too,  where  you  perrpive  them  thick 
These  growing  feathers  pluck'd  from  Cesar's 

wing, 
Will  make  liim  fly  an  ordinary  pitch  ; 
Who  el.>;e  would  soar  above  the  view  of  men. 
And  keep  us  all  in  servile  fearfulness. 

[Expiint. 

SCEJ^E  11— The  same.— A  public  Place. 

Enter,  in  Procession-,  with  Music,  Cf.sar  ;  An- 
tony,/or  the  course  ;  Calthurnia,  Portia, 
Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus,  Cassius,  and 
Casca,  a  great    Crowd  following,  among 

\    ihem  a  Soothsayer. 

Ces.  Calphurnia, — 

Casca.  Peace,  ho  !  Cesar  speaks. 

[Music  ceases. 
Ces.  ralphurnia,-- 
€al.  Here,  my  lord. 

Ces.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius'  way, 
When  he  doth  run  his  course.^ — Antonius. 
Ant.  Cesar,  my  lord. 
Ces.  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius, 
To  touch  Calphurnia  :  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  lioly  chase. 
Shake  off  their  sterile  curse. 

Ant.  I  shall  remember  : 
When  Cesar  says.  Do  this,  it  is  perform'd. 
Ces.  Set  on  ;  and  leave  co  ceremony  out. 

[Music. 
Sootk.  Cesar, 
Ces.  Ha  !  who  calls  ? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noise  be  still : — Peace  yet 
Again.  [Music  ceases 

Ces.  Who  is  it  in  the  press, ]|  that  calls  on 
me,? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music. 
Cry,  Cesar:   Speak;  Cesar  is  turn'd  to  hear 
Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
Ces.  What  man  is  that  ! 
Bru.  A  soothsayer,  bids  you  beware  the  ides 

of  M.irch. 
Ces.  Set  him  before  me,  let  me  see  his  face. 
Cas.  Fellow,  come  from  the  throng  ;  Look 

upon  Cosar. 
Ces.  What  say'st  thou  to  me  now  ?    Speak 

once  asrain. 
Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 
Ces.  He  is  a  dreamer :  let  us  leave  him  ; — 
pass. 
[Sen?icMI    Exeunt  all  but  Bru.  and  Cas 
Cas.  Will  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course. 
Bru.  Not  I. 
Cas    I  pray  you,  do. 

Bru   I  am  not  gamesome  :  T  do  lack  somf 
Of  that  quick  spirit  that  is  in  Antony.        [pari 
-  Rank.  t  Whether. 

T  Honorary  ornaments  ;  tokens  of  i-espcct. 
§  A  ceremony  observed  at  the  fe.-ist  ol'  Lupercalia. 
R  Crowd  TT  Flourish  of  instruments. 


Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires  ; 
I'll  leave  you, 

Cas,   Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  late: 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness. 
And  show  Jt  love,  as  I  was  wont  to  ha»e  : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  friend  that  loves  you. 

Bru.  Cassius, 
Be  not  deceiv  d  :  if  I  have  veil'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  mv  countenance 
Merely  upon  myself.     Vexed  I  am, 
Of  lale,  vviih  passions  of -otne  diffi'rence, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myseli, 
Which  give  some  soil,  perhaps,  to  my  beliav- 
viours  :  [zriev'd  ; 

But    let   not   therefore   my  good    friends   be 
(Anions^  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one;) 
^or  construe  any  further  my  neglect, 
Than  liiat  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 
Forjiets  the  sliows  of  love  to  other  men. 

Cas.  Then,   Brutus,  I  have  much   mistook 
your  passion,* 
By  means   whereof,  this  breast  of  mine  hath 

buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius  :  for  the  eye  sees  not  ilself. 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things. 

Cas   'Tisjust: 
-■^ud  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors,  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  nor'hine.-s  into  vour  ej'e, 
That  you  might  see  yourshadow.  I  have  heard. 
Where  many  of  the  best  respect  in  Rome, 
(Except  immortal  Cesar,)  gpea.,iug  of  Brutus, 
\u(i  groaning  underneath  this  age's  yoke, 
Have  w  ished  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Into  whatdangers  would  you  lead  me, 
Cassius, 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me  ? 

Cas.  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prcpar'd  to 
hear  : 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  rtflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  of. 
And  he  not  jealous  of  me,  gentle  Brutus  ; 
Were  [  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stalet  with  ordinary  oaths  mv  love 
To  every  new  protester  ;  if  you  knoiv 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard, 
And  after  scandal  them  ;  or  if  you  know- 
That  I  profess  myself  in  banqueting 
To  all  the  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[Flourish  and  shout. 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting  .'  I  do  fear, 
the  people 
Choose  Cesar  for  their  king. 

Cas.  Ay,  do  you  fear  it .' 
Then  must  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Bru.  I  would  not,  Cassius  ;  yet  1  love  him 
well  : — 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long  .' 
What  is  it  that  you  would  im))art  to  me  r 
If  It  be  aught  lovvanl  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eye,  and  death  i  the  other, 
And  1  uill  look  on  both  iiidiilerontly  : 
For,  let  tlie  gods  so  speed  ine,  as  I  love 
The  name  of  lK)noiir  more  than  I  feardeatli. 

Cas.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Brutus, 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story. 
I  cannot  tell,  what  you  and  other  men 
I'hink  of  this  life  ;  but,  for  my  single  self, 

*  The  nature  of  your  feelings.  <  Allure. 
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I  bad  as  lief  not  be,  as  live  to  be 

In  awe  of  such  a  thiiifd;  as  I  ni_vs*'lf 

I  was  l)orn  free  as  Cesar;  so  were  you: 

We  both  have  fed  as  well  ;  and  we  can  botii 

Kn<lureilie  winter's  cold,  as  well  as  he. 

For  once,  upon  a  raw  an  gusty*  day, 

The  troubled   lybcr  ctianug  with  her  shores, 

Cesnr  said  to  ine,  Dar'st  thou,  Cassius,  now 

Leap  ill  with  me  into  this  aw^ry  flood, 

Jlnd  swim  to  yonder  point  ?  Upon  the  word, 

Accouler'd  as  1  was,  I  plunged  in, 

And  bade  him  follow  :   so,  indeed,  he  did. 

Till  torrent  roar'd  ;  and  we  diil  buflet  it 

Wiih  lusty  sinews;  throwing  it  aside 

And  sieniiuing  it  with  hearts  of  controversy. 

But  err  we  could  arrive  the  point  |)ropos'd, 

Cfsar  cried.  Help  me,  Cassius,  or  I  sink. 

I,  as  iEneas,  our  great  ancestor, 

Did  f.oni  the  flainesot  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 

The  old  Anchises  bear,  so,  from  the  waves  of 

Tyber 
Did  1  the  tired  Cesar:  And  this  man 
Is  now  become  a  god  ;  and  Ca-ssius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body, 
If  Cesar  carelessly  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  fever  when  he  was;  in  Spain, 
And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 
How  he  did   shake ;    'tis  true,  this  god  did 

shake  : 
His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly  ; 
And  that  same  eye,  wliose  bend  doth  awe  the 

world. 
Did  loose  its  lustre ;  I  did  hear  him  groan  : 
Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Ro- 
mans [books, 
Mark  him,  and  write  his   speeches  in   their 
Alas  !  it  cried.    Give  me  some  drink,  Titinius, 
As  a  sick  <;irl.     Ye  nods,  it  doih  amaze  me, 
A  man  of  such  a  feeble  tempert  should 
So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world, 
And  bear  the  palm  alone.     [  Slioul.  Flourish. 

BrU'    Another  gt-nerai  shout  ! 
I  do  believe,  that  these  applauses  are 
ForsoniC  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  onCesar. 
Cos.  VV'hy,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  nar- 
row world, 
Like  a  Colossus  ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  liu?e  legs,  and  peep  about 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates  : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars. 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus,  and  Cesar  :    What  should  be  in  that 

Cesar  ? 
Why  should  that  name  be  sounded  more  than 

yours  ? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name  ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy  ;  cojure  them, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Cesar. 

iS/uul. 
Now  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
Upon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Ce^ar  feed. 
That  he  is  grown  so  great  ?    Age,  thou  art 

sham'd  : 
Rome,  thou  bust  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods! 
When  went  there  by  an  age,  since  the  great 
flood,  [man  ? 

But  it  was  lamVl  with   mire  than  with  one 
When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talk\l  of 
Rome,  [man? 

That  her  wide   walks  encompass'd   but   one 
Now  !■=  It  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough. 
When  there  is  in  it  bu'  c>.)c  only  man, 
O  !  you  and  I  have  lieaid  •■'ur  fathers  say, 
'  IVindy.  t  Temperament,  cotislitiuion. 


There  was  a  Brutus*  once,  that  would  have 

■    brook 'd 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome, 
As  easily  as  a  king, 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,   I  am  nothing 

jealous  ;  [aim  ;t 

What  you  would  work   me  to,  I    have  some 
How   I  have    thought  of  this,   and  of  these 

times, 
I  shall  recount  hereafter  ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not,  so  with  love  I  mitiht  entreat  you, 
Be  any  further  niov'd.     What  you  have  said, 
I  will  consider  ;  what  you  have  to  say, 
1  will  with  patienci-  hear:  and  find  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear,  and  answer,  such  high 

things 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew:^  upon  this  ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager, 
Than  to  lepute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cas.  1  am  glad,  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  but  this  much  show  of  fi;e  from 

Brutus. 

Re-enter  Cesar,  and  his  Train. 

Bru.  The  games  are  done,  and  Cescr  is 
retui  ning. 

Cas.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca,  by  the 
sleeve  ; 
And  he  will  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded,  worthy  note,  to-day. 

Bru.  I  will  do  so  ; — But,  look  you,  Cassius, 
1  he  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Cesar's  brow. 
And  all  the  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train: 
Calphurnia's  cheek  is  pale;  and  Cicero 
Looks  wiib  such  ferret^  and  such  fiery  eyes, 
As  we  have  seen  hiio  in  the  Capitol, 
Bei  icT  crossed  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cas.  Casca  will  tell  us  wtjat  the  matter  is. 

Ces.  Anionius. 

j3?(/.  Cesar. 

Ces    Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are 
fat; 
Sleek  headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'nights: 
Yond'  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look  ; 
He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous, 

Jlnt.  Fear  him  not,  Cesar,  he's  not  danger- 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given,  [ous  ; 

Ces.  'Would  he  were  fatter  : — But  I  fear 
him  not  : 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  tlo  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So    soon    as  that  spare    Cassius.     He  reads 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks     [much; 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men:  he  loves  no 

plays, 
As  thou  dost,  Antony  ;  he  hears  no  music  : 
Seldom  he  smiles  ;    and  smiles  in  such  a  sort, 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  s(or.i'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  moved  to  smile  at  any  thing. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease. 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves; 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
(  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd, 
ihan  what  1  fear,  foralwavs  I  am  Cesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf, 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  ihink'st  of  him. 
[Exeunt  Cfsar  and  his  train.  Casca 
slays  behind. 

Casca.  You  pull  d  me  by  the  cloak  ;  Would 
you  >peak  wiih  me  .' 

Bru.   Ay,  Casca  ;  tell  us  what  hath  chanc'd 
to-day, 

*  Lucius  Junius  Brutus.  t  Guess.  tKuniinatc . 

§  A  ferret  ha;  red  eyes. 
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That  Cesar  looks  so  sad. 

Casca.   Why  you  were  with  him,  were  you 
not  ? 

Bru.  I  should  not  tlien  ask  Casca  what  hath 
chanc'd 

Casca.  Why, there  was  a  crown  offcr'd  him  : 
and  bein/j  <.ffer'U  him,  lie  put  il  by  whh  the 
back  ot  his  hand,  thus  :  and  thrn  the  people 
fell  a'  shouting. 

Bru    What  was  tlio  second  noise  for  ? 

Casca    Why,  for  tliat  too. 

Cas.  They  shouted  thrice  ;     What  was  the 
last  cry  for .'' 

Casca    Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru.  Was  the  crown  ofier'd  him  thrice  ? 

Casca.  Ay,  marry,  was't,  and  he  put  it  by 
thrice,  every  time  gentler  than  other  ;  and 
at  every  putting  by,  mine  honest  neighbours 
shouted 

Cas.  Who  offered  him  the  crown  ? 

Casca.  Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca.  I  can  as  well  be  hnnped,  as  tell  the 
manner  of  it  ;  if  was  mere  foolery  1  did  not 
mark  it.  I  saw  Mark  Antony  offer  him  a 
crown  ; — yet  'fwns  not  a  crown  neither,  't  •  as 
one  of  these  coronets  ; — and  as  I  told  you,  he 
put  it  by  once  ;  but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking, 
he  uouldfain  have  had  it.  Thru  he  offered  it 
to  him  aajaiu  ;  ihen  heptit  it  by  again  ;  but,  to 
my  thinking,  he  was  very  loath  to  lay  his  nn- 
gers  off  it.  And  then  he  oftcrrd  it  the  third 
time  ;  he  pu;  it  the  tlii.d  timo  by  :  and  ttill  as 
he  refused  it,  toe  rabblpnient  hooted,  and  clap 
ped  their  chopped  hands,  and  threw  up  their 
sweaty  night  caps,  and  uttered  such  a  deal  of 
stinking  breath  because  Cesar  refused  the 
crown,  that  it  had  almost  choked  Cesar  ; 
for  he  swooned  and  fell  down  at  it  ,  And  for 
mine  own  part  I  durst  not  laugh,  for  fear  of 
opening  my  lips,  and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Cas.  But,  soft,  I    pray    you  ;     What .'     did 
Cesar  swoon  ? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  tiie  market-place 
and  foamed  at  month,  and  was  speechless 

Bru.  "Tis  very  like ;  he  hath  the  falling-sick- 
ness. 

Cas.  No,  Cesar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And   honest  Casca,  we  have  the    falling-sick- 
ness. 

Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ; 
but,  I  am  sure  Cesar  fell  down.  If  the  tag- 
rag  people  did  not  clap  him,  and  hiss  him,  ac- 
cording as  he  pleased,  and  displeased  them, 
as  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I 
am  no  true  *  man. 

Brit.  What  said  he,  when  he  came  unto  him- 
self .' 

Casca.  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he 
perceiv'd  the  common  herd  was  glad  he  refused 
the  crown,  he  plucked  me  ope  his  doublet,  and 
offered  them  his  throat  to  cut. — An  I  had  been 
a  man  of  any  occupation,  t  il  I  would  not  have 
taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to 
hell  among  the  rogues  : — and  so  he  fell.  When 
he  came  to  himself  again,  he  said,  If  he  had 
done,  or  said  any  thing  amiss,  he  desired  their 
worships  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity.  Three 
or  four  wenches,  where  I  stoad,  cried,  Jllas 
good  soul! — and  forgave  him  with  all  their 
hearts  ;  but  there's  no  heed  to  be  taken  ot 
them  ;  if  Cesar  had  stabbed  their  mothers, 
they  would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru.  And  after  that,  he  came,  thus  sad, 
away  ? 


*"  Honest- 


t  A  mechanic.. 


Casca,  Ay. 

Cas.  Did  Cicero  say  any  thing  .' 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoKe  Greek 

Cas.  To  what  effect 

Cas'-a.  Nay,  an  1  t«  11  you  that,  I'll  ne'er 
look  you  i'the  face  again  :  But  those,  that  un- 
derstood him,  smiled  at  one  another,  and  shook 
their  heads  ",  but,  tor  mine  own  part,  it  was 
Gref'k  lo  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too  : 
Marullus  and  Flavins,  for  pulling  scarfs  off 
Cesar's^images,  are  put  to  silence.  Fare  you 
well,  riiere  was  more  foolery  yet,  if  1  could 
remember  it. 

Cas.   Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca  ? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cas.   Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow'? 

Casca.  Ay,  If  1  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold, 
and  your  dinner  worth  eating 

Cas.  Good  :  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca.  Do  so:  Farewell,  t»oth. 

[Exit  Casca. 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown   to 
be  ? 
He  was  quick  mettle,  when  he  went  to  school, 

Cus.  So  he  is  nov\ ,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  ttiis  tardy  form. 
'1  his  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  hi-;  good  "'it. 
Which  gires  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  belter  appetite, 

Bru.  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  1  will  leave 
you : 
To-morrow  if  yon  please  to  speak  with  me, 
I  will  come  home  to  you  ;  or,  if  you  will. 
Come  home  with  oie,  and  1  will  wait  for  you. 

Cas    I  will  do  so  : — till  then   think    of  the 
world.  [Exil  Brotus. 

Well.  Brutus,  thou  art  noble;  yet  I  see, 
Thy  honouiable  metal  may  be  wrought. 
From  that  it  is  disposed  ;*  Therefore  'tismeet 
That  noble  minds  keep  everuiih  their  likes  : 
For  whoso  firm,  that  cannot  beseduc'd  ? 
Cesar  doth  bear  me  hard  ;  t  but  he  loves  Bru- 
tus : 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
irie  should  not  humourj  me.      I  will  this  night 
In  se^'eral  hands,  in  at  the  windows  throw. 
As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens. 
Writings  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  Rome  holds  of  his  name  ;   wherein   ob- 
scurely 
Cesar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at  : 
And,  after  this,  let  Cesar  seat  him  sure  ; 
For  we  shall  shake  him  or  worse  days  endure. 

[E.vU. 

SCEKE  III.— The  same.— A  Street. 

Thunder  and  Lightning,    Enter,  from  opposite 
sides,    Casca,  ivith  his  sicord   drawn,  and 

CiCEKO. 

Cie.  Good  even,  Casca :  Brought  you  Cesar 
home  .'§ 
Why  are  you  breathless  ?  and  why  stare  you  so* 

Casca.  Are  you  not  mov'd,  when  all  the  sway 
of  earth 
Shakes,  like  a  thing  unfirm  ?  0  Cicero, 
I  have  se«  n  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks  ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage  and  foam 
i"o  be  exalted  with  the  tbreafning  clouds  . 
But  never  till  tonight,  never  till  now, 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire, 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven  ; 

*  Disposed  to.    tllas  an  unfavourable  opinion  of  mf. 

J  Cajole.  §  l>id  .von  attend  Ceasar  liome  ' 


Ad  /.] 


JULIUS  CESAR. 


219 


Or  else  the  world,  too  »aucy  with  the  gods, 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Cic.  Why,  saw  you  any  thing  more  wonder- 
ful ? 
Casca,  A  common  slave Cyou  know  him  well 
by  sight,)  [bum 

Held  up  his  it;i't  hand,  which   did    flame,  and 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd  ;  an<l  yet  his  liand, 
JVot  sensible  of  fire,  remaui'd  unscorch'd. 
B«sides,  (1  have  not  since  put  up  my  sword,) 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Who  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by. 
Without  annoying  nic  :  And  tliere  wcvr.  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women, 
Transformed  with  their  fear  ;  who  swore  they 

saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  (he  streets 
And,  yesterday,  the  bird  of  night  did  sit, 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place, 
Hooling,and  shrinking.  VViien  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say. 
These  are  their  reasons, —  Tliey  art  natural ; 
For,  I  believe,  they  are  portentous  things 
Upon  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic.  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time  : 
But  men  may  construe  tliingsaftertheir  fashion 
Clean*  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  them- 
selves. 
Comes  Cesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow  .' 

Casca.  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Anionius 
Send  word  to  you,  he  would  be  there  to-mor- 
row. 
Cic.  Good  night  then,  Casca :  this  disturbed 
Is  not  to  walk  in.  [sky 

Casca.  Farewell,  Cicero.         [Exit  Cicero. 

Enter  Cassius. 
Cas.  Who's  there  ? 
Casca.  A  Roman. 
Cas.  Casca,  by  your  voice. 
Casca.  Vour  ear  is  good.     Cassius,  what 

night  is  this  .'' 
Cos.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 
Casca.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace 

so? 
Cas.  Those,  that  have  known  the  earth  so 
fulloffaulls. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walk'd  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  unto  the  perilous  night  ; 
And  tktfs  embraced,  Casca,  as  you  see. 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone  :t 
And,  when  the  cross  blue  lightning  seem'd  to 

open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

Casca.  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt 
the  heavens  ? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble, 
When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  heralds  to  astonish  ns. 

Cas.  You  are  dull,  Casca  ;  and  (hose  sparks 
of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman,  you  do  want. 
Or  else  you  use  not  :  You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  see  the  strange  impatience  of  the  heavens  : 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause, 
Why  all   these  fires,  why  all  the«e  gliding 

ghosts, 
Why  birds, and  beasts,from  quality  and  kind  ;t 
Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate; 
Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordi- 
nance, 
Their  natures  and  pre-formed  faculties, 


*  Entirely.  f  Bolt. 

t  Why  they  deviate  fr»m  quality  3j^d  nature. 


I  To  monstrous  quality  ;  why,  you  shall  find, 
That    heaven    hath    infus'd  them  with   these 
spiiits,  [ing^ 

To  make  them  mstriiments  of  fear,and  warn- 
Unto  some  monstrous  state.     Now  could  J, 
Casca,  [night  ; 

Name  to  thee  a  man  most  like  this  dreadful 
That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and 
As  dotli  the  lion  in  the  Capitol:  [roars 

A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself,  or  me, 
In  personal  action  ;  yet  prodigious*  grown, 
And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 
Casca.  'Tis  Cesar  that  you  mean  :  Is  it  not, 

Cassius  ? 
Cas.  Let  it  be  who  it  is  :  for  Romans  now 
Have  tiiewest  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors 
But,  woe  the  while  !   our  fathers'  minds  are 

dead. 
And  we  are  govern'd  with  our  niolhers'spiritg; 
Our  yoke  and  sutVerance  show  us  womanish. 
Casca.  Indeed, (hey  say ,the  senators  to-mor- 
Mean  to  establish  Cesar  as  a  king  :  [row 
And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea,and  land, 
111  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

Cas.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger 
then  ; 
Cassius  from  bondage  will  deliver  Cassius  : 
Therein,   ye   gods,  you  make  the  weak  most 

strong ; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
IVor  stony  tower,  nor  w  j.IIs  of  beaten  brass, 
Nor  airless  dunsfeon,  nor  strong  links  of  iron, 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars. 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself. 
If  I  kiiovn  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  tyranny,  that  I  do  bear, 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure. 

Casca.  So  can  I : 
So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  bears 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Cas.   And  why   should  Cesar  be  a  tyrant 
then  .' 
Poor  man  !  I  know,  he  would  not  be  a  wolf, 
Rut  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep: 
He  wcie  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds.J 
Tliosethat  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fire. 
Begin   it  with   weak  straws:   What  trash   is 

Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  ofi'aI,when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illuminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Cesar?  But,  O,  grief! 
Where  hast  thou  led  me.?  I,  perhaps, speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman;  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made ;  But  I  am  arm'd. 
And  tiangers  are  to  me  indifferent 

Casca.  You  speak  to  Casca ;  and  to  such  a 
man. 
That  is  nofleering  tell  tale.     Hold§myhand: 
Befactious||  for  redress  of  all  these  griefs; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far, 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cas.  There's  a  bargain  made. 
Now  know  you,  Casca,  I  havemov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans, 
To  undergo,  with  me,  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence; 
And  1  do  know,  by  this,  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch:  for  now,  this  fearful  night 
There  is  no  .stir,  or  walking  in  the  streets  ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element, 
Is  favour'd,1Tliketlie  work  we  have  in  hand, 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 


*  Portentous.  t  Muscles. 

i        §  Here's  my  band.   ||  Active. 
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Casca.  Stand  close  awhile,  for  here  comes 

one  ill  haste. 
Cas.  'Tis  Clnna,  I  do  know  him  by  his  gait;* 
lie  is  a  friend — Cinna,  where  haste  you  so  ? 
CiJi.  To  find  out  you  :  Who's  that?  Metellus 

Cimber  ? 
Cas.  No,  it  is  Casca  ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.  Am  I  not  st.iid  for,  Cinna  .- 
Cin.  I  am  °lad  on't.    What  a  feart\d  night 
is  this?  [sights. 

There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange 
Cas.  Am  I  noc  staid  for,  Cinna  .'  Teli  me. 
Cin..  Yes, 
You  are.  O,  Cassuis,  if  you  could  but  wm 
The  noble  tirutus  to  our  party— 

Cas.  Be  you  content:  Good  Cinna,  take  this 
paper,  ,      ,    . 

And  look  you  lay  it  m  the  pra;tor  s  chair, 
AVhere  Briitus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window  :  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  statue:  all  this  done, 
Bepair  to  Ponipey's  porch,  where  you  shall 

f5nd  us. 
Is  Decius  Brutus,  and  Trebonius,  there  ? 

Cm.  All  hut  Metellus  Cimher;  and  he's  gone 
To-  sec'ic  yon  at  your  house.  Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 
Cas.  That  done,  rejiair  to  rompey's  theatre. 
[Exit  Cinna. 
Come,  Casca,  you  and  I  will,  yet  ere  day, 
See  Brutus  at  his  house  :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already  ;  ami  the  man  entire, 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 
Casca.  O,  he  sits  high,  in  all  the  people's 
hearts : 
And  thai,  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchymy, 
Will  change  to  virtue,  and  to  worthiness. 
Cas.  Him,  and  bis  worth, and  our  great  need 
of  him, 
You  have  rit;ht  well  conceited.  Let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and,  ere  day, 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him. 

[E.xeunt. 
ACT  n. 
SOEJYE  I.— The  ««mc.— Brutus'  Orchard. 
Enter  Bkutus. 
Bru.  What,  Lucius  !  hoi — 
I  cannot  by  the  progress  of  the  stars. 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day. — Lucius,  T  say  ! 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  -.vhen.'f  Awake,  I  say  ;  What, 
Lucius  ! 

Enter  Lucjus. 

Luc.  Call'd  you,  my  lord  ? 

BrM.  Get  nie  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius: 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Luc.  I  will,  ray  lord.  [£.Ti7. 

Bru-  It  must  be  by  his  death  ;  and,  for  my 
part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general.  He  ivould  be  crown'd  ; — 
How  (hat  might  change  his  nature,  there's  the 

question, 
It  is  the  bright  day,  that  brings  forth  the  adderj 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.  Crown  hi»n.' — 

That  ;— 
And  then.  I  grant,  we  put  a  stinp;  in  him, 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 

*  Air  of  walking:.         t  An  exclamation  of  iiDpatience- 


Remorse*  from  power :  And,  to  speak  truth  of 

Cesar, 
I  have  not  known  when  his  affections  sway'd 
iviore  than  his  reason.     But  'tis  a  common 

proofjt 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face  : 
But  when  he  once  attains  the  upmost  round, 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  thebase  degrees^ 
By  which  hu  did  ascend  ;  So  Cesar  may  ; 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.  And,  since  the 

quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  for  the  thing  he  is. 
Fashion  is  thus  ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented, 
Would  run  to  these,  and  these  extiemities  : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg. 
Which,  hach'd,   would,  as   his   kind,§  grow 

mischevious ; 
And  kill  him  in  his  shell. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  The  taper  burneth  in  your  closet.  Sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flint,  I  found 
This  paper,  thus  seal'd  up  ;  and,  I  am  surCj 
It  did  not  lie  there,  when  I  went  to  bed. 

Bru.  Get  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March  ? 
Luc.  I  know  not,  Sir. 
Bru.  Look  in  tlie  calendar,  and  bring  rae 

word. 
Luc.  I  will,  Sir.  [Exil. 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air, 
Give  so  much  light,  that  I  may  re.id  by  them, 
^  [Opens  the  Letter  and  reads. 
Brutus,  thou  sleep'sl  ;  awake,  a7ul  .see  thyself.    ■ 
Shall  Rome,  ^c.  Speak,  strike,  redress.' 

Brutus,  thou  sleep' st ;  awake. 

Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  have  took  them  up. 
Shall  Rome,  <^c.  Thus,  must  I  piece  it  it  out ; 
Shall   Rome  stand  under  one  man's  awe  ? 

What!  Rome.' 
My  ancestors  ilid  from  (he  streets  of  Rome 
The  Tarquin  drive,  when  he  was  call'd  a  king. 
Speak,  strike,  redress! — Am  I  en(rea(ed  then 
To  speak,  and  strike  .''  O  Rome  !  I  make  thee 

promise, 
If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 
Thy  full  petition  at  (he  hand  of  Brutus  ! 
Re-enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  days. 

[Knock  within. 

Bru.  'Tis  good.     Go  to  the  gate  ;  somebody 

knocks.  [Exit  Lucius. 

Since  Cassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Cesar, 

I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadfid  thing 
And  (he  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantt!sma,||  or  a  hideous  dream  : 
The  genius,  and  the  mortal  instruments. 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  (he  state  of  man, 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  iusurrection. 
Re-enter  Lucius. 
Lwc.Sir, 'tisyourbrotherCassiusatthedcor, 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 
Bru.  Is  he  alone  .'' 

Luc.  No,  Sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 
Bru.  Do  you  know  them  ? 
Luc.  No,  Sir ;  their  hats  are  pluck'd  about 
their  ears, 


Pity,  tcnriernpss. 
§  Ntaure. 
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And  halftlieir  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks, 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour." 

Bru.  Let  them  enter.  [Exit  Lucius. 

They  are  the  faction.     O  conspiracy  !  [night, 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by 
When  evils  are  most  free  !  O,  then,  by  day, 
AVhere  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  piask  thy  monstrous  visage  ?   Seek  none. 
Hide  in  it  smiles,  and  affability  :  [conspiracy; 
For  if  th(m  path  tby  native  semblancet  on, 
JNot  Erebust  itself  were  dim  enough 
To  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Enter  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Cinna,  Me- 
TELLus  CiMBER,  and  Tkebonius. 

Cas.  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest: 
Good  morrow,  Brutus  ;  Do  we  trouble  you  ? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour ;  awake,  all 
night. 
Know  I  these  men,  that  come  along  with  you? 

Cas.  Yes,  every  man  of  them  ;  and  uo  man 
here. 
But  honours  you  :  and  every  one  doth  wish, 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself, 
W^lich  every  noble  Roman  bears  of  you. 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cas.  This  Decius  Brutus. 

Bru.  He  is  welcome  too. 

Cas.  This,  Casca  ;  this.Cinna; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru.  They  are  all  welcome. 
What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  your  e>es  and  night  ? 

Cas.  Shall  1  entreat  a  word  ?]  They  whisper. 

Dec.  Here  lies  the  east ;  Doth  not  the  day 
break  here  ? 

Caica.  No. 

Cm.  0,  pardon,  Sir,  it  doth;  and  yon  grey 
lines, 
That  fret  the  clouds,  are  messengers  of  day. 

Casca.  You  shall  confess,  that  you  arc  both 
deceiv'd. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises  ; 
Which  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  south, 
Wei'^hin"'  tiie  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence,  up  higher  toward 

the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire  ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

Bru.  Give  me  your  hands  fill  over,  one  by 
one. 

Cas.  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru.  No,  not  an  oath  :  If  not  the  face§  of 
men. 
The  suflerance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse. 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  offbetimes. 
Ami  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed  ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  fire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steal  with  valour 
The  melting  spirits  of  women  ;  then,  country- 
men. 
What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause, 
To  prick  us  to  redress  .'  what  other  bond. 
Than   secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke   the 

word, 
And  will  not  palter  rIT  And  what  other  oath, 
Than  lionesty  to  honesty  engag'd 
Tliat  this  shall  be,  or  we  will  fall  for  it  ? 

*b«untenance.  t  Walk  in  thy  true  form. 

}  HelL  §  Perhaps  Shakespeare  wrote  faith. 
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Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  caute- 

lous,* 
Old  ft-eble  carrions,  and  such  sufiering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 
The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise. 
Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits, 
To  think;  that,  or  our  cause,  or  our  perform- 
ance. 
Did  need  an  oath  ;  when  every  drop  of  blood, 
That  every  Roman  bears,  and  nol)ly  bears,- 
is  guilty  of  a  several  bastardy. 
If  he  do  break  the  smallest  |)articl« 
Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cas.  But  what  of  Cicero  .■'  Shall  we  sound 
him  ? 
I  think,  lie  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Cin.  No,  by  no  means. 

Met.  O  let  us  have  him  ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchace  us  a  good  opinion,! 
And  buy  men's  voices  to  commend  our  deeds: 
li  shall  be  said  his  judgment  rul'dour  hands  ; 
Our  youths,  and  wildness,  shall  iio  whit  ap- 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  giavity.  [p*'^'", 

Bru.  O,   name  him  not ;  let  us  not  break; 
with  him  ; 
For  he  will  never  follow  any  thing 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cas.  Then  leave  him  out. 

Casca.  Indeed,  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec.  Shall  no  man  else  be  touch'd  but  only 
Cesar .' 

Cas.  Decius,  well  urg'd  : — I  think  it  is  not 
meet, 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belov'd  of  Cesar, 
Should  outlive  Cesar  :  We  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver;  and,  you  know,  his  means 
If  he  improves  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far, 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent. 
Let  Antony,  and  Cesar,  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius 
Cassius, 
To  cut  the  head  ofi",  and  then  hack  the  limbs; 
Like  wrath  in  death,  and  envy§  afterwards  : 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Cesar, 
Let  us  be  sacrificers,  but  no  butchers,  Caius, 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  Cesar; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood  : 
O,  that  we  then  could  come  by  Cesar's  spirit, 
And  not  dismember  Cesar!  But,  alas, 
Cesar  must  bleed  for  it  !  And,  gentle  friends, 
Let's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wratiifullv  ; 
Let's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcass  fit  for  hounds  : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  uiasters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage, 
And  after  seem  to  chide  them  .     This  shall 

make 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious: 
Which  so  appearing  lo  the  common  eyes. 
We  shall  be  called  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him  ; 
For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Cesar's  arm, 
When  Cesar's  head  is  off. 

Cas.  Yet  I  do  fear  him: 
For  in  the  ingrafted  love  he  bears  to  Cesar, — 

Bru.  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of 
If  he  love  Cesar,  all  that  he  can  do  [him  ; 
Is  to   himself;    take   thought,  and   die   for 

Cesar : 
And  that  were  much  he  should;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Tre^.There  is  no  fear  in  him;  lethimnotdie  ; 

*Cautioa«.  t  Cliaracter. 
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For  he  will  live,  and  lau^h  at  this  hereafter. 
[Clock  strike*. 
Bra.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 
Cos.  The  clock  hath  sti  icken  three. 
Tnb.  'Tis  time  to  part 
Cas.  But  it  is  doubtiul  yet. 
Whe'r*  Cesar  wilt  come  forth  lo-day,  or  no: 
For  he  is  superstitious  grown  of  htte  ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opinion  he  held  once 
Ot  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies  ;\ 
It  may  be,  these  apparent  prodigies, 
The  unaccustom'd  tenor  of  this  iii^ht, 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers.t 
May  hold  him  Irom  the  Capitol  to  day. 

Dec.  Never  fear  that  :  If  he  be  so  resolv'd, 
I  can  o'ersway  him  ;  for  he  loves  to  hear, 
That  unicorns  oiity  be  betray'd  vviiiitrfes. 
And  t)ears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  wit!i  flatterers  ; 
But,  when  I  tell  him,  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says,  he  does  ;  being  then  most  flattered. 
Let  me  work : 

For  I  can  give  this  humour  the  true  bent ; 
And  I  will  bring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Cas.  iNay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  ibere  to  fetch 

hiui. 
Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour :  Is  that  the  utter- 
most .•' 
Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 
Met,  Caius  Ligarius  doth  bear  Cesar  hard, 
Who  rated  him  (or  speaking  well  of  Ponipey  ; 
1  wonder,  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Bru.  Now,  good  Aletellus,  go  along  by  him:§ 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him   rea- 
sons ; 
Send  hitn  but,  hither,  and  I'll  fashion  him. 
Cas.  The   morning   comes  upon   us :   We'll 
leave  \ou,  Brutus  : —  [member 

And,  friends,  disperse  yourselves  ;  hut  all    re- 
VVhat  you  have  said,and  show  yourselves  tvue 
Romans, 
Bru. Good  gentlemen,look  fresh  and  merrily  ; 
Let  not  our  looks  put  on||  our  purposes  : 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  do, 
With  untir'd  spirits,  and  formal  constancy: 
And  so,  good-niorrovv  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Brutus. 
Boy  !  Lucius  ! — Fast  asleep  ?  It  is  no  matter  ; 
Enjoy  '.he  honey-heavy  dew  of  slumber  : 
Thou  hast  no  fi£;ures,TT  nor  no  fantasies. 
Which  buSy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men  ; 
Therefore  thou  sleep'st  so  sound. 
Enter  Portia. 
For.  Brutus,  my  lord  ! 
Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  ?  Wherefore 
rise  you  now? 
It  is  not  (or  your  health,  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw-cold  morning. 
Por.  Nor  for  yours  neither.     You  have  un- 
gently,  Brutus,  [per. 

Stole  from  my  bed  :  And  yesternight,  at  sup- 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about, 
Musing,  and  singing,  with  your  arms  across  : 
And  when  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was, 
You  star'd  upon  me  with  ungentle  looks  : 
I  urg'd  you  further  ;   then  you  scratch'd  your 

head, 
And  too  impatiently  stamp'd  with  your  foot : 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answer'd  not ; 
But,  with  an  angry  wafture  of  your  hand, 
Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you  :  So  I  did  ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  (hat  impatience, 

*  Whether,    t  Omens  at  sacrifices.    J  Prognosticatorr- 
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Which    seeni'd    too   much   enkindled  ;    and 

withal. 
Hoping  It  was  but  an  eflect  of  humour, 
Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleep  ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape, 
As  it  hath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition,* 
I  should  not   know   you,    Brutus.     Dear  my 

lord, 
iVlake  me  acquainted  with  your  cause  of  grief, 

Bru.  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  all. 

Por.  Brutus,  is  wise,  and    were   he  not  io 
health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  i(. 

Bru.  W  by ,  so  I  do  : — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Por.  Is  Brutus  sicl.  ?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  tde  humours 
Of  the  dankt  morning  ?  What,  is  Brutus  sick  r 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed, 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  night? 
And  tempt  the  rheumy^:  and  unpurged  air 
To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?  No,  my  Brutus  ; 
You  have  some  sick  ofTence  within  your  mind, 
Which,  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place, 
I  ought  to  know  of:  And,  upon  my  knees, 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once  commended  beauty, 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one. 
That  you  unfold  (o  me,  yourself,  your  half, 
Why  you  are  heavy  ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  had  resort  to  you :  for  there  have  been 
Some  six  or  seven  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

Bru.  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.  I  should  not  need,   if  you  were  gentle 
Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Brutus, 
Is  it  expected,  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  .'  Am  I  yourself, 
But,  as  it  were,  in  sort,  or  limitation  ; 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed, 
And  talk  to  you   sometimes.'  Dwell    1  but  ia 

the  suburbs^ 
Of  your  good  pleasure  ?  If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru.  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife  ; 
.As  dear  to  me,  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart. 

Por.  If  this  were  true,    then  should  I  know 
this  secret. 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  that  lord  Brutus  took  to  wife  : 
I  grant,  I  am  a  woman  ;  but,  withal, 
A  woman  well-reputed  ;  Calo's  daughter. 
Think  you,  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex, 
Being  so  father'd,  and  so  husbanded  ? 
Tell  ine  your  counsels,!  will  not  disclose  them  : 
I  ha^  e  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound         [tience, 
Here,  in  the  thigh  :  Can  I  bear  that  with  pa- 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bru  O  ye  gods, 
Render  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife  ! 

[Knocking  within. 
Hark,  hark  !  one  knocks  :  Portia,goin  a  while  ; 
And  by  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart. 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
All  the  characteryll  of  ray  sad  brows  : — 
Leave  me  with  haste.  [£j;t7.  Portia 

Enter  Lucius  and  Ligarius. 
Lucius,  who  is  that,  knocks  .'' 

''Temper.  tDamp.  J  Moist. 
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Luc.  Here  is  a  sick  man,  that  would  speak 

with  you. 
Bru.  Caius  Ligariue,   that   Metellug  spake 
of.— 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius  !  how  ? 
Lig.  Vouchsafe  good  morrow  from  a  feeble 

tongue. 
BrU'  O,  what  a  lime  have  you  chose  out, 
brave  Caius,  [sick  ! 

To  wear   a  kerchief.'  'Would  you  were  not 

Lig.  I  am  not  sick,  if  Brutus  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  lionour. 
Bru.   Such    au   exploit  have  I   in    hand, 
Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 
Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  be- 
fore, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness.     Soul  of  Rome  ! 
Brave  son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins ! 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjur'd  up 
My  raortiBed  spirit.     Now  bid  me  run, 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible  ; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What's  to  do  ? 
Bru.  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick 

men  whole. 
Lig.  But  are  not  some  whole,  that  we  must 

make  sick  ? 
Bru.  That  must  we  also.      What  it  is,  my 
Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going, 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig.  Set  on  your  foot ; 
And,  with  a  heart  new  fir'd,  I  follow  you, 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufSceth, 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bru.  Follow  me  then.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  U.—The  same.    A  Room  in  Cesar's 

Palace. 
Thunder  and  Lightning.  Enter  Cesar,  in  his 
J^ight-gown. 
Ces.  Nor  heaven,    nor  earth,  have  been  at 
peace  to-night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphurnia  in  her  sleep  cried  out, 
Help,  ho .'  they  murder  Cesar ! — Who's  within  ? 
Enter  a  Servant. 
Serv.  My  lord  i 

Ces.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  present  sacrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  success. 
Serv.  I  will,  my  lord,  lE.xil. 

Enter  Calphurnia. 
Cal.  What  mean  you,  Cesar .'  Think  you  to 

walk  forth  ? 
You  shall  not  stair  out  of  your  house  to-day. 
Ces.   Cesar  shall    forth :  The   things  that 

threaten'd  me,  [see 

Ne'er  look'd  but  on  my  back  ;  when  they  shall 
The  face  of  Cesar,  they  are  vanished. 

Cal.  Cesar,  I  never  stood  oa  ceremonies,* 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.  There  is  one  within. 
Besides  the   things  that   we   had  heard  and 

seen, 
Recounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  in  the  streets  ; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd    and  yielded   up 

their  dead : 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks  and  squadrons.and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol : 
The  noise  of  battle  hartledt  in  the  air, 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan  ; 
And  ghosts  did  shriek,  and  squeal  t  about  the 

streets, 

*  Never  paid  a  regard  to  prodigies  or  omens, 
t  EncountereJf.  tCrywitbpatn. 


0  Cesar  I  these  things  are  beyond  all  us, 
And  I  do  fear  them. 

Ces.  What  can  be  avoided, 
Whose  end  is  purpos'd  by   the  mighty  gods  ? 
Yet  Cesar  shall  go  forth  :  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general,  as  to  Cesar. 

Cal.  When  beggars  die,  there  areuo  comets 
seen  ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death 
of  princes. 

Ces.  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their 
deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heard. 
It  seems  to  me  most  strange  that  men  shoidd 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end,      [fear ;, 
Will  come,  when  it  will  come. 

Re-enter  a  Servant. 
What  say  the  augurers  .' 

Serv.   They  will  not  have  you  to  stir  forth 
to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

Ces.The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice; 
Cesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart. 
If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Cesar  shall  not :  Danger  knows  full  well, 
That  Cesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he. 
We  were  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day, 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible  ; 
And  Cesar  shall  go  forth. 

Cal.  Alas,  my  lord, 
Your  wisdom  is  consum'd  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day  :   Call  it  my  fear, 
That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your 

own. 
We'll  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  shall  say,  you  are  not  well  to-day  : 
Let  me  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Ces.  Mark  Antony  shall  say,  lam  not  well ; 
And,  for  thy  humour,  I  will  stay  at  home. 

Enter  Decius. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 

Dec.  Cesar,  all  hail !  Good  morrow,  worthy 
Cesar  : 

1  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

Ces.  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time^ 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators, 
And  tell  them,  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser ; 
I  will  not  come  to-day  :  Tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Cal.  Say,  he  is  sick. 

Ces.  Shall  Cesar  send  a  lie  .' 
Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far, 
To  be  afeard  to  tell  grey-beards  the  truth.' 
Decius,  go  tell  them,  Cesar  will  not  come. 

Dec-  Most  mighty  Cesar,  let  me  know  spme 
cause. 
Lest  I  be  laugh'd  at,  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Ces.  The  cause  is  in  my  will,  I  will  not  come ; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But,  for  your  private  satisfaction. 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know. 
Calphurnia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home: 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statue. 
Which  like  a  fountain,  with  a  hundred  spouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood  ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
Came  smiling,  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it. 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings,  per- 

tents. 
And  evils  imminent  ;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begg'<l,  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day, 

Dec.  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted. 
It  was  a  vision,  fair  and  fortunate  : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes, 
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In  which  so  many  smiling  Roman's  bath'd, 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Roine'sball  suck 
Reviving  blood;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures, stains,  reKcs,*  and  cognizance. t 
This  by  Calphurnia's  dream  is  signified. 

Ces.  And  this  way  have  yon  well  expound- 
ed it. 

Dec.  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I 
can  say  '• 
And  know  it  now;  The  senate  have  concluded 
To  give  this  day,  a  crown  to  miffht'y  Ce.^ar. 
If  you  shall  scud  them  word  you  will  not  come, 
Their  minds  may  change.     Besides,  it  were  a 

mock 
Apt  to  be  rendei'd,  for  someone  to  ?ay, 
Break  up  the  senate  till  another  time, 
IVhenCtsur's  wife shalhneet ivitfibetler dreams, 
If  Cesar  hide  lumself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 
Lo,  Cesar  is  afraid  ? 

Pardon  me,  Cesar;  for  my  dear,  dear  love 
To  your  proceed!  ig  bids  me  tell  you  this; 
And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable.^ 

Ces.  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now, 
Calphurnia.' 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them.— 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go : 

EnlerPvBzivs, BnuTus,LiGARius,  Metellus, 
Casca,  Trebosius,  and  Cinna. 

\nd  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me 

Pub.  Good  morrow,  Cesar. 

Ces.  Welcome,  Piihlius  — 
What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirr'd  so  early  too.' — 
Good-morrow,  Casca. — Cains  Ligarius, 
Cesar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy. 
As  tliat  same  ague  which  hath  made  you  lean. 
What  is't  o'clock  ? 

.Bru-  Cesar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

Ces  I tliankyou for yourpainsand courtesy. 


Enter  Antony. 


jhts, 


See!  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'n 

Is  notwithstanding  up; 

Sood  morrow,  Antony. 

Ant.  So  to  most  noble  Cesar. 

Ces.  Bid  them  prepare  within: — 
1  am  to  blame  to  be  thus  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna  :-Now,  Metelkis: — What,Trebo- 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you;    [nius! 
Remember  that  yon  call  on  me  to-day  : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  romember  you. 

Treb.  Cesar,  1  will: — and  so  near  will  I  be, 

That  your  best  friends  sliall  wish  I  had  been 

farther.  [Aside. 

Ces.  Good   friends,  go  in,  and   taste  some 
wine  with  me; 
And  we,  like   friends,  will  straightway  go  to- 
gether. 

Eru.Thatevfrylike  isnotthesame,0  Cesar. 
The  heart  of  Brutus  yearus§  to  think  upon! 

[E.ceunt, 

SCEJVE  III.— The  samr—A  Street  near  the 

Cajnlol. 

Enter  Artemidorus,  reading  a  Paper. 

Art.  Cesar,  beivare  o/ Brutus;  fa^e  heed  of 
Cassius;  come  not  near  Casca;  have  an  eye  to 
Cinna ;  trust  notTrehon'ms;  marh7cell  Metellus 
Cimber;  Decius  Bnitus  lores  thee  not ;  thou 
hast  wronged  Caius  Ligarius.  Thereishntone 
mind  in  all  these  men,  and  it  is  bent  against  Ce- 

'  As  to  a  saint,  forreliquc";.         t  As  to  a  prince  for 
+  Subordinate.       f.  Orieves-  liouours. 


sar.  Ifthoube\it  nolimmorlal,  look  about  i/ou : 
Security  gives  way  to  conspiracy.  The  mighty 
gods  defend  thee!  Thy  lover,* 

Artemidorus. 
Here  will  I  stand,  tHl  Cesar  pass  along, 
And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  hiai  this. 
iMy  heart  laments,  that  virtue  cannot  live 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 1 
U  thou  read  this,  O  Ct  sar,  thou  may'st  live : 
If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive. 

[E.xlt. 
SCENE  IV.-^Thesame:— Another  part  of  the 
same  Street  before  the  House  of  Brutus. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lrcius. 
Por.  I  pr'ythee,  boy, run  to  the  senate  house; 
Slay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone: 
Why  dost  thou  stay.' 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 
Por.  I  would  have  had  thee  there,  and  here 
again,  [there. — 

Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what   thou   should'si   do 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side! 

Set  a  huge  mountain   'tween  my  heart  and 
tongue! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel !— . 
An  thou  here  yet? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do.' 
RiMi  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else.' 
And  so  return  lo  you,  and  nothing  else  ? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord 
look  well, 
For  he  went  sickly  forth  :  And  take  good  note, 
\Vhat  Cesar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  bim^ 
Hark,  boy  !  what  noise  is  that.' 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

Por-  Pr'ythee,  listen  well; 
I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  fray, 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  Capitol. 

Luc.  Sooth,t  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 
Enter  Soothsaver. 

Por.  Come  hither,  fellow: 
Which  way  hast  thou  been.' 

Sooth.  At  mine  own  house,  good  ladv. 

Por.  What  is't  o'clock? 

Sooth.  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por.  Is  Cesar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol  ? 

Sooth.  Madam,  not  yet;  I  go  to  take  my 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol.         [stand, 

Por.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  Cesar,  hast  thou 
not.' 

Sco//t.  That  I  have,  lady:  if  it  will  please 
1  o  tie  so  good  to  Cesar,  as  to  hear  me,  [Cesar 
I  shall  beseech  him  to  befriend  himself. 

Por.  W  hy,  knowest  thou  any  harm'sintended 
towards  him  ? 

Sooth.  None  that  I  know  will  be,  much  that 
I  fear  may  chance.  [row: 

Good-morrow  to  you.    Here  the  street  is  nar- 
The  throng  that  follows  Cesar  at  tlie  heels. 
Of  senators,  of  prajtors,  common  suitors, 
Will  croud  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death : 
I'll  get  me  to  a  jdace  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  greatCesarashecomesalong.  [Exit. 

Por.  I  must  go  in. — Ah  me!  liow  weak  a 
The  heart  of  women  is!  O  Brutus !  [thing 

The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise  ! 
Sure,  the  boy  iieard  me: — Brutus  halh  a  suit. 
That  Cesarwill  not  grant. — 0,1  grow  faint: — 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord; 
Say,  1  am  merry  :  come  to  mo  again, 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

[Extuiit 

♦Friend.       fEnvy.       JRcaUy 
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ACT  III. 

SCE.YE  I.—Thesame.—  The  Capitol;  the  Sen- 
ate silting. 
A  Crowd  of  People  in  the  Street  leading  to  the 
Capitol;  among  them  Art  emworvs,  and  the 
Soothsayer.  Flourish.  £?iYer  Cesar,  Bru- 
tus, Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Meteli.us, 
Treboxius,  Cinna,  Avtovy,  Lepidus,   Po- 
piLius,  PuBLius,  and  others. 
Ces.  'llic  ides  of  March  are  come. 
Sooth.  Ay,  Cesar  ;  but  not  gone. 
Art.  Hail,  Cesar!  Read  this  schedule. 
£>ec.Trebonius<loth  desire  you  to  o'er-read. 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 
Art.  O,  Cesar,  read  mine  first;  for  mine's  a 
suit  [Cesar. 

That  touches  Cesar  nearer:  Read  it,  great. 
Ces.  What  touches  us  ourself,  siiall  be  last 

serv'd. 
Art.  Delay  not,  Cesar;  read  it  instantly. 
Ces.  What,  is  the  fellow  mad  ? 
Pub.  Sirrab,  give  place. 
Ces.  W'liat,  urge  you  your  petitions  in  the 
Come  to  tlte  Capitol.  [street.' 

Cesar  enters  the  Capitol,  the  rest  following. 

All  the  Senators  rise. 
Pop.  I  wish,  your  enterprise   to-day  may 

thrive. 
Cas.  What  enterprise,  Popilius  ? 
Pop.  Fare  you  well      [Advances  to  Cesar. 
Brn.  What  said  Popilius  Lena  ? 
Cas.  He  wish'd  to-day  our  enterprise  might 
I  fear,  our  purpose  is  discovered.         [thrive. 
Bru.  Look,  how  he  makes  to  Cesar :  Mark 

liim. 
Cas.  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  preven- 
tion.— 
Brutus,  what  shall  be  done  .'  If  this  be  known, 
Ca.ssrus  or  Cesar  never  shall  turn  back, 
For  I  will  slay  myself. 

Bni.  Cassius,  be  constant: 
Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purposes; 
For,   look,   he  smiles,   and  Cesar  doth  not 
change. 
Cas.  Trebonius  knows  his    time ;  for,  look 
you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeimt  Antosv  anrfTREBON'ius.  Cesar 
and  the  Senators  take  their  Seats. 
Dec.  Where  is MetellusCimber'  Lethinigo, 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Cesar. 

Bru.  He  is  address'd:*  press  near,  and   se- 
cond him. 
Cin.  Casca,  you  are  the  first  that  rears  your 

hand. 
Ces.  Are  we  all  ready  ?  what  is  now  amiss. 
That  Ce.=ar,  and  his  senate  must  redress.' 
Met.  Most  high,  most  mighty,  and  most  pu- 
issant Cesar, 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  before  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart:—  [Kneeling. 

Ces.  I  must  prevent  thee,  Ciml)cr. 
These  couchings,  and  these  lowly  courtesies, 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinary  men;- 
And  turn  preordinance,  and  first  decree, 
Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond, 
To  think  that  Cesar  bears  such  rebel  blood. 
That  will  be  thaw'd  from  the  true  quality 
With  that  which  melteth  fools; I  mean,  sweet 
words,  [ings 

Low.crook'd  curtsies,  and  base  spaniel  fawn- 
Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished; 
If  thou  dost  bend,  and  pray  and  fawn  for  him, 

*  Ready. 


I  spurn  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 
Know ,   Cesar  doth  not   wrong;   nor  without 
Will  he  be  satisfied.  [cause, 

Met    Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my 
own, 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Cesar's  ear, 
For  the  repealing  of  my  banish'd  brother  .' 

Bru.  I  kissthy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery , Cesar ; 
Desiring  thee,  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeal. 

Ces.  What,  Brutus ! 

Cns.  Pardon,  Cesar;  Cesar  pardon: 
As  low  as  to  thy  foot  doth  Cassius  fall, 
To  beg  enfranchisement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

Ces.  I  could  be  wtllmov'd,  if  I  were  as  you; 
Ifl  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  mc : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true-fis'd,  and  resting  quality, 
There  is  no  fellow  in  tho  firmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, 
They  are  all  flrc;  and  every  one  doth  shine; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place  : 
So,  in  the  world  ;  'Tis  furnish'd  wellwith  men, 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehen- 
Yet,  in  the  number,  I  do  know  but  one     [sive;* 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank,t 
Unshak'd  of  motion  :t  and,  that  I  am  he, 
Let  me  a  little  show  it,  even  in  this ;       [ish'd. 
That  I  was  constant,  Cimber  should  be  ban- 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Cin.  O  Cesar, 

Ces.  Hence!  Wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus? 

Dec.  Great  Cesar,- 

Ces.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless^  kneel .' 

Casca.  Speak,  hands,  for  me. 

[Casca  stabs  Ce.sar  in  the  Mck.   Cesar 
catches  hold  of  his  Arm.    He   is  then 
stabbed  by  several  other  Ccmspirators, 
and  at  last  by  Marcus  Brutiis. 
Ces.  EtlUyBmte  .?||— 'Ihen,  fall,  Cesar. 

[Dies.    The  Senators  and  People  retire  in 
confusion. 

Cin.  Liberty '.Freedom!  Tyranny  is  dead!— 
Run  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cas.  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry 
Liberty,  freedom,  and  enfranchisement!    [out, 

Bru.  People,and  senators  I  benot  affrighted  : 
Fly  not ;  stand  still: — ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Casca.  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec.  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru.  Where's  Publius? 

Cin.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mu- 
tiny. 

Met.  Stand  fast  together,  lest  some  friend 
of  Cesar's 
Should  chance 

Bru.  Talk  not  of  standing;— Publius,  good 
cheer; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person, 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else  :  so  tell  them,  Publiuj. 

Ca*.  And  leave   us,  Publius;  lest  that  the 
^       .  l^fiopJe,  [chief. 

Rushmg  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  mis- 

Brii.  Do  so  ; — and  let  no  man    abide  this 
But  we  the  doers.  [deed 

Re-enter  Treeomu.'S. 

Cas.  Where's  Antony  ? 

Tre.  Fled  to  his  house  amazd: 

*  Intelligent,    t  Continues  to  hold  if.    iSoiicitation. 
^  Unsuccjssfiillj .  II  And  thou,  Druttis .' 
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Men,  wives,  and  children,  stare,  cry  out,  and 
As  it  were  doomsday.  run,] 

Bru.  Fates  !  we  will  know  your  pleasures  ;- 
That,  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time, 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 
Cas.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of 

'■''"«'  .       .      \ 

Cots  off  so  many  years  of  fearm^  deatli. 

Bn/.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit: 
So  are  we  Cesar's  friends  that  have  abridg^'d 
His  time  of  fearing  death.— Stoop,  Romans, 

stoop. 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  CesaY's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords  : 
Then  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  market-place  ; 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let's  all  cry,  Peace !  Freedom  !  and  Liberty  ! 

Cas.  Stoop   then,  and  wash.'*  How  many 
ages  hence. 
Shall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over. 
In  states  nnborn,  and  accents  yet  unknown  ? 

Bru.  How  many  times  shall  Cesar  bleed  in 
sport, 
That  now  on  Pompey's  basis  lies  along, 
JJo  worthier  than  the  dust  ? 

Cas.   So  oft  as  that  shall  be, 
,So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  ourlcountry  liberty. 

Dec.  What,  shall  we  forth  .' 

Cas.  Ay,  every  man  away : 
Brutus  shall  lead  ;  and  we  will  grace  his  heels 
With   the   most  boldest  and  best  hearts  of 
Rome. 

Enler  a  Servant. 

Bru.  Soft,  who  comes  here  ?  A  friend  of 
Antony's. 

Strv.  Thus,  Brutus,  did  my  master  bid  nie 
kneel ; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down  : 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say. 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Cesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving  ; 
Say,  I  love  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him  ; 
Say,  I  fear'd  Cesar,  honour'd  him,  and  lov'd 
If  Brutus  will  vouchs.-xfe,'that  Antony      [him. 
May  safely  corae  to  him,  and  be  resolv'd 
How  Gesar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Cesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Bmtus, 
Through  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state, 
With  all  true  faith.     So  says  my  master  An- 
tony. 

Bru.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Ro- 
I  never  thought  him  worse.  [man  ; 

Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place. 
He  shall  be  satisfied  ;  and,  by  my  honour. 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently.    Exit.  Serv. 

Bru.  I  know,  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to 
friend. 

Ca^.  I  wish,  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much  ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Re-enter  Antony. 

'     Bru.  But  here  comes  Antony. — Welcome, 

Mark  Antony. 

.Ant.  0  mighty  Cesar  !  Dost  thou  lie  so  low  ? 

Arc  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,spoils, 

Shrunk  to   this  little  measure  ? — Fare   thee 

well. —  ' 

I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend, 
'In  Cesar's  blood. 


Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  rank:* 
If  I  myself,  there  is  no  hour  so  fit 
As  Cesar's  death  hour  ;  nor  no  instrument 
Of  half  that  worth,  as  those  your  swords, 

made  rich 
With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 
I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard. 
Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and 

smoke, 
Fulfd  your  pleasure.    Live  a  thousand  years, 
I  shall  not  find  myself  so  apt  to  die  : 
No  place  will  pjease  me  so,  no  mean  of  death. 
As  here  by  Cesar,  and  by  you  cut  off, 
The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  0  Antony  !  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As,  by  our  hands,  and  this  our  pres>'i)t  act, 
You  see  we  do  ;  yet  see  you  but  our  liands, 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done : 
Our  hearts  you  see  not,  they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Rome 
(As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity,  pity,) 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Cesar.  For  your  part, 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark 

Antony  : 
Our  arms,  in  strength  of  malice,  and  our 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in[hearts. 
With  all  kind  love, good  thoughts,  and  rever- 
ence. 

Cas.  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dignities.         [man's 

Bru.  Only  be  patient,  till  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  deliver  you  the  cause, 
Why  I  tha  'did  love  Cesar  when  I  struck  Lira, 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

.9nt.  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 
Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand  : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you  ;- 
Next  t'aius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand  ;- 
Now,  Decius    Brutus,    yours  ; — Now   yours, 

Metellus ; 
Yours,    Cinna  ; — and,     my    valiant    Casca 
yours  ; —  [Trebonius. 

Though   last,  not   least  in  love  yours,  good 
Gentlemen  all, — alas  !    what  shall  I  say  .' 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground 
That  one  of  two  bad  wjiys  you  must  conceit 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. —  [n>e, 

That  I  did  love  thee,  Cesar,  0,  'tis  true: 
If  then  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now. 
Shall  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  death, 
To  see  thy  Antony  making  his  peace. 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foes, 
Most  noble  !  in  the  i)resence  of  thy  corse  .' 
Had  1  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds. 
Weeping  as  fast  as  they  streamforth  thyblood 
It  would  become  me  belter  ,  than  to  close 
In  terms  of  Iriendship  with  thine  enemies. 
Pardon  me  Julius  !— Here  wast  thou  bay'd, 
brave  hart ;  [stand, 

Here   didst  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters 
Sign'd  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  lethe. 
O  world  !  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart  ; 
And  this,  indeed,  0  world,  the  heart  of  thee. 
How  like  a  deer,  stricken  by  many  princes, 
Dost  thou  here  lie  .'' 

Cas-  Mark  Antony, 

Ant.  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassius  : 
The  enemies  of  Cesar  shall  say  this  ; 
Then,  in  a  friend,  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cas.  I  blame  you  not  for  praising  Cesar  so : 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us .' 
Will  you  be  prick'd  in  number  of  our  friends 
'or  hall  we    on,  and  not  depend  on  you  .' 
*  Grawn  t03  bi::h  for  the  public  safety. 
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^nt.  Therefore   I  took   j'our  hands ;    but 
was,  indeed,  [Cesai 

Sway'd  from  th;;  point,  by  looking  down  on 
Friends  am  I  with  you  .il!,  and  love  you  all ; 
Upon  this  liopr,  ihnt  yon  shall  give  me  reasons, 
Why,  and  wherein  Cfsar  was  dangerous. 

Bra    Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle  : 
Our  reasons  are  s.»  lull  of  good  resjard, 
That  were  you  Antony  tiii;  son  of  Cesar, 
You  should  be  salisilf'J. 

.^iit    Tliafs  all  !  seek  : 
And  am  moreover  suitor,  that  I  may 
Pruduce  bis  body  to  the  market-place  ; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend, 
Speak  in  the  <irder  of  his  funeral. 

Rru.  Von  shall,  .Mark  Antony. 

Cos.  Brutus,  a  v^ord  with  you. — 
You  know  not  what  you  do  ;  Do  not  consent, 
That   \iirony  S[)rak  in  his  funeral: 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  thai  which  he  will  utter.''  [Aside. 

Bru    By  your  pardon  ; — 
I  will  invsi'lf  into  the  pulpit  first, 
And  show  the  reason  of  our  Cesar's  death  : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permis>.iou  ; 
And  that  we  are  contented,  Cesar  shall 
Have  all  true  rites,  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more,  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cas.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  1  like  it 
not. 

Bru-  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  you  Cesar's 
body 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  t.'esar  ; 
And  say  ycui  do't  by  our  permission  ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his    funeral:   And  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpil  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended 

Jlnt.  Be  it  so  ; 
I  do  desire  no  more. 
Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 
lExexmi  all  but  Antojny. 

.int.  0  pardon  me,  thou  piece  of  bleeding 
earth,  [ers ! 

That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  bulch- 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man. 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide*  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  (hat  shed  this  costly  blood  ! 
■Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  projthesy, —  [lips, 
Which,  like  dumb  inonllis,  do  oi)e  their  rnby 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue; 
A  curse  sliail  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men  ; 
Domestic  fury,  and  fierce  civil  sliife, 
Sliall  cumber  ail  the  parts  of  Italy  ; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar. 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quartered  with  the  hands  of  war; 
All  pity  chok  d  with  custom  of  fell  deeds: 
And  Cesar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge. 
With  Ate  by  his  side,  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines, with  a  mouarcii's  voice, 
Cry  Havoc,\  and  let  slipt  the  dogs  of  war  ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  burial. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

You  serve  Octavius  Cesar,  do  you  not .-' 
Serv.  I  do,  Mark  Antony 
Ant.  Cesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to 
Rome. 


*  Course.  t  She  signal  for  giving  no  qna.iter. 

X  To  let  slip  a  dog  at  at  a  deer,  &c.  weis  the  technical 

j^hrase  of  Shakspeare's  time.  I 


Sery.   He  did   receive  his  letters,  and  is 
coming : 
\nd  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 

O  Cesar  ! [Stdng  the  body. 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  the   apart  and 
weep, 
Pas<:ion,  I  see,  is  catching ;  for  mine  eyes, 
S.;ciiig  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.     Is  thy  master  coming  ? 
Serv.  He  lies  to- night  within  seven  leagues 

of  Rome. 
Ant.  Post  back  with   speed,  and  tell  hiin 
what  hath  chanc'd  : 
Were  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence,  jukI  tell  him  so.  Yet,  stay  a  while ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back,  til!  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  maiKot-place:  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  I  ow  the  people  take 
The  erne!  issue  of  these  bloody  men  ; 
According;  to  the  which,  thou  sliait  discourse 
To  younf  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  lue  your  hand. 

[Exeunt  with  Cesar's  Body. 

SCEJVE  II.~The  same.—  The  Fvrum. 

Enter  Brutvs  and  Cassius,  and  a  throng  of 
Citizens. 

Cit.  We  will  be  satisfied  ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 

Bru    'i  hen  follow  me  and  give  me  audi- 
ence, friends. — 
Cassins,  go  you  into  the  other  street, 
And  part  the  numbers. —  [here; 

Tiiose  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  them  stay 
Those  that  will  lollow  Cassius,  go  with  him  ; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Cesar  s  death. 

1  Cit.  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

2  Oil.  I  will  jiear  Cassius  ;  and  compare 

their  reasons. 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[Exit  Cassius,  ivithsome  of  the  Citizens, 
Brutus  goes  into  the  Rostrum. 

3  Cit.  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended  :  Si- 

lence  ! 

Bru.  Be  patient  till  the  last. 
Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers!*  hear  me 
(or  my  cause ;  and  be  silent  that  you  may  hear: 
believe  me  for  mine  honour;  and  have  respect 
to  mine  honour, that  you  may  believe:  censure 
me  in  your  wisdom  ;"  and  awake  your  senses 
that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any 
in  this  assembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Cesar's,  to 
him  I  say,  that  Brutus'  love  to  Cesar  was  no 
less  than  his.  If  then  that  friend  demand, 
»v  by  Brufus  ror^e  against  Cesar,  this  is  m  an- 
swer,— Not  that  I  loved  Cesar  less,  but  that  1 
loved  Rome  more.  Had  you  rather  Cesar 
were  iivmg,and  die  all  slaves,  than  that  Cesar 
were  dead  to  live  all  free  men  ?  As  Cesar 
loved  me,  I  weep  for  him  ;  as  he  was  fortu- 
nate, I  rejoice  at  il;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour 
him:  but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him: 
There  is  tears,  for  his  love  ;  joy,  for  his  for- 
tune ;  honour,  for  his  valour;  and  death,  for 
his  ambition.  Who  is  here  so  base,  that  would 
be  a  bondman  ?  If  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have 
1  ofiended.  Who  is  here  so  rude,  that  would 
not  be  a  Roman  .'  if  any,  speak  ;  for  him  have 
I  olfended.  Who  is  here  so  vile,  that  will  not 
love  his  country  .'  Ifany,speak;  forhimhave 
I  oH'ended.     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

Cit.  None,  Brutus,  none. 

[Several  speaking  at  once. 

Bru.  Then  none  have  I  ofiended.    1  have 
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done  no  more  to  Cesar,  than  you  should  do  to 
Brutus.  The  question  of  his  death  is  enrolled 
in  the  Capitol:  his  glory  not  extenuated, 
wherein  he  was  worthy  ;  nor  his  otfences  en- 
forced, for  which  he  suflered  death. 
Enter  Antony  and  others,  with  Cesar's  body. 
Here  comes  his  body,  mourned  by  Mark  An- 
tony :  who,  though  he  had  no  hand  in  hi.< 
death,  shall  receive  the  benefit  of  his  dying, 
a  place  in  the  commonwealth  ;  as  which  of 
you  shall  not  ?  With  this  1  depart ;  That  as  I 
slew  my  best  lover*  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I 
have  the  same  dagger  for  myselt,  when  it 
shall  please  my  country  to  n^ed  my  death. 
at.     Live,  Brutus,  live  !  live  ! 

1  Cit.  Bring  tiim  with  triumph  home  unto 

his  house. 

2  Cit  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 

3  Cit.  Let  him  be  Cesar. 

4  Cit.  Cesar's  better  parts 
Shall  now  be  crown'd  in  Brutus. 

1  Cit.  We'll  bring   him  to  his  house  with 

shouts  and  clamours. 
Bru.  My  countrymen, 

2  Cit.  Peace  ;  silence  !  Brutus  speaks. 

1  Cit.  Peace,  ho  I  [alone, 

£ni.    Good    countrymen,    let   me    depart 

And,  for  my  sake,  stay  here  with  Antony  : 

Do   grace   to  Cesar's  corpse,  and  grace  his 

speech  [Antony, 

Tending    to   Cesar's    glories  ;    which   Mark 

By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 

1  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart, 

Save  I  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.     [Exit. 

1  Cit.  Stay,    ho !    and  let   us  hear    Mark 

Antony. 

3  Cit.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chjir ; 
We'll  hear  him  : — Noble  Antony,  go  up. 

^  .itit.   For  Brutus'  sake,   1  am  beholden  to 
you. 

4  Cit.  What  does  he  say  of  Brutus  ? 

3  at.  He  says  for  Brutus'  sake, 
He  finds  himself  beholden  to  us  all. 

4  Cit.    'Twere  best  he  speak  no   harm  of 

Brutus  here. 
ICii.  This  Cesar  was  a  tyrant. 
3  Cit.  Nay,  that's  certain  : 
We  are  bless'd  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  Cit.   Peace ;  let  us  hear   what   Antony 

can  say. 

,9nt.  You  gentle  Roman's, 

Cit.  Peace,  ho!  let  us  hear  him. 
Ant.  Friends,  Romans,   countrymen,  lend 
me  your  ears  ; 
I  come  to  bury  Cesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
,  'l"he  evil,  that  men  do,  lives  afier  them  :  \ 
-Xhe  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones  ;  ' 
So  let   it  be  with  Cosar.     The  noble  Brutus 
Hath  told  you,  Cesar  was  ambitious  : 
If  it  were  so  ,  it  was  a  grievous  fault ; 
And  grievously  hath  Cesar  answer'd  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest, 
CFor  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man  ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men  ;) 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Cesar's  funeral. 
He  was  my  friend,  faithful  and  just  to  me  : 
But  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hathbroughtmany captiveshome  to  Rome. 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  cotfers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Cesar  seem  ambitious  ?       [wept. 
"When  that  Uhe  poor  have  cried,  Cesar  hath 
\mbition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 
ITet  Brutus  s«ys,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
'  Fri«nd. 


And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 

You  ail  did  see,  that  on  the  Lupercal, 
I  thrice  [uesented  him  a  kingly  crown,  [tion'^ 
VVhicii  he  did  thrice  refuse.    Was  this  ambj- 
Yet  Brutus  says,  he  was  ambitious  ; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  hotiourable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disprove  what  Brutus  spoke, 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  v\hat  I  do  know. 
Vou  all  did  love  him  once,  not  without  cause  ^ 
VViiat  cause  witholds  you  then  to  mourn  for 

him  ? 
0  judgement,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts. 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason  ! — Bear  with 

me  ; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Cesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  me. 

1  Cit    Meihinks,  there  is  much  reason  in 

his  sayings. 

2  Cit.  I  f  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
Cesar  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  Cit.    Has  he,  masters  ? 

I  fear,  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

4  Cit.  Mark'd  ye  his  words.'   He  would  not 

take  the  crown ; 
Therefore,  'tis  certain  he  was  not  ambitious. 

1  Cit.  If  it  befoundso,  some  will  dear  abide 

it. 

2  Cit.  Poor  soul  '.   his  eyes  are  red  as  fire 

with  weeping. 

3  Cit.  There's  not  a  nobler  man  in  Romc; 

than  Antony. 

4  Cit.  Now  mark  him,  he  begins  again  to 

speak. 
Ant.  But  yesterday,  thewordof  Cesar  might 
Have  stood   against  the  world:  now  lies  he 
there. 
And  none  so  poor*  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters  '.  if  I  were  dispos'd  to  stir 

Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrong, 
Who,  you  all  know  are  honourable  men  : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 
To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself  and  you. 
Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 
But  her's  a  parchment,  with  the  seal  of  Cesar, 
I  found  it  in  his  closet,  'tis  his  wilt  : 
Let  but  the  commons  hear  this  testament, 
(Which,  pardon  me,  1  do  not  mean  to  read,) 
And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Cesar's 

wounds. 
And  dip  their  napkin'sf  in  his  sacred  blood  ; 
Yea,  beg  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 
And,  dying,  mention  it  within  their  willi, 
Bequeathing  it,  as  a  rich  legacy. 
Unto  their  issue. 
4  Cit.  We'll  hear  the  will :  Read  it,  Mark 

Antony. 
Cit.  The  will,  tiie  n  ill ;  we  will  hear  Cesar's 
will. 
Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must 
not  read  it; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Cesar  lov'd  you 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,   but 

men; 
And,  being  nien,  hearing  the  will  of  Cesar, 
It  will  inflame  you,  it  will  make  you  mad  : 
'Tis  good  you  know  not  that  you  are  his  heirs. 
For  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it  ! 
4  at.  Read  the  will ;  we  will  hear  it,  An- 
tony ; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will ;  Cesar's  will. 
.'Int.  Will  you  be  patient  .^  Will  you  stay  a 
while .' 
I  have  o'ershot  myself,  to  te'.I  you  of  it. 

*  The  meanest  miin  is  now  too  high  to  do  reTer^n:** 
to  Cesar.  t  HanJlserchiefs. 
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I  fear,  I  wrong  the  honourable  men,  [it. 

Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Cesar;  I  do  fear 

4  at.  They  were  traitors :  Honourable  men ! 

Cit.  The  will  !  the  testament ! 

2  Cit.  They  were  villainsi  murderers  :  The 
will !  read  ihe  will! 

.4/ii.  You  will  compel  me  then  to  read  the 

will  ? 

Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corpse  of  Cesar, 

And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  Ihe  will. 

Shall  I  descend  ?  Aiid  will  you  give  me  leave? 

Cii.  Come  down. 

2  Cit.  Descend. 

[He  comes  down  from  the  Pulpit. 

3  Cit.  You  shall  have  leave. 

4  Cit.  A  ring;  stand  round. 

1  Cit.  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from 
the  body. 

2  Cit.  Room  for  Antony  ;— most  noble  An- 
tony. 

iknl.  Nay,  pres*  not  so  upon  me ;  stand  far 

off. 
Cit.  Stand  back  !  rmm  !    bear  back  ! 
Ant.  If  you  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them 
now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle:  I  remember 
The  first  time  Cesar  ever  pui  it  on  ; 
'Twas  on  a  summer's  evening,  in  his  tent; 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Mervii: — 
Look  '    in    this   place   ran    Cassius'   dagger 

through  : 
See,  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made : 
Through  this,  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stab'd  ; 
And,  as  he  pluck'd  his  cursed  sled  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cesarfollow'd  it ; 
As  rushing  out  of  doors  to  be  resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knockM,  or  no  ; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Cesar's  an^el : 
Judge,  O  you  Gods,  how  dearly  t'esar  lov'd 

him  ! 
This  was  the  most  unkindestcut  of  a'l : 
For  when  the  noble  C*'sar  saw  him  stab, 
Ingratitude,  more  strong  than  traitor's  arms, 
Quite  vHnquish'd  him :  then  burst  hia  mighty 

iieart ; 
And,  in  his  mantle  mMfiiing  up  his  face, 
Even  at  the  base  of  Pompey's  statua,*     fffll. 
Which  all  the  while  ran  blood,  great  Cesar 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  ! 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down, 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  ust 
O,  now  you  weep;  and!  perceive,  you  feel 
The  ''intt  of  pitv  :  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you,  when  you  but  be- 
hold 
Our  Cesar's  vesture  wounded  .'  Look  you  here, 
Here  is  himself,  marr'd  as  you  see,  with  trai- 
tors. 

1  Cit.  O  piteous  spectacle  ! 

2  at.  O  nol.le  Cesar  ! 

3  ai.  O  woeful  day  ! 

4  Cit  O  traitors,  villains  ! 

1  Cit.  O  most  bloody  sight  ! 

2  at.  We  will  be  rovenged  :  revenge;  about, 
—seek, — burn, — Sre, — kill, — slay,— let  not  a 
traitor  live. 

Jint   Stay,  countrymen. 

1  Cit.  Peace  there  : — Hear  the  noble  An- 
tony. 

2  Cit.  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him, 
we'll  die  with  him. 

Ant.  Good  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not 
stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 

*  Statua  for  statne  is  common  amonfr  the  old  writers, 
t  Was  successful.  %  Impression. 


They,  that  have  done  this  deed,  are  honour 
able  ;  [not, 

What  private  griefs*  they  have,  alas,  I  know 
That  made  them  do  it ;  they  are  wise  and  ho- 
nourable. 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
I  come  not,  friends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts, 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is : 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 
TliHt  love  my  friend  ;  and  that  they  know  full 

well 
That  gave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him. 
For,  I  have  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech. 
To  stir  men's  blood:   I  only  speak  right  on  : 
I  tell  you  that,  whichyouyomselves  do  know; 
Show  you  sweet  Cesar's  wounds,  poor,  poor 
dumb  mouths,  [Brutus, 

And  bill   them   speak   for  me:  But  were  I 
Anu  Brutus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Cesar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 
Cii.  We'll  mutiny. 

1  Cit.  We'll  burn  the  house  of  Brutus. 
3  Cii  Away  then,  come,  sefik  the  conspira> 

tors. 
Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen  ;  yet  hear 

me  speak. 
Cit.  Peace  ho !  Hear  Antony,  most  noble 

Antony. 
Jlni.  Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know 
not  what  : 
Wherein  hath  Cesar  thus  deserv'd  your  loves.'' 
Alas,  you  know  not; — 1  must  lell  youthen  ;— 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  lold  you  of. 

Cit.  Most  true  ; — the  will ; — let's  stay,  and 

hear  the  will. 
Ant  Here  is  the  will,  andunder  Cesar's  seal. 
To  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives. 
To  every  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas, t 

2  Cit.  Most  noble  Cesar! — we  will  revenge 

his  death- 

3  Cii  O  royal  Cesar  ! 

Ant   Hear  me  with  patience. 

at.  Peace,  ho  I 

^InL  Mnreover,he  hath  left  you  all  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours, an<i  new -planted  orchards 
On  this  side  Tyber  ;  he  hath  left  them  you, 
And  toyourhcirs  for  ever;  common  pleasures, 
To  walk  abroad,  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Cesar:  Whencomessuch  another. 

1  Cit.  Never,  never: — Come  away,  away  ? 
Weil  burn  his  body  in  the  holy  place, 

And  with 'he  br;inds  fire  the  traitor's  houses. 
Take  up  the  body 

2  Cii.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  Cit.  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  Cit.  Pluck  down    forms,  windows,  any 

thing.  Exeunt  CiTiiK}is,wilh  tJie 

[Body. 

Ant.  Now  let  it  work  :  i\]ischief,  thou  art 

afoot,  [fellow  ? 

Takethou  what  course  thou  wilt  .' — Hownow, 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Sir,  Octaviusisalready  cometoRome. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  .-' 

Serr.  He  and  Lepi<lus  are  at  Cesar's  house. 

Ant.  And  thither  will  I  straight  tovisithim: 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.     Fortune  is  merry, 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  any  thing. 

Serv.  I  heard  him  say,  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are   rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of 
Rome. 


6ri?vanc«. 


f  Qreejc  coin. 
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Ant.  Belike,  they   liad  some  notice  of  thel  The  thiee-fold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 


people, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.  Bring  nietoOcfaviiis. 

[Exeunt. 

SCEXE  III.—  Theanme. — 4  Strett. 
Enter  Cinva,  the  Poet. 
Chi.  I  dreamt  to  night,  that  I  did  feast  with 
Cesar, 
And  things  unluckily  charj^e  my  fantasy  : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doois. 
Yet  somethin^r  k.!ds  mr  forth. 
Enttr  Citizens. 

1  Cit.  Wiiat  is  your  name  ? 

2  GU.  VVhilher  i^rc  you  going  ? 

3  at.  Where  do  you  dwell  ?  lor  ? 
^•4  Cit.  Are  you  a  niariied  man,  or  a  bache- 

2  Cil.  Answer  ev(;ry  man  directly. 

1  Cil.  Ay,  and  luiefly. 

4  Cil.  Ay,  and  wisely. 

3  Cil    Ay,  and  iruly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  go- 
ing? Where  do  I  dwell  ?  Am  I  a  married  man, 
or  a  ba(  helor  ?  Then  to  answer  -very  man  di- 
rectly, and  briefly,  wisely,  and  truly.  Wisely 
I  say,  1  am  a  bachelor. 

2  Cil.  That's  as  much  as  to  say,  they  are 
fools  that  marry: — iCu  11  bear  me  a  bang  for 
that,  I  fear      Proceed  ;  directly. 

Cm.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Cesar's  funeral. 

1  Cit.   As  a  fri^'iid,  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cin.  As  a  friend. 

2  Cil    That  matter  is  answered  directly. 

4  Cit.  Vov  your  dwelling, — briefly.    - 
Cin.  Briefly,  I  dwell  by  the  C.tpitol. 

3  Cit    Y.)ur  name,  Sir,  Truly. 
Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces,  he's  a  conspirator. 
Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  tiie 

poet, 

4  Cit.  Tear  him  for  his  bad  verses,  tear  him 
for  his  bad  verses. 

2  Cit  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna  ; 
pluck  but  liis  name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn 
liim  going. 

3  Cit.  Tear  1iim,  tear  him.  Come,  brands, 
ho!  firebiands.  To  Brutus',  to  Gassius';  burn 
all.  Some  to  Derius'  house,  and  Some  to  Cas- 
ca's  ;  some  to  Ligarius':  away ;  go.     [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCEXE  I. — The  same. — ./3  room  in  Antony's 

House. 
Antony,  Octaviits,  and  Lepidus,  seated  at  a 
Table. 
^n<.  These  many  then  shall  die;  their  names 
are  prick'd. 
I     Oct.  Your  brother  too  must  die;  Consent 
yon,  Lepidus  ? 
Lep   I  do  consent. 
Oct.  Prick*  him  down,  Antony. 
Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live, 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 
.^nt.  He  shall  not  live ;   look,  with  a  spot  I 
damnj  him 
But,  Lepidus,  go  you  to  Cesar's  house  ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  will  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 
Lep.  What,  shall  I  find  you  here  ? 
Oct.  Or  here,  oral 
The  Capitol.  [E.rit  Lepidus, 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  tmmeritable  man, 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands :  Is  it  fit, 


One  of  the  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct    So  you  thought  him;  [die, 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to 
In  our  lilack  seiitence  and  prosci  iption. 
Ant    Ociavius,  I  have  seen  more  days  than 
you  ; 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man, 
lo  ease  ourselvev  of  divers  slanderous  loads, 
He  shall  but  hear  thein  as  the  ass  bears  gold  ; 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  (friven  as  we  point  the  way  ; 
And   having  brouiiht  our  treasure  where  we 
will,  [off, 

Then   take  we  down   his  load,  and  turn  him 
Like  to  the  emity  ass,  to  shake  his  ears, 
And  graze  in  coir.inoDS. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will  : 
But  he's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

Ant.  So  is  my  horse, Octavius;  aod.forthat, 
I  do  apjioint  him  store  of  provender, 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight, 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on  ; 
His  corporal  inotion  govern'd  by  my  spirit. 
And,  in  soni''  taste,  is  Lepidus  but  so  ; 
He  must  be  taught,  and  train'd,  and  bid  go 

forth : 
A  barren  spi-iied  fidlow  ;  one  that  feeds 
On  objectii,  arts,  and  imitations; 
U'^liich,  out  of  UKe,  and  stal'd  l)y  other  men, 
Begin  his  fashion  :   Do  not  talk  of  him. 
But  as  a  property  *     And  now,  Octavius, 
Listen  great  thines  — Brutus  and  Cassius, 
Are  levying  powers:  we  must  straight  make 

head : 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd. 
Our  best  friends  made,  and  our  best   means 

stretch'd  out ; 
And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council. 
How  covert  matters  may  be  best  disclos'd, 
.And  open  perils  surest  answered 

Oct  Let  us  do  so  :  for  we  are  at  the  slake, 
And  bav'dt  about  with  many  enemies  ;  [fear, 
And  some,  that  smile,  have  in  their  hearts,  I 
Millions  of  mischief.  [Exeunt. 

SCE.^E  II.— Before  Brutus'  Tent,  in  the 
Camp  near  Sardis 
Drum. — Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  Lucius,  and 
Soldiers:  Titinius  and  Pindarus  meeting 
them. 

Brn.  Stand  here, 

Luc.  Give  the  word,  ho  !  and  stand. 
Bru    What  now,  Lurilius?  is  Cassius  near.? 
Luc.  He  is  at  hand  ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

[PiND4Rus  gji'cs  a  letter  to  Brutus. 
Bru.  He  greets  me  well. — Y'our  master,  Pin- 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  otficers,  [darus, 
Hath  given  me  some  v\ortliy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done,  undone:  but  if  he  be  at  hand, 
I  shall  be  satisfied. 

Pin.  I  <lo  not  doubt. 
But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard,  and  honour. 

Bru.  He  is  not  doubted. — .A  word, Lucilius  : 
How  he  received  you,  let  me  be  resolv'd 
Luc.    With    courtesy,     and    with    respect 
enough; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances, 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference. 
As  he  hath  used  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  describ'd 
A  hot  friend  cooling:  Ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay. 


$et,  inaxk. 


t  C^ntlemn. 


*  As  a  thing  at  pur  disposal.       t  Sun-ountleil,  baiietf,. 
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Tliat  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world, 


M  IV.] 

It  iiseth  an  enforced  ceremony 

There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith:  But  <or  supporting:  robbers;  shall  we  now 

But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand,         ,''  ' 

Make  gallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle: 

But  whcu  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur, 

Thev  fall  their  crests,  and  like  deceitful  jades, 

Sink  in  the  trial.     Conies  his  army  on  ? 

Luc.  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be 
quarter'ii ; 
The  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general, 
Are  come  with  Cas>ii's  [March  vnlhm. 

Bru.  Hark,  he  is  arriv  «!  : — 
March  g'  -tly  on  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Cassius  and  soldiers. 

Cas.  Siand,  ho  ! 

•.nd,  hi) !  Speak  the  word  along. 


S3f 


Bru 

Wit  kin.  Stand. 
Within.  P'tand. 
Within.    Stand. 
Cas.  Most  noble  brother,  you   have   done 
me  wron 


Contaminate  our  finsjers  wilii  base  bribes  .' 
And  sell  the  mighty  spaceof  our  large lionnurs. 
For  so  much  trash, as  may  be  grasped  thus.'— 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay*  the  moon, 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Cas.  Brutus,  bay  not  me, 
I'll  not  endure  it:  you  forget  yourself, 
To  hedge  nie  in  ',1   |  am  a  soldier,  I 
0)<!er  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions.^ 

Bru.  Go  to ;  your'e  not,  Cassias. 

Cas.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say,  yon  are  not. 

Cas.  Vrs;e  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mind  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no 
further. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man! 

Cas   Is't  possible  .•' 

Bru.  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 
Must  I  gi  .'e  way  and  room  to  your  rash  cholcr  ^ 


Bru.  Judi^e  me,  you  gods !    Wrong  I  mine  ghall  I  be  frighted,  when  a  madman  stares.' 
enemies?  |     Cas.  0  ve   gods!  ye  gods!  Must  I   endure 

And,  if  not  so,  how  should  I  wrong  a  brother.'|  a|i  'this  ? 

Cas.  Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides;     jg„,  ^n  this?  ay,  more:  Fret  till  your  proud 

And  when  you  do  them [wrongs  ;i  heart  break  ; 

Bru.  Cassius,  be  content,  [well :—  Go,  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  yon  are, 

Speak  your  griefs*  softly,— I   do  know   you  j^„j  ^,^,1^^  your  bondmen    tremble."     Must  I 
Before  the  eyesof  bivh  our  armies  here,    [us,  budge f 

Which  should  pprceive  nothing  but  love  from  p^ugj  j  observe  you  ?  Must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Let  us  not  wrangle:  Bid  them  move  away  ;      Under  your  testy  humour?  By  the  gods, 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  yourgriefs,  yo,,  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience.  Though  it  do  split  you;  for,  from  this  day  forth, 

Cas.  Pindarus,  I'll  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off     When  vou  are  waspish 
A  little  from  this  ground.  I      Cas.  U  it  come  to  this  ? 

Bru.  Lucilius,  do  the  like;  and  let  no  man      ^y^^  You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier. 
Come  to  our  tent,  till  we  have  done  our  con-  L^t  jt  appear  so;  make  your  vaunting  true,' 
ference.  And  it  shall  please  me  well:  For  mine  own 

Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  j  shall  be  glad  to  learn  of  noble  men.      [part, 

[Exeunt.       q^^    You  wrong  me  every  way,  you  wrong 
SCENE  III.— Within  the  tent  o/ Brutus.—  me,  Brutus; 

Lucius  and  Titinius  at  some  distance  from  it.}  said,  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better: 

Did  I  say,  better  ? 
I     Bru.  If  you  did,  1  care  not. 

Cas.  When  Cesar  liv'd  he  durst  not  thus 


Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Cas.  That  you  have  wrong'd  me,  doth  ap- 
pear in  this  : 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella, 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians; 
Wherein,  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side. 
Because  I  knew' the  man,  were  slighted  oft'. 
Bru.  You   wrong'd    yourself,    to    write   in 

such  a  case. 
Cas.  In  sucli  a  time  as  this,  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nicet  offence  should  bear  his  com- 
ment. 
Bru.  Let  me  tell  you,  Cassius,  you  yourselfj 


have  mov'd  me. 

Bru.  Peace,  peace ;  you  durst  not  so  have 
tempted  him. 

Cns.  I  durst  not .'' 

Bru.  No. 

Cas.  What.'  durst  not  tempt  him? 

Bru.  For  your  life  y<Hi  durst  not. 

Cas.  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for.  [love, 

Bru.  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sor- 
ry for. 


Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  pahnjxhere  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  vour  threats 


To  sell  and  mart  your  otiices  for  gold, 
To  undeservers. 

Cas.  1  an  itching  palm? 


For  I  am  arin'd  so  strong  in  honesty, 
jThat  thev  pass  by  me,  as  the  idle  wind, 
I  Which  1  respect  not.      I  did  send  to  you 


Youknow,thatvou  are  Brutus  that  speak  this,  por  certain  sums  of  gold,  whicn  vou  denied 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  vour* 
last. 


Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  cor- 
ruption, I 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 
Cas.  Chastisement  ! 

Bru.  Remember  March,  the  ides  of  March 
remember  ! 
Did  not  groat  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake? 
What  villain  touch'd  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice  ?  What,  shall  one  of  us, 

^Grievances.  "  fTrifling. 


me ; — 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means: 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart, 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,^  than  to 

wring  [trash, 

From  the  hard  hands   of  peasants  their  vile 
By  any  indir(  ciion      I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions,  [Cassius? 
Which  you  denied  nie:     Was  that  done   like 
Should  I  have  answered  Caius  Cassius  so? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous, 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 
*Bait,  bark  at.  (Limit  my  authority  • 

ITcmis,  iit  to  confer  tlie  offices  at  my  cUsposal.     ^Coin- 
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Be  ready,  god»,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dash  him  to  pieces! 
Cos.  I  denied  you  not. 
Bru.  You  did. 

Cos  I  did  not : — he  was  but  a  fool, 
That  broiisht  my  answer  back. — Brutus  hath 

riv'd*  my  heart : 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  infirmities, 
But  Brutus  makes  rainp  greater  than  they  are. 
Bnt.  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 
Cas.  You  love  me  not 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 
Cas.  A  friendly  eye  could  never   see  such 

faults. 
Bru.  A  flatterer's   would  not,  though  they 
do  appear 
As  hu«:e  as  high  Olympus. 

Cas.  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius, 
Revensjeyourselves  alone  on  Cassius  !   [come, 
For  Cassius  is  aweary  of  the  world  : 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  lirav'd  by  his  brother  : 
Check'd  like  a  bondman ;  all  bis  faults  ob- 
serv'd,  [rote, 

Set  in   a  note-book,  learn'd,  and   conn'd  by 
To  cast  unto  my  teeth.     O,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes! — There  is  my  dagger, 
And  here  my  naked  breast ;  within,  a  heart 
Dearer  than  Plutus'  mine,  richer  than  gold : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  Roman,  take  it  forth; 
I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  my  heart ; 
Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Cesar  ;  for,  I  know, 
When  thou  didst  hate  him  worse,  thou  lov'dst 

him  better 
Thau  ever  thou  lov'dst  Cassius. 

Bru.  Sheath  your  dagger  : 
Be  angry  when  yoti  will,  it  shall  have  scope  ; 
Do  what  you  will,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb 
That  carries  anger,  as  the  flint  bears  fire; 
Who,  much  enforced,  shows  a  hasty  spark, 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 
Cas.  Hath  Cassius  liv'd 
To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief,  and  blood  ill-temper'd,  vexeth 
him' 
Bru.  When  I  spoke  that,  I  was  ill-temper'd 

too. 
Cas.  Do  you  confess  so  much.'  Give  me  your 

hand. 
Bru.  And  my  heart  too. 
Cas  O  Brutus  ! — 
Bru.  What's  the  matter.' 
Cas.  Have  you  not  love  enough  to  bear  with 
me. 
When  that  rash  humour,  which  my   mother 

gave  me. 
Makes  me  fotgetful .' 

Bru.  I'es,  Cassius;  and,  henceforth, 
When  you  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
He'll  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you 
so.  [JVoi'ic  within. 

Poet.  [  IVithin.']  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  gene- 
rals; 
There  is  some  grudge  between  them,  'tis  not 
They  be  alone.  [meet 

Luc   [Within.']  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 
Poet.  [fVilhin.]  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay 
me. 

Entf.r  Poet. 

Cas.  How  now .'  What's  the  matter .' 

Poet.  For  shame,  you  generals ;   What  do 

you  mean  ?  [be  ; 

Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should 

For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I'm  sure,  than  ye. 

*  Split. 


Cas.  Ha,  ha;  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic 

rhyme  I 
Bru.  Get  you  hence.  Sirrah  j  saucy  fellow, 

hence. 
Cas.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus  ;  'tis  his  fashion, 
Bru.  I II  know  his  humour,  when  fie  knows 
his  time  : 
Whatshould  the  wars  do  with  thejigging  fools? 
Companion,*  hence. 

Cas.  Away,  away,  be  gone.         [Exit  Poet. 

Enter  Lucilius  and  Titinius. 

Bru.   Lucilius   and   Titinius,  bid  the  com- 
manders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 
Cas.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Mes- 
sala  with  you 
Immediately  to  us. 

[Exeunt  LuctLius  and  Titinius. 
Bru.  Lucius,  a  bowl  of  wine. 
Cas.  I  did  not  thiuk,  you  could  have  been  so 

angry 
Bru.  0  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  man,  griefs. 
Cas.  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use. 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 
Bru.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better  :— Portia 

is  dead. 
Cas.  Ha  !  Portia  ? 
Bru  She  is  dead. 

Cas.  How  scap'd  I  killing,  when  I  crossed 
you  so  .'' — 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss  ! — 
Upon  what  sickness  .' 

Bru.  Impatient  of  my  absence  ; 
And  grief,  that  young  Octavius  with  Mark  An- 
tony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong ; — for  with 

her  death 
Thattidiogscame; — With  this  she  fell  distract, 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallow'd  fire. 

Cas.  And  died  so? 

Bru   Even  so. 

O  ye  immortal  gods! 

Enter  Lucius,  with  Wine  and  Tapers. 

Bru.  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  rae  a 
bowl  of  wine  : — 
In  this  I  bury  allunkindness,  Cassius. 

[Drinks. 
Cas    My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble 
pledge : — 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup  ; 

1  cannot  drink  to  much  of  Brutus'  love. 

[Drinks. 

Re-enter  Titinius,  with  Messala. 

Bru.  Come  in,    Titinius: — Welcome,  good 
Messala. — 
Now  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here, 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cas.  Portia,  art  t!  "u  gone? 

Bru.  No  more,  T  pray  you. — 
Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius,  and  Mark  Antoriv, 
Gome  down  upon  us  with  a  mighty  power,! 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Mess.  Myself  have  letters  of  the  self-same 
tenour. 

Bru.  With  what  addition  ? 

Mess.  That  I)y  proscription,  and  bills  of  out- 
Octavius,  Anthony,  and  Lepidus,  [lawry, 
Have  put  to  death  a  hundred  senators. 

Bru.  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators,  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 


Fellow. 
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Cas.  Cicero  one  ?  | 

Mess.  Ay,  Cicero  is  dead, 
And  by  that  order  of  proscription.—  ^ 

Had  you  your  letters fromyour  wife,  my  lord . 
Bru.  No,  Mtssala. 

Mes.  Nor  nothing  in  yourletterswritof  her? 
Bru.  Nothing,  Messala. 
Mes.  That,  mpthinks,  is  strange. 
Bru.  Why  asliyou  J  Hear  you  aught  of  her 

in  yours  ? 
Jlfes.  No,  ray  lord. 

Bru  Now,  as  you  are  aRoman,  tell  me  true. 
Mes.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell: 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  man- 
ner. 
Bru.  Why,  fareweU,Portia.— We  must  die, 
Messala : 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once,* 
1  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 
Mes.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should 

endure. 
Cas.  I  liave  as  much  of  this  in  artt  as  you, 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru.  Well,  to  our  work  alive.  What  do  you 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently  .'       [think 
Cas.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 
Bru.  Your  reason  ? 
Cas.  This  it  is  : 
'Tis  better,  that  the  enemy  seek  us : 
Soshall  he  wastehis  means,  weary  his  soldiers. 
Doing  himself  offence  ;  whilst  we,  lying  still. 
Are  full  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 
Bru.  Good  reasons  must,  offeree,  give  place 
to  better. 
The  peopl'',  *twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground, 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection  ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution  : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them, 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 
Come  on  refresh'd,  new-added,  and   encour- 

ag'd; 
From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  off, 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  face  hiiri  there, 
These  people  at  our  back. 
Cas.  hear  me,  good  brother. 
Bru.  Under  your  pardon. — You  must  note 
beside. 
That  ive  have  tried  the  utmost  of  our  friends, 
Our  legions  are  brim-full,  our  cause  is  ripe : 
The  enemy  increaseth  every  day. 
We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men,     * 
Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune; 
Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 
Is  bound  in  shallows,  and  in  miseries. 
On  such  a  full  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 
And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves 
Or  lose  our  ventures. 

Cas.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on  ;        [lippi. 
We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Phi- 
Bru.  The  deep   of  night  is  crept  upon  our 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity  ;  [talk, 

Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  litlle  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say  ?  ^ 

Cas.  No  more.     Good  night; 
Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence. 
Bru.  Lucius,  my  gown.  [£.rt<  Lucius.]  Fare- 
well, good  Messala ; — 
-  Good  night,  Titinius: — Noble,  noble  Cassius, 
Good  night,  and  good  repose. 

Cas.  O  my  dear  brother! 
This  was  an  ill  beginning  of  the  night: 
Never  come  such  division  tween  our  souls  ! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 


Bru  Every  thing  is  well. 
Cas.  Good  night,  my  lord. 
Bru.  Good  nijs;ht,  good  brother. 
Tit.  Mes.  Good  night,  lord  Brutus. 
Bru.  Farewell,  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Cas.  Tit.  and  Mes. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  with  the  Gown. 
Give  me  the  gown.  Where  is  thy  instrument  ? 
Luc.  Here  in  the  tent. 
Bru.  What,  thou  speak'st  drowsily? 
Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not ;  thou  art  o'er- 

watch'd. 
Call  Clhudius,  and  some  other  of  my  men  ; 
I'll  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 
Luc.  Varro,  and  Claudius  f 

Enter  Varro  and  Claudius. 
Var.  Calls  my  lord  ? 

.Bru.  I  pray  you,  Sirs,  lie  in  my  tent,  and 
sleep ; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassius. 

Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand, and  watch 

your  pleasure. 
Bru.  I  will  not  have  it  so:   lie  dovrn,  good 
Sirs ; 
It  may  be,  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. 
Look,  Lucius,  here's  the  book  I  sought  for  so. 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

[Servants  lie  down. 
Luc.  I  was  sure,  your  lordship  did  not  give 

it  me. 
Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much 
forgetful. 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile, 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two  ? 
Luc.  Ay,  my  lord,  an  it  please  you. 
Bru.  It  does,  my  boy  : 
I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 
Luc.  It  is  my  duty,  Sir. 
Bru.  I  should  not   urge  thy  duty  past  thy 
might ; 
I  know,  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 
Luc.  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 
Bru.    It  is  well  done;  and  thou  shalt  sleep 
again  ; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long:  if  I  do  live, 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.      [JI/?^mc,  and  a  Song. 
This  is  a  sleepy  tune: — O  niurd'rous slumber! 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace*  upon  my  boy. 
That  plays  thee  music? — Gentle  knave,  good 

night ; 
I  will  not  do  theeso  much  wrong  to  wake  thee. 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break'st  thy  instrument ; 
I'll  take   it  from  thee ;  and,  good  boy,   good 
night.  [down, 

Let  me  see,  let  me  see; — Is  not  theleaf  turn'd 
Where  I  left  reading?  Here  it  is,  I  think. 

[He  sits  down. 
Enter  the  Ghost  0/ Cesar. 

How  ill  this  taper  burns  ! — Ha !  who  comes 

here  ? 
1  think,  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes, 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me; — Art  thou  any  thing.' 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  son?**  devil, 
That  mak'st  my  blood  cold,  aod   my  hair  to 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art.  [stare  ! 

Ghost.  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com'st  thou? 

Ghost.   To  tell  thee,  thca  »halt  sec  me  at 
Philippi. 
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Bm.  Well ;  I     •^«'-  No,  Cesar,  we  will  answer  on   their 

Th€Q  F  shall  see  thee  again  ?  charge.  [words. 

Ghost.   4v,  at  Philiiipi.       [Ghost  twwi/ies.  Make  forth,  the   generals   would  have   some 


Bru.  VVhy,r  will  sec  thee  at  Philippi  then. 
Now  I  have  taken  heart,  thou  vanishesi : 
111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  lalk  with  thee  — 
Boy  !  Lucius  ! — Varro  !    Claudius  !    Sirs 
Claudius !  [wake  !— 

Luc.  The  strings,  mv  lord,  are  false 

Bru.  He    thinks,   he  still  is  at  his    instru- 
Lucius  awake.  [raent. — 

Luc.  My  lord  ! 

Bru.  Didst  thou    dream,   Lucius,  that  thou 
so  cry'dst  out  ? 

Luc    My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry 

Bru    Yes,  that    thou  didst:  Didst  thou  see 
any  thing.' 

Luc.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,   Lucius. — Sirrah,    Clau 
Fellow  thou  !  awake.  [(Was 

Far.  My  lord. 

Clau.  My  lord. 

Bru.  Why  did  you  so  cry  out,  Sirs,  in  your 
sleep? 

Var.  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord  ? 

Bru    \y-  Saw  you  any  thing  ? 

Far.  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing, 

Clau.  Nor  I,  My  lord 

Bru.  Go,  and  commend  me  to  my  brother 
Cassius ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before. 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.  Clau.  It  shall  be  done,  ray  lord. 

[Exeunt 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  L—The  Plains  of  Philippi. 
Enter  Octavius,  Antony,  and  thtir  Army. 

Oct-  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered 
You  said,  the  enemy  would  not  come  down, 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions  ; 
It  proves  not  so  ;  their  battles  are  at  hand  ; 
They  mean  to  warn"  us  at  Philippi  here. 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  ihem. 

Ani.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  audi  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking,  by  this  face. 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  cour 
But  'tis  not  so.  [age; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 


Mess.  Prepare  you,  generals: 
The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show ; 
Their  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  hung  out. 
And  something  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant.  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  tield. 

Oct.  Upon  the  right  hand  1,  keep  thou  the 
left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent? 

Oct.  I  do  not  cross  you  ;  but  1  will  do  so. 

[March 

Drum-  Enter  Brutus,  Cassius,  and  their  Ar 
my;  Lucilius,  Titinius,  Messala,  and 
others. 


Oct.  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 
Bru.  Words  before  blows :  Is  it  so,  country- 
men ? 
Oct.  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you 

do. 
Bru.  Good  words  are  better  than  bad  sti  okes. 

Octavius. 
Ant.  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give 
good   words: 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Cesar's  heart, 
Crying,  Long  live  !  hail,  Cesar ! 

Cas.  Antony, 
The  posture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown; 
But  for  your  words,   they  rob  the  !!>  bla  bees, 
*.And  leave  them  honevless. 
Ant.   iVot  stingless  {on. 
Bru.  O,  yes,  and  soundless  too; 
For  you  have  stol'n  their  Imzzin j,  Antony, 
And,  very  wisely,  threat  bt-tore  you  sting. 
Ant.  Villains,  you   did  not  so,  when  your 
vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Cesar: 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn'd 
like  hounds,  [feet; 

And    bow'd  like    bondmen,    kissing    Cesar's 
Whilst  damned  Casra,  like  a  cor,  behind. 
Struck  Cesar  on  the  neck      O  flatterers  ! 
Cas,  Flatterers! — Now,  Brutus,  thank  your- 
self: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day, 
If  Cassius  might  have  nil  d. 

Oct.  Come,   come,   the    cause:  If  arguing 
make  us  sweat, 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  drops. 
Look : 

I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators; 
When  think  you  that  the   sword    goes  up  a- 

ain  ? — 
Never  till  Cesar's  three  and    twenty  wounds 
Be  vvell  aveng'd;  or  till  another  Cesar 
Have  added  slaughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors, 
Bni.  Cesar,  thou  can'st  not  die  by  traitors. 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  ho|)e; 
I  was  not  born  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru.  0,  if  thou  wert  the  nxblest  of  thy  strain. 
Young  man,  thou  could'st  not    die  more  hon- 
ourable. 
Cas.  A  peevish  schoolboy,  worthless  of  such 
honour, 
Join'd  with  a  masker  and  a  reveller. 
Ant    Old  Cassius  .still  ! 
Oct    Come,  Antony  ;  away. — 
Defiance,  traitors,  hurl*  we  in  your  teeth  : 
If  you  <lare  light  to-day,  come  to  the  tield  ; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[E.veunt  Octavius,  Antony,  and  their 
Army. 
Cas.  Why  now,  blow,  wind  ;  swell,  billow; 
and  swim,  bark ! 
The  storm  is  up,  and  al)  is  on  the  hazard, 

Bru.  Ho  ! 
Lucilius  ;  hark,  a  word  with  you. 
Luc.  My  lord. 

[Brutus  and  Lucilius  converse  apart. 
Cas.  Messala, — 


Mes.  What  says  my  general  ? 
Bru,  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley.         Cas.  Messala, 
Cas.  Stand  fast.  Titinius:  We  must  out  and  This  is  my  birth-day;  as  this  very  day  [sala: 

talk.  jWas  Cassius  born.     Give  me  thy  hand,  J^les- 

Oct.  Mark   Antony,    shall  we    give  sign  of  Be  thou  my    witness,   that,  aeainsi   my  will; 

battle  ?  .As  Pompey  was,  aial  coropell'd  to  set 
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Upon  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 

You  know,  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong, 

And  his  opinion  :   now  I  rhange  my  mind, 

And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presap;e. 

Coming  from  Sardis,    on  our  former*    ensifjn 

Two  mighty  eagles  fell,  and  there  they  perch'd, 

Gorging  and  feeding  Irom  our  soldier's  hands; 

Who  to  Philippi  here  consortedf  us  ; 

This  morning  are  they  fled    away,  and  gone  ; 

And  in   their  steads,   do  ravens,   crows,  and 

kites, 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downwards  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  pre}-;  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Mes.  Believe  not  so. 

Cas.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 
For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit,  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bru.  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Cas.  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 
Jhe  gods  to-day  stand  friendly;  that  we  may. 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  age ! 
But,  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest   still   uncer- 
tain. 
Let's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall, 
if  we  do  lose  the  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together: 
What  are  you  then  determine  to  do? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy. 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cafo  for  the  deatii 
Which  he  did  give  himself: — I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile. 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of   life: — arming  myself  with    pa- 
tience, 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  powers, 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cas.  Then,  if  vve  lose  this  battle. 
You  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Through  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 

Bru.  No,  Cassius,  no:  think  not,  thou  noble 
Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  go  bound  to  Rome  ; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mind.  But  this  same  day 
Must  end  thai  work,  the  ides  of  March  begun  ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again,  I  know  not. 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take: — 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why  we  shall  smilie; 
If  not,  why  then   this  parting  was  well  made. 

Cas.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Bru- 
tus ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  we'll  smile  indeed  ; 
If  not,  'tis  true,  this  parting  was  well    made. 

Bru.  Why  then,  lead   on. — O,  that  a  man 
might  know 
The  end  of  this  day's  business,  ere  it  coine  ! 
But  it  sufficeth,  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  ho !  nway  ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  11.— The  same.— The  Field  of  Bat  lie. 
Alarum. — Enter  Brutus  and  Messala. 

Bru.  Ride,   ride,    Messala,  ride,  and   give 
these  bills  t 
Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side : 

[Loud  .Alarum. 
Let  them  set  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 
But  cold  demeanour  in  Octaviiis'  wing, 
And  sudden  push    gives   them  the  overthrow. 
Ride,  ride,  Messa'a  :  let  them  all  come  down. 

[Exeunt. 

*  Foremcit.  t  Accompanied. 

t  Directions  for  the  officers. 


SCE.A'E  JII.—The  same.— Another  pari  of  the 
Field. 

.Alarum. — Enter  Cassius  and  Titinius. 

Cas.  O,  look,  Titinius,  look,  the  villains  fly  ! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  turn'd  enemy: 
This  ensign  here   of  mine  was  turning  back; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

Tit.  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave    the  word   too 
early; 
Who  having  some  advantage  on  Octavlus, 
I'ook  it  too  eagerly;    his  soldiers  fell  to  spoil, 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  cnclos'd. 

Enter  Pimdarus. 

Pin.  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  ofl'; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  ! 
Fly  therefore,  noble  Cassius,  fly  far  ofl". 

Cas.  This  hill  is  far  enough.     Look,  look, 
Titinius; 
Are  those  my  tents,  where  I  perceive  the  fire? 

Tit.  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cas.  'Jitinius,  if  thou  lov'sf  rae,  [him, 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  in 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops, 
And  here  agiin  ,  that  I  may  rest  assur'd, 
Whether  yond'  troops  are  friend  or  enemy. 

Tit.  I  will  be  here  again,  even  with  a  thought. 

[Exit. 

Cas.  Go,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick;  regard  Titinius, 
And  tell  me  what  thou  not'st  about  the  field. — 
[Exit  Tindarus- 
This  day  T  breathed  first :  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  1  did  begin,  there  I  shall  end; 
My  life  is  rnn  his  compass. — Sirrah,  what 
news  ? 

Pin.  [Jibore.]  O  my  lord  ! 

Cas.   What  news  ? 

Fin.  Titinius  is 
Enclosed  round  about  j^'ith  horsemen,  that 
Make  to  bitu  on  thespur  ; — yet  he  spurs  on — 
[Now  they  are  almost  on  him  ;  now.  Titinius  ! — 
iVow   some  'light  : — O,   he   'lights  too: — he's 
ta'en  ; — and,  bark!  [Shout. 

They  shout  for  joy. 

Cas.  Come  down,  beiiold  no  more. — 
0,  coward,  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long, 
To  sec  my  best  friead  ta'en  before  my  face.! 

Enter  I'indarus. 

Come  hither,  Sirrali : 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner; 

And  then  I  swore  thee,  saving  of  thy  life,  ' 

That  whatsoever  1  did  bid  thee  do, 

Tiiou  should'st    attempt  it.     Come  now,  keep 

thine  oath  ! 
Now  be  a  (reeman  :  and,  with  lliis  good  sivord, 
That  ran  through  Cesar's   bowels,  search  this 

bosom. 
Stand  not  to  answer :  Here,  (ake  thou  the  hilts  ; 
And  when  my  face  is  cover'd  as  'lis  now. 
Guide  thou   the  sword. — Cesar,   thou  art  rc- 

veng'd. 
Even  with  the  sword  that  kilTd  thee.     [Dies. 
Pin.  So,  !  am  free;  yet   would  not  so  have 

been, 
Durst  1  hr.ve  done    my  will.     0  Cassius! 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run. 
Where  never  Roman  shall  lake    note   ofhim- 

[Exil. 
Re-enter  Tnimvs,  with  Messat.a. 
Mes.  It  is  but  change,  Titinius;  for  Octavlus 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus's  power, 
i  As  Cassius'  legions  are  by  Antony. 


236- 


JULIUS  CESAR. 


IScent  V, 


Ti/.  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius, 
Mes.  Where  liid  you  leave  him  ? 
Tit.  All  <lisi-orisola»e, 
With  t'ji'darns  his  hoiidman,  on  this  hill. 
Mts.  Isiiot  iliatbe,  that  liesuponthe ground  ? 
Til.  He  lies  n.n  like  the  living.  Omyheart! 
Mes.  Is  not  that  he  .' 
T'l.    >o,  this  was  tie,  Messala, 
But  v-'a^siiis  IS  no  more. — O  setting  sun  ! 
As  i.i  ihy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  lo  night, 
So  II.  his  red  Mood  Cassiu«'  da  v  i->  set ; 
Ti.e  sun  of  Rome  is  set?  Our  day  is  gone; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come  ;  our  deeds 

ure  done ! 
Mistrui-i  of  niv  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
Mes.   Aiistrust   of  good  success  ha'h    done 
this  deed. 
O  hatefu'  'irror,  melancholy's  child  ! 
Whvdost   TioLi  show  to  theapt  thoughts  of  men 
The  thins^.5  tha<   are  not  ?  O  error  soon  con- 

ceiv'd, 
Thou  never  conis't  unto  a  happy  birth, 
But  Uir-'.5t  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee. 
Til.  What,  Pindarus?  W'here  art  thou,.Pin- 

darus 1 
Mes  Seek  him,  Titinius:  whilst  1  go  to  meet 
The  noble  BnUiis,  thrnsting  th  ^  report 
Into  his  ears:  I  n^ay  say,  thrusting  it; 
For  pierciiii'  steel,  and  darts  envenomed. 
Shall  bf-  as  welcome  lO  the  tars  of  Brutus, 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Til.  Hie  you,  Messala, 
And  I  will  sei  k.  for  Findarus  the  while. 

[Exit  Messai-a. 
Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave Cassius? 
Did  I  not  meet  thy  frie.ids  ?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  mv  brows  t  ,is  wreath  of  victory, 
And  bid  liie  give'l  tiiee  ?    Didst  thou  not  hear 

theit  shouts  ? 
Alas,  Ihou  hast  misconstrued  every  thing. 
But  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  gi^  e  it  thee,  and  1 
Will  do  his  bidding.-  Brutus,  come  apace. 
And  see  how  I  regarded  Cains  Cassius. — 
Bv  ^our  leave,  gods:  This  isaRoman's  part: 
Come,  Cassitis'sword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart. 

[Dies. 

Ahritjii.     Re-enter  Messala,  with  Brctds, 
young  Cato,  Strato,  Volumnius,  and  Lu- 

CILIUS. 

Bru.  Where,  where,  Messala, doth  his  body 

lie  ? 
J\Ies.  l,o,  yonder;  and  Titinius  mourning  ii. 
Bru.  Titinius'  face  is  uj)ward. 
Calo.  He  is  slain 

Bru.  O  Julius  Cesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet  ! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails;       [Low  Marums. 

Calo.  Brave  Titinius! 
Look,  wherheliavenotcrown'd  dead  Cassius  ! 
Bru.   Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as 
these? — 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well  ! 
It  is  impossible  that  ever  Rome  [tears 

Should  breed  thy  fellow. — Friends,!  owe  more 
To  this  dead   man,  than  thou   shalt  see  me 

pay. — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius    I  shall  find  time. — 
Gome,  therefore,  and  to  Ibassos  send  his  body  ; 
His  funeral  shall  not  be  in  our  camp, 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. —  Luciliys,  come  ; — ' 
And  come  young  Cato;  let  us  to  the  field. — 
Labeo,  and  Flavins,  set  our  battles  on  : — 
'Tis  three  o'olock ;  and,  Romans,  yet  e'er  night 
We  shall  try  our  fortune  in  a  second  fight. 

[Exeunt. 


Scene  IV.— Another  furl  of  the  Field. 
Alarum.— Enter,  fighting,    Soldiers  of  both 
Armies ;  then  Brutus,  Cato,Lucilius,  and 
others. 
Bru.  Yet,  couutrymen,  O,  yet  hold  up  your 

beads ! 
Cato.  What  bastard  doth    not  ?  Who  wili 
6,0  with  me  ? 
I  wili  proclaim  my  nnme  about  (he  field:       , 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho  ! 
A  foe  10  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend. 
i  ain  the  son  of  AJarcus  Cato  ;  ho  ! 

[Charges  the  Enemy, 
Bru    And  I  am  Brntu6,  Marcus  Brutus,  1 
Bruius,  my  country's  friend:  know   me  for 
Brutus. 

[Exit,  charging   the  Enemy.     Cato  is 
overpowered  and  falls. 
Luc.  O  young  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou 
down  ? 
Why,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius  ; 
And  mav'st  he  honour'd  being  Cato's  son. 
)  Sold.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 
Luc.  Only  I  yield  to  die: 
There  is  so  liiuch  that  thou  wiltkill  me  straight; 
[  OJj'ering  Money. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

1  Sold.  We  must  not. — A  noble  prisoner  ! 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho  !  Tell  Antony,  Brutus  is 
ta'en. 

1  Sold.  I'll  tell  the  news.— Here  comes  the 
general : — 


Enter  Antohy. 

Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  he  ? 

Luc.  Safe,  Antony  ;  Biutns  is  safe  enough  : 
I  dare  assure  thee,  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus  : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame  ' 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive,  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

Anl.  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend;  but,  I  as- 
sure you, 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth  :  keep  this  man  safe, 
Give  him  all  kindness  :  I  had  rather  have 
Mich  men  my  friends  than  enemies.   Go  on, 
s\m\  see  whe'r*  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead  : 
And  bring  us  word  unto  Octavius'  tent, 
How  every  thing  is  chanc'd.  [Exeunt, 

Scene  V.    Another  ])art  of  the  field. 

Enter  Brutus,  Darhanius.  Clitus,  Strato. 
arid  VoLUMNius. 
Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends  rest  on 

this  rock. 
Cli.  Stalilius  show'd  the  torch-light ;   but, 
my  lord. 
He  came  not  back  :  he  is  or  ta'en,  or  slain. 
Bru    Sit  tbee  down,  Clitus  :  Slaying  is  the 
wor<l ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.     Hark  thee,  Clitus. 

[  Whispering. 
Cli.   What  I,  my  lord  ?  No,  not  for  all  the 

world. 
Bru.  Peace  then,  no  words. 
Cli.  I'll  rather  kill  myself. 
Bru.  Hark  thee,  Dardanius !  [fr/iw/jcrs  him 
D'lr.  1  do  such  a  deed  ? 
Cli.  O,  Oardanius ! 
Dar.  O;  Clitus! 

Cli.  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to 
thee  ? 

*  WlieUier. 
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Dar.  To  kill  hiin,  Clitus  :  Look,  he  medi- 
tates. 

CH.  Now  is  that  noble  vessel  full  of  grief, 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru.  Come  hither,  good  Voliimuius  ;  list  a 
word. 

Vol.  What  says  my  lord  ? 

Bru.  Why,  this,  Volumnius: 
The  ghost  of  Cesar  hath  appear'd  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night:  at  Sardis,once; 
And,  this  last  night,  here  in  Philippi'  fields. 
I  know,  my  hour  is  come. 

Vol.  Not  so,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Na}',  I  am  sure  if  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  sce'st  the  world,  Volumnius, how  itgoes; 
Our  enemies  htve  beat  us  to  the  pit : 
It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves. 
Than  tarry  (ill  they  push  us.     Good  Voliim- 
nius,  [gether  ; 

Thou  know'st,  that  we  two  went  to  school  lo- 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  1  pray  thee. 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts,  whilst  1  run  on  it. 

Vol.  That's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my 
lord.  [Alarum  still. 

Cli.  Fly,  fly,  my  lord ;  there  is  no  tarrying 
here. 

Bru.  Farewell toyou  ; — andyou; — andyou, 
Volumnius. — 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep  ; 
Farewell  to  thee,    too  Strato — Countrymen, 
INIy  heart  doth  joy,  that  yet,  in  all  my  lite, 
I  found  no  man,  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  daj-. 
More  than  Octaviu':,  and  Marie  Antony, 
By  this  vile  conijuest  shall  attain  unto. 
So,  fare  you  well  at  once  ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 
Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history  :     [rest. 
Night  hangs  upon  mine  eyes  ;  my  bones  would 
That  have  but  labour'd  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Jllarum.     Cry  within;  F.'y,  fly,  fiy. 

Cli.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Bru    Hence;  I  will  follow  thee- 
[Exeunt  Cutus,  Dardanius,  and  Volum- 
nius. 
?  pr'ythee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord, 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect  ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smafch  of  honour  in  it : 


Hold  then  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.   Wilt  thou,  Strato  I 
Stra.  Give  me  your  hanil  first  :  Fare  you 

well,  my  lor'l. 
Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato. — Cesar,  now 
be  still: 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  will. 

[ife  rmis  on  his  sword  and  dies. 

Alarum.    Relreut.  E>nter  Octavius,  Antonv, 
Messala,  Lucilius,  and  their  Army. 

Oct.  What  man  is  that  ? 

Mes.  My  master's  man. — Strato,  where  is 
thy  master  .' 

Stra.  Free  from  the   bondage  you  are  in 
Me  -sala ; 
The  conquen  rs  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him  ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  iiinisflf, 
And  no  man  else  hath  IroMour  i>v  his  death. 

Luc.  So    Biutus  (should  be  found. — 1  thank 
thee,  Brutus, 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius'  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  thatserv'd  Brutus,  I  will  entertain 
them* 
Fellow  wilt  thou  hestow  thy  time  with  me  ? 

Stra.  ky  if  Messaia  v. ill  prefert  me  toyou? 

Oct.  Do  so,  iMessala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato. 

Stra.  1  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  Octavius, then  laue  bun  to  follow  ihee, 
That  did  the  latest  seivicc  U>  my  master. 

int.  Tills  wast  lie  noblest  Roman  of  them 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he,         [all  : 
!)iu  tiiat  they  did  in  envy  ot  great  Cesar  ; 
Ho,  only,  it)  a  general  honest  thought, 
And  comi!i>)n  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them, 
His  life  w^'s  gentle  ;  and  the  elements 
So  mix'd  in  bun,  that  JNature  iM^lit  stand  up  ; 
and  say  to  the  world,  Jliis  wos  a  man  ! 

Oct.  Accorduii;  to  his  virtue  let  us  use  him, 
With  all  respect  ajid  rites  of  burial. 
Within  my  tent  liis  bones  to-night  shall  lie, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  order'd  honourably. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  rest:  and  let's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day,  [Ex, 
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ACT  I. 

SCEJVE  I. — Alexandria:— A  room   in  Cleo- 
patra's Palace. 

{Enter  Demetrius  and  Philo. 

Phil.  Nay,  hut  this  dotage  of  our  general's, 
O'erflovvs  (lie  measure  :  timse  his  goodly  eyes. 
That  o'er  the  tiles  and  nusters  of  the  war 
Have  glovv'd    like    plated    Mars,   now  bend, 

now  turn. 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front:  his  captain's  heart, 
Which  in  the  scuflles  of  great  fights  hatiiburst 
The  buckles  on  his   breast,  reneges*  all  tem- 
per ; 
And  is  become  the  brilows,  and  the  fan. 
To  cool    a  gypsy's    lust.      Look  where    they 

f.ome! 
Flo^trisli.   Enter  Antony a/irf  Cleopatra, W't7/t 

their  Trains;  EvavcHs  fanning  her. 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool :  belold  and  see. 

Cleo.  If  il  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  aiiich. 
Ant.  There's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can 

be  reckon'd. 
Cleo,  I'll  set  a  bournthow  far  to  bebelov'd. 
Ant.  Then   must  thou  needs  find  out  new 
heaven,  new  earth. 


Enter  an  Attendant. 

Att.  News,  my  good  lord  from  Romp. 

Ant.  Urates''  n)c  : — The  suui. 

Cleo    INay,iiear  tliem,  Antony  : 
Fuiviii,  perchance  is  an;s;ry  ;  Or,  who  knows 
If  the  scarce-bearded  Cesar  have  not  sent 
His  poweifiil  mandate  to  yoii,  Do  this,  or  this': 
Take  in\  that  kingdom,  and  enfranchise  that; 
Perform't,  or  t'.se  tve  damn  thee. 

Ant    How,  my  love  ! 

Cleo.  Perchance, — nay,  and  most  like, 
You  must  not  stay  here  longer,  »our  dismissior; 
Is  come   from  Cesar ;    therefore  hear  it,  An- 
tony.— 
Where's  Fulvia's  process  It  Cesar's,  I  would 

say  .•'  Both  .' — 
Call   in  the  messengers. — As  I   am   Egypt's 

queen, 
Thou  blushest,    Anthony;  and   that  blood  of 

thine.  [shame. 

Is  Cesar's  homager ;   else  so  thy  cheek   pays 
When  shrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  scolds. — The  mes- 
sengers. 

Ant.  Let  RomeinTyber  melt !  and  the  wide 
arch 
Of  the  rang"d  empire  fall !   Here  is  my  space 
Kingdoms  are  clay:    our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  and  man  :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is,  to  do  thus  ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair, 

[Embracing, 
And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which,  I   bind 
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On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet,* 
VVe  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo.  Excellent  Falsfihood! 
Why  did  we  marry  Fuivia,  and  not  loveher? — • 
I'll  seem  the  fool  I  am  not;  Antony 
Will  be  himself. 

Ant.  But  stirr'd  by  Cleopatra. — 
Now,  for  the  love  of  Love,  and  her  soft  hours, 
Let's  not  confouudt  the  time  with  conference 

harsh  : 
There's  not  a  minaleof  our  lives  should  strech 
Without  some  pleasure  now  :    What  sport  to- 
night ? 

Cleo.  Hear  the  embassadors. 

.4n<.  Fie  wrangling;  queen  ! 
Whom  every  tliinj;  becomes,  to  chide,  to  laui^h, 
To  weep  ;  ivhose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself,  in  thee,  fair  and  admir'd! 
No  messenger  ;  but  (bine  and  all  alone, 
To-night,  we'll  wander  through  the  streets, 

and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen  ; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it  :-Speak  not  to  us. 
[Exeunt  Ant.  ant/ Cleo.  ivith  their  Train. 

Dein.  Is  Cesar  with  Anionius  priz'd  so 
slight? 

Phi.  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  come<«  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  g;o  with  Antony. 

Deni.  I'm  full  sorry, 
That  he  approves  the  common  liar,+  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome:  But  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.    Rest  you  happy! 

Exeuril. 

SCEJVEII. — The  same. — Another  Room. 

Enter  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  arid  a  Sooth- 
sayer. 

Char.  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  any 
thing  Alexas,  almost  most  absolute  Alexas, 
Where's  the  soothsayer  that  you  praised  so  to 
the  queen?  0,  that  I  knew  this  husband, 
which  you  say,  must  change  his  horns  with 
garlands ! 

Alex.  Soothsayer. 

Sooth.  Your  will? 

Cluir.  Is  this  the  man?— Is'l  you,  Sir,  that 
know  things  ? 

Sooth.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrecy, 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex.  Siiow  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Knobakbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly;  wine 
Cleopatra's  health  to  drink.  [enough, 

Char.  Good  Sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Sooth.  I  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char.  Pray  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you 
are. 

Char.  He  means,  in  flesh. 

Iras.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 
■     J/ex.  Vex  not  his  prescience;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush  ! 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  more  belovingthan  be- 
loved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drink- 
ing. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune ! 
Let  me  be  married  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon, 
and  widow  them  all :  let  me  have  a  child  at 
fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may  do  ho- 


'Know. 


tponsume. 


JFame. 


mage  :  find  me  to  marry  mewiiiiOctavius  Ce- 
sar, and  companion  mu  with  my  mistress. 

Sooth.  You  shall  outlive  the  lady  whom  you 
serve. 

Char.  O  excellent !  I  love  long  life  better 
than  figs. 

Sooth.  You   have  seen   and  proved  a  fairer 
former  fortune 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

Char.  Then, belike,  my  children  shall  have 
no  names  :*  Pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and 
wenches  must  I  have? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb^ 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool  !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

Alex.  You  think,  none  but  your  sheets  are 
privy  to  your  wishes. 

Char.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

Alex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno.  Mine,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to- 
night, shall  be — drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There's  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if 
nothing  else. 

Char.  Even  as  the  overflowing  Nilus  pre- 
sageth  famine. 

Iras.  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot 
soothsay. 

Char.  Nay,  if  an  oily  palm  be  not  a  fruitful 
prognostication,  I  cannot  scratch  "mine  ear. — 
Pr'>thee,  tell  her  but  a  worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth,  ifour  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iras.  But  how,  but  how?  give  me  particu- 
lars. 

Sooth.  I  have  said. 

Iras.  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than 
she  ? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  for- 
tune  better  than  I,  where  would  you  choose  it  ? 

Iras.  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend ! 
Alexas, — come,  his  fortune,  his  fortune. — 0, 
let  bun  marry  a  woman  that  cannot  go,  sweet 
l3is,t  I  beseech  thee  !  And  let  her  die  too,  and 
give  him  a  worse  !  and  let  worse  follow  worse, 
till  the  worst  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his 
grave,  fifty-fold  a  cuckold  !  Good  Isis,  hear 
me  this  prayer,  though  thou  deny  me  a  matter 
of  more  weight ;  good  Isis,  I  beseech  thee  ! 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer 
of  the  people  !  for,  as  it  is  a  heart-breaking  to 
see  a  handsome  man  loose-wived,  so  it  is  a 
deadly  sorrow  to  behold  a  foul  knave  uncuck- 
olded  ;  Therefore,  dear  Isis,  keep  decorum, 
and  fortune  him  accordingly  ! 

Char.  Amen, 

Alex.  Lo,  now  !  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to 
make  me  a  cuckold,  they  would  make  them- 
selves whores,  but  they'd  do't. 

Eno.  Hush  !  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he,  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Cleo.  Saw  you  my  lord  ? 

Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo.  Was  he  not  here  ? 

Char.  No,  madam. 

Cleo.  He  was  dispos'd  to  mirth  ;  but  on  the 
sudden  [bus,— 

A  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him. — Enobar- 

Eiio.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Seek  him,and  bring  hi  mhither.  Where's 
Alexas  ? 

AUx.  Here,  madam,  at  your  service. — My 
lord  approaches. 

»  Shall  be  bastard?.       f  An  Egyptian  goddess. 
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[Scene  If. 


Enter  Antony,  wit/t  a  Messenger  and  Atten- 
dants. 
Cleo.  We  will  not  look  upon  hiai:   Go  with 

us. 
lExeunt  Cleopatra,  Enobahbus,  Alexas, 
Iras,   Charmian,    Soothsayer,   and 
Attendants. 
Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  the 

field. 
Ant.  Against  my  brotlicr  Lucius  ! 
Mess.  Ay : 
But  soon  thatwar  had  nnd,  andthetirne'sstate 
Made  friends  of  them.joining  their  force  g-ainst 

Cesar ; 
Whose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Upon  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 

Ant.  Well, 
What  worst  ! 

.    Mess.  The  nature   of  bad  news  infects   the 

teller. 

Ant.  When  it  concerns  the  fool,  or  coward. — 

On:  [thus; 

Things,  that  are  past, aredone, with  me. — 'Tis 

Who  tells  me  true,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 

I  heir  him  as  he  flatter'd. 

MlSS.  Labienus 
("This  is  stiff  news)  hath,  with   his   Parthian 
Extended**^Asia  from  Euphrates  ;  [force. 

His  cunquering  banner  shook,  from  Syria 
To  Lydia,  and  to  Ionia; 

Whilst 

Ant.  Antony,  thou  would'st  say, — 
Ms  .ss.  O,  my  lord  ! 

Ant.  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  ge- 
neral tongue; 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she's  cali'd  in  Rome  : 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrase ;   and  taunt  my 
faults  [lice 

With  such  full  licence,  as  both  truth  and  ma- 
Have  power  to  utter.     O,  then  we  bring  forth 

weeds, 
When  our  quick  windst  lie  still ;  and  our  ills 

told  us, 
Is  as  our  earing.t  Fare  thee  well  a  while. 
Mess.  At  your  noble  pleasure.  [Exit. 

Alii.  From  Sicyon  how  the  news  !    Speak 
there. 

1  Alt.  The  man  from  Sicyon. — Is  there  such 

a  one  ? 

2  Att.  He  stays§  upon  your  will. 
Ant.  Let  him  appear, — 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break, 

Enter  another  Messenger. 
Or  .lose  myself  in  dotage. — What  are  you? 

2  Mess.  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  she  ? 

2  Mess.  In  Sicyon  : 
Her  length  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more 
Imporleth  thee  to  know,  this  bears      [serious 
[Gives  a  letter. 

Ant.  Forbear  me. —  [Exit  Messenger. 
There's  a  great  spirit  gone!  Thus  did  I  desire 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, [it : 
We  wish  it  ours  again  ;  the  present  pleasure, 
By  revolution  lowering,  <ioes  become 
The  opposite  of  itself:  she's  good,  beinggone  ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back,  that  shov'd 

her  on. 
1  must  from  this  enchanting  queen  break  off; 
Ten thousandharms, more  than  the  dls  I  know, 
My  idleness  doth  hatch.— How  now.'Enobar- 
bus! 

*  Seized.  f  In  some  editions  miuds. 

+  Tilling-,  plowing  ;  prepares  us  to  produce  good. 

5  Waits. 


Filter  Enobarus. 

Eno.  What's  your  pleasure,  Sir  ! 

Ant.  I  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women  : 
We  see  how  mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them  : 
if  they  suffer  our  departure,  death's  the  word 

Ant.  I  must  be  gone. 
Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  wo- 
men die  :  It  were  pity  to  cast  them  away  for 
notiiing;  though,  between  them  and  a  great 
cause,  they  should  be  esteemed  nothing.  Cleo- 
patra, catching  but  the  least  noise  of  this,  dies 
instantly;  I  have  seen  her  die  twenty  times 
upon  far  poorer  moment :  I  do  think,  there  is 
mettle  in  death,  which  commits  some  loving 
act  upon  her,  she  hath  such  a  celerity  in  dv- 
ing. 

Ant.  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  Sir,  no  ;  her  passions  are  made 
of  nothing  but  the  finest  part  of  pure  love:  We 
cannot  call  her  winds  and  waters,  sighs  and 
tears  ;  they  are  greater  storms  and  tempests 
than  almanacks  can  report :  this  cannot  be 
cunning  m  her;  if  it  be,  she  makes  a  shower 
of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

Ant.  'Would  I  had  never  seen  her  ! 

Eno.  O,  Sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  won- 
derful piece  of  work;  which  not  to  have  been 
blessed  withal,  would  have  discredited  your 
travel. 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir  ! 

A7it.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Fulvia  ! 

A7it.  Dead. 

E710.  Why,  Sir,  give  the  gods  a  thankful 
sacrifice.  When  it  pleaseth  their  deities  to 
take  the  wife  of  a  man  from  him,  it  shows  to 
man  the  tailors  of  the  earth;  comforting  there- 
in, that  when  old  robes  are  wornout,  there  are 
members  to  make  new.  If  there  were  no  more 
women  but  Fulvia,  then  had  you  indeed  n  cut, 
and  the  case  to  be  lamented:  this  grief  is 
crowned  with  consolation  ;  your  old  smock 
brings  forth  a  new  petticoat: — and,  indeed, 
the  tears  live  in  an  onion,  that  should  water 
this  sorrow. 

Ant.  The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the 
Cannot  endure  my  absence.  [state, 

Eno.  And  the  business  you  have  broached 
here  cannot  be  without  you  ;  especially  that 
of  Cleopatra's,  which  wholly  depends  on 
your  abode. 

Ant.  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  offi- 
cers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.     I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience*  to  the  queen. 
And  get  her  lovet  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  friends  in  Rome 
Petition  us  at  home:  Sextus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  the  dare  to  Cesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea  :  our  slippery  people 
(Whose  love  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver, 
rill  his  deserts  are  past,)  begin  to  throw 
Pompey  the  great,  and  all  his  dignities, 
Upon  his  son  ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power, 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier:  whose  quality ,going  on, 
The  sides  o'the  world  may  danger  :  Much  is 
breeding,  [life. 

Which,  like  the  courser'st  hair,   hath  yet  but 
And  not  a  serpent's  poison.  Say, our  pleasure. 


Expedition. 


Leave.       |  Horse. 
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To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 
Eno.  I  shall  do't.  [Exetint. 

SCEA'E  in. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and 
Alexas. 

Cleo.  Where  is  he  ? 
Char.  I  did  not  see  him  since. 
Cleo.  See  where  he  is,  who's  with  iiim,  what 
he  does : — 
I  did  not  send  you  ;* — ^If  you  find  him  sad, 
Say,  1  am  dancing;  if  in  mirth,  report 
That  1  am  sudden  sick  :  Quick,  and  return. 
[Exit  Alexas. 
Char.  Madam,   methinks,  if  you  did  love 
him  dearly, 
You  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 
The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do,  not  ? 

Char.  In  each  thing  give  him  way,cross  him 

in  nothing. 
Cleo.  Thou  teachest  like  a  fool :  the  way  to 

loose  him. 
Char.  Tempt  him  not  so  too  far:  I  wish  for- 
bear ; 
In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

Enter  Antony. 

But  here  comes  Antony. 
Cleo.  I  am  sick,  ami  sullen. 
Atit.   I    am   sorry  to  give  breathing   to  my 

purpose, — 
Cleo.  Help  me  away,    dear   Charmian,  I 
shall  fall ; 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 
Will  not  sustain  it. 

Jint.  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 
Cleo.  Pray  you,  stand  further  from  me. 
Ant.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Cleo.   I  know,   by  that  same  eye,  there's 
some  good  news. 
What  says  the  married  woman? — You  may  go  ; 
'Would,  she  had   never   given   you    leave   to 

come  ! 
Let  her  not  say,  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, 
I  have  no  power  upon  you :  hers  you  are. 
Ant.  The  gods  best  know, — 
Cleo.  0,  never  was  there  queen 
So  mightily  betray'd !  Yet  at  the  first, 
1  saw  the  treasons  planted. 
Aiit.  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Why  should  I  think,  you  can  be  mine, 
and  true,  [gods, 

Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  thronged 
Who  have  been  false  to  Fulvia  ?  Riotous  mad- 
ness, 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows. 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing! 
A>it  Most  sweet  queen, — 
Cleo.  Nay,   pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for 
your  going,  ["'o> 

BhI  bid  farewell,  and  go  :  when  you  sued  stay- 
Tlien  was    the    time    for   words :    No   soine- 

then  1 — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips,  and  eyes  ;         [poor 
Bliss  in  our  brows' bent  ;t    none  our  parts  so 
But  was  a  race+  They  are  fo  still, 
Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 
Art  turn'd  the  greatest  liar. 
Ant.  How  now,  lady  ! 
Cleo.    I    would,   I   had    thy    inches;   thou 
shouldst  know, 
There  were  a  heart  in  Egypt. 

*  Look  as  if  I  did  not  send  you. 
7  The  artfh  of  our  eye-brows.    |  Smack  or  flavour, 


Ant.  Hear  mc,  queen: 
The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Onr  services  a  while ;  but  my  full  heart 
Remains  in  use  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'erwithcivilswords: SextusPompeius 
Makes    his  approaches  to  the  port*  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 
Breeds  scrupulous  faction:  The  hated,  grown 
to  strength,  [Pompey, 

Are   newly  grown   to   love:   the  condemn'd 
Rich  in  his  father's  honour,  creeps  a  pace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  thriv'd 
Upon  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threat- 
en ;  [pu'ge 
And   quietness,  grown    sick  of  rest,   would 
By    any   desperate  change :  My  more  parti- 
cular, 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safet 

my  going, 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo.  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give 
me  freedom. 
It  does  from  childishness: — Can  Fulvia  die?}: 

Ant.  She's  dead,  my  queen  : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure,  read 
The  garboils  she  awak'd  ;§  at  the  last,  best  : 
See,  \Vhen,  and  where  she  died. 

Cleo.  O  most  false  love  ! 
Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou   should'st  fill 
With  sorrowful  water  .'  Now  I  see,  I  see. 
In  Fulvia's  death,  how  mine  receiv'd  shall  be. 
Ant.  Quarrel  no  more,  but   be  prepar'd  to 
know 
The  purposes  I  bear  ;  which  are,  or  cease 
As  you  shall  give  the  advice:  Now,  by    the 

fire, 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,]|  I  go  from  hence, 
■("he  soldier,  servant;  making  peace,   or  war. 
As  thou  affect'st. 

Cleo.  Cut  my  lace,  Charmian,  come; — 
But  let  it  be. — I  am  quickly  ill,  and  well ; 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant  My  precious  queen,  forbear  ; 
And  give   true   evidence  to   his  love,    which 
An  honourable  trial.  [stands 

Cleo.  So  Fulvia  told  me. 
I  pr'ythee  turn  aside,  and  weep  for  her : 
Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say  th£  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt:T[  Good  now,  i>lay  one  scene- 
Of  excellent  dissembling  :  and  let  it  look 
Like  perfect  honour. 

Ant.  You'll  heat  my  blood;  no  mere, 
Cleo.  You  can    do  better  yet  ;  but   this   is 

meetly. 
Ant.  Now,  by  my  sword, — 
Cleo.  And  target, — Still  he  mends  ; 
But  this  is  not  the  best :  Look,  pr'ythee, Char- 
mian, 
How   this  Herculean   Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe.**- 
Ant.  I'll  leave  you,  lady. 
Cleo.  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  you  and  I  must  part, — but  tiiat's  not  it  : 
Sir,  you  and  I  havelov'd, — but  there's  not  if ; 
That  you  know  well;  Something  it  isl  would, — 
O,  my  oblivion!  t  is  a  very  Antony, 
And  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant.  But  that  your  royally 
Holds  idleness  your  subjdct,  I  should  take  you 
For  idleness  itself. 

Cleo.  'Tis  sweating  labour, 
To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart 
As  Cleopatra  (his.     But,  Sir,  forgive  me  ; 


*  Gate.  t  Render  my  going  not  dangerous. 

J  Can  Fulvia  be  dead .'  §  The  commotion  sbe  occasioned 
II  Wud  of  the  river  Nile.  If  To  Me,  the  Queen  of  Kgyui  • 
'  *  Heat.  It  OhUvious  racmon'. 
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Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  well  to  you :  Your  honour  calls  you  hence ; 
Tiierefore  be  deaf  to  nay  unpitied  folly, 
And  all  tlie  gods  go  with  you  !  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel'd  victory  !  and  smooth  success 
Be  strew'd  before  your  feet ! 

Ant.  Let  us  go.     Come; 
Our  separation  so  abides,  and  6ics, 
That  thou,  residing  here,  go'st  yet  with  me, 
And  I, hence  fleeting  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away.  lExeunl. 

SCENE  IV. — Rome. — An  apartment   in  Ce- 
skn's  House.  \ 

Enter  Octavius  Cesar,  Lepidus,  and 
Attendants. 
Ces.  Yon  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth 
know, 
It  is  not  Cesar's  natural  vice  to  hate 
One  great  competitor  :*  from  Alexandria 
This  is  the  news;  He  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel:  is  not  more  man- 
like 
Than  Cleopatra :  nor  the  queen  Ptolemr    [or 
More  womanly  than  he  :  hardly  gave  audience, 
Vouchsafd  to  think  he  had  partners :  You  shall 

find  there 
A  man,  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faults 
Tiiat  all  men  follow. 

Lcp.    I  must  not  think,  tiiere  are 
Evils  enough  to  darkern  all  his  goodness  : 
His  faults,  in  him,  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by    night's  blackness  ;  hereditary, 
Rather   than     purchas'd  ;t  what    be    cannot 
Than  what  he  chooses.  [change, 

Ces.  You  are  too  indulgent :  let  us  grant,  it 
is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth  ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave; 
To  reel  the  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat:  say,  this  be- 
comes him, 
(As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed. 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish,)  yet  must 

Antony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils,  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his   lightness.]:     If  hefill'd 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness, 
Full  surfeits,  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones. 
Call  on  himi§    fort't:  but,  to  confound||  such 
time,  [loud 

That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as 
As  his  own  state,  and  our.s, — 'tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys;  who,  being  mature  in  know- 
ledge, [sure. 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  plea- 
And  so  rebel  to  judgment. 

Enter  a  Messengei^- 

Lep.  Here's  more  news. 

Mess.  Thy  biddings  have   been  done ;  and 
every  hour, 
Most  noble  Cesar,  shall  thou  have  report 
How  'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  strong  at  sea  ; 
And  it  appears,  he  is  belov'd  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Cesar  ;  to  the  ports 
The  discontentsU  repair,  and  men's  reports 
Give  him  mucli  wrong'd. 

Ces.  I  should  have  known  no  less  : — 
It  hath  been  taught   us  from  the  primal  state. 
That  he,  which  is,  was    wish'd,  until  he  were; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,neer  lov'd,  till  ne'er  worth 
love, 

*  Associate  ornartner.         t  Procured  by  his  owntiiiut. 
J  Levity.     ^J  Visit  hia.    ||  Consume,    fr  Discontented. 


Comes  dear'd,  by   being  lack 'd.*     This  com- 
mon body, 
Like  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream, 
Goes  to,  and  back, lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mess.  Cesar,  1  bring>-thee  word, 
Menecrates  and  JMenas,  famous  pirates, 
Make  the  sea  serve  them :  which  they  eart  and 

wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind  :  Many  hot  inroads 
They  make  in  Italy  ;  the  borders  maritime 
Lack  bloody  tor  think  on't,  and  flush§  youth  re- 
volt : 
No  vessel  cin  peep  forth,  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen  ;  for   Pompey's    name  strike? 
Than  could  his  war  resisted  [more 

Ces.  Antony, 
Leave  thy  lascivious  wassals.]|  When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did    famine    follow;    whom    thou     fougbt'st 
against,  [more 

Thou  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience 
Than  savages  could  suffer:  Thou  didst  drink 
The  stale!!  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle*' 
Which  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then 
did  deign 

The  roughest  berry  rn  the  rudest  hedge; 
Yea,  like  the   stag,  when  snow  the  pasture 
sheets,  [Alps 

The  barks    of  trees   thou    browsed'st;  on  the 
Ft  is  reported,  thou  did'st  eat  strange  flesh. 
Which  some  did  die  to  look  on :   And  all  this 
fit  wounds  thine  honour,  that  I  speak  it  now,) 
VVas  borne  so  like  a  soldier,  that  thy  cheek 
So  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  It  is  pity  of  him. 

Ces.  Let  his  shames  quickly 
Drive  him  to  Rome:  'Tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'the  field  ;  and,  to  that  end.- 
Assemble  we  immediate  couHcil :  Pompey 
Thrives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep.  To-morrow,  Cesar, 
I  shall  be  furnish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able. 
To  'front  this  present  time. 

Ces    Till  which  encounter, 
It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell. 

Lep.  Farewell,  my  lord:  What  you   shall 
know  mean  time 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  Sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Ces.  Doubt  not,  Sir  ; 
I  knew  it  for  my  bond.tt  [Exevnt- 

SCEJV  VE- — Alexandria. — A  Room  in  the 
Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmiax,  Iras,  an<i 
Mardias. 

Cleo.  Charmian, — 

Char.  Madam. 

Cleo.  Ha,  ha  !— - 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora.+  t 

CJtar.  Why,  madam  ? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap 
My  Antony  is  away.  [of  time. 

Char.  You  think  of  him 
Too  much. 

Cleo.  O,  treason ! 

Char.  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so. 

Cleo.  Thou  eunuch  !  Mardian  ! 

Mar.  What's  your  highness'  pleasure  ? 

*  Endeared  bv  he'ing  missed,  f  Tlouf  h.  X  Turn  pule- 
^  Ruddy.  II  Feastings  ;  in  the  old  copv  it  is  vaissailles, 
i.  e.  vassals,      f  Urine.  **  Sta^ant,  <;limy  water. 

I  ttMy  boundcn  duty.  It  A  sleepy  poHoiK- 
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Cleo.  Not  now  to   hear  the  sing  ;  I  lake  no 

pleasure 
In  aiij^ht  €i  eunuch  has  :   'Tis  well  for  then, 
That  being  unseininar'd,*  tiiy  (Veer  tliouglUs 
May  not  (ly  fortii  of  Egypt.     Hast  thou  aliec- 

tioiis  ? 
Mar.  Yes,  gracious  mailam. 
Cleo.  Indeed  ? 
Mar.  Not    in    deed,  madam  ;  for  I  caw  do 

nothing- 
But  what  indeed  is  honest  to  he  done  : 
Yt!t  have  I  fierce  atVections,  and  think, 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

Cleo.  O  Cliarmian, 
Where  think'st  thou  he  is  now  ?    Stands  he,  or 

sits  he  1 
Or  does  he  walk  ?  or  is  he  on  his  horse  ? 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weigiitof  Antony  J 
Do  bravely,  horse  !  lor  wot'st  Ihou  whom  thou 

mov'st .' 
Tiie  deiTii-Aitlas  of  tiiis  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonett  of  men. — He's  spcakingr  now, 
Or  murmuring,  Where's  rni/ serpent  of  oliLYile :" 
For  so  he  ca!!s  me;  Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison  : — Think  on  mc, 
Tliatam  with  Phoebus' amorous  jiinclies  black. 
And  wrinkled   deep  in    lime  /   Broad-fronted 

Cesar, 
When  thou  wastheie  above  the  ground,  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch:  and  great  Poiiipey 
Would  stand,    and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my 

brow  ; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  his  looking. on  his  life. 

Enter  Alesa?. 

Alex.   Sovereign  of  Egipt,  hail  f 

(Jleo.    How  much  unlike   art  thou  Mark  An- 
tony ? 
Y(.'t,  conaing  from  him,  that  great   medicine 
With  his  ti-.ict  gilded  thee. —  [hatli 

How  goes  it  will)  my  brave  Mark  Antony  .' 

-ilex.    Last  tluiig  he  did,  dear  queen. 
He  kii,s'd, — the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses, — 
'ihis  orient  pearl  ; — His  speech  sticks  in  my 
hoarf. 

Cleo.  IMine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Ale.v.  Good  friend,  (|uiit!i  he, 
Say,  the  Jinn  Roninn  to  great  Egypt  sends 
Tltis  Irensurc  ofaii  oyster;  nt  whose  foot 
To  nienil  the  petty  present,  I  ivill  piece 
Jleropnknt  throne  icilhkingdoms;  All  Iheeast, 
say  thou,  shallcallher  mistress.  So  iie  nodded. 
And  soberly  did  iiiouiU  a  termagant];  steed. 
Who  neigh'd  so  hi^li,  that  what  I  would  have 
\Vas  beastly  dumb'd  by  him.  [spoke 

Cleo.   What,  ua?  he  sad,  or  merry  t 

Alex.   Like  lii  the  lime  o'the  year  between 
tlie  extremes 
Of  Iiotand  cold  ;    he  was  nor  sad,  nor  merry. 

Cleo.  O  well-divided  disposition! — Note  him. 
Note  him,  good    Chanuian^   (.is  the  man  ;  but 

note  him  : 
Hi;  was  not  sad  ;  for  he  would  shine  on    those 
Tliat  make  thcirlooksby  his :  he  was  not  merry  ; 
Which  seem'd  to  tell   them,  his  remembrance 

lay 
III  Egypt  with  his  joy  ;    hut  between  both  ; 
O  heavetdy  mingle! — Be'stthou  sad, or  merry, 
The  violence  of  either  thee  becomes; 
So  does  it  no  man  el.se. — i'\]et'stthoumy  posts? 

Alex.    Ay,  madam,  twenty  several  messen- 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick  ?  ["^ers  : 

Cleo.    Who's  born  that  day 
When  I  forget  to  send  to  Antony, 


Uiimaune'J.       r  A  helmet. 
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Shall  die  a   beggar. — Ink   and  paper,   Che.v- 

mian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — Did  I,  Cliarmian, 
Ever  love  Cesar  so  .' 

Char.    O  that  brave  Cesar  ! 

Cleo.  Re  chok'd  with  such  anothrrcmphasis! 
Say  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.   The  valiant  Cesar! 

Cleo.    Ky  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  tecti;, 
If  Uiou  with  Cesar  I'/aragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.    By  your  most   gracious  pardon, 
I  sing  btat  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  sailad  days;  [bloo<l, 

When    1  was  green    in  judgment  :—C(jld   in 
To  say,  as  I  said  then  I — But,  come,  away  : 
Getme  ink  and  paper:  he^shall  have  every  day 
A  several   greeting,  or  I'll  unpeople  Egypt. 

lExeimf. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. — Messina. — A   Room  in  Pompev's 
house. 

Enter  Pompey,  Mexecrates-  and  Me.v.v?. 

Pom.  It  the   great  gods  be  just,  they  shall 
Tlie  deeds  of  justest  men.  [assist 

Menr.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 
That  what  they  do  delay,  they   "not  deny. 

Pom.  Whiles  we   are  suitors  to  their  throne, 
The  thing  we  sue  for.  [decays 

Mene.  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves,    [powers 
Begotten  our   own    harms,    which    the  wise 
Deny  us  for  our  good  ;  so  find  we  profit, 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

Pom.  I  shall  do  well  : 
The  people  love  me,  and  l!ie  sea  is  min«  ; 
M}  power's  a  crescent,  an<!  my  auguringhope 
Says,  it  will  come  to  the   full.     Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  svith^ut  doors  :   Cesar  gets  money, 

where 
lie  loses  hearts:  Lepidus  Hatters  both. 
Of  botli  is  flatter'd  ;  but  he  neither  loves, 
Nor  either  cares  thr  him. 

Mene.  Cesar  and  Lepidus 
Are  in  the  field;  a  niigiiiy  strength  theycarrv. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this  .'   'tis  false. 

Mene.  From  Silvia*,  Sir. 

Puti.  He  dreams;  I  know,  they  are  in  Rome 
together, 
Looking  for  Antony  :  But  all  charms  of  lovn 
Salt  Cleopatra,  soften  thy  wand'd'^  lip  ! 
Let  witthcratt  join  with  ticauty,  lust  with 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts,   [both  ' 
Keep  his  brain  fuming  ;  Epicurean   cooks, 
Sharpen  with  cloylrss  sauce  his  appetite  ; 
That  sleep  and  feeding  :nay  prorogue  his  ho- 
nour, [rius  .' 
Even  tint  a  Lethe'd  dullness. — How  now,Var- 

Eiiler  Vaur    t. 

I'ar.  This  is  most   certain   that  I  shall  deli- 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome       [ver  : 
Expected  ;  since  he  went  from  Egypt,  'tis 
A  space  for  further  travel. 

Pom.  I  could  have  given  less  matter 
A  better  ear. — .Mena?,  I  did  not  think. 
This  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  don'dihis 
For  sucli  a  petty  war  :  his  soldiership  [hehii^ 
Is  twice  the  other  twain  :   But  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pli.ck 
The  ne'er  lust-vvtaried  Antony, 


■'  Declined,  failri). 
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IScem  Ih 


Men.   I  cannot  hope,  '  Should  say  myself  oP.ended;  and  with  you 

Cesar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together  ;  Chiefly  i'the   world  :  more  laugh'd  at,  that  I 
His  wile,  that's  dead,  did  trespasses  to  Cesar  ;  should 

Hishrotherwarr'duponhiraialthoughjlthink,  Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to   sound 
IVot  mov'd  by  Antony.  your  name 

Pom.  1  know  not,  Menas,  It  notconcern'd  me. 
How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater.       Ant.  My  being  in  Egypt,  Cesar, 


"VVere't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
'  Jwere  pregnant  they  should  square'*  between 

themselves  ; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords:  but  howtlie  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions, and  biud  up 
The  petty  difierence,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be  it  as  our  gods  will  have  it  !  It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon,  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  [Exeunt. 


SCEA'E  IL- 


-Rome. — j3  Room  in  (he  house  of 
LEriuus. 


Enter  Ekobarbus  ani  LErious. 

Lep.  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed, 
And  shall  become   you  well,  to  entreat  your 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech.  [captain 

£»o.  I  shall  entreat  him 
To  answer  like  himself:  if  Cesar  move  him, 
Let  Antony  look  over  Cesar's  head, 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.    By  Jupiter, 
Were  I  the  wearer  of  Antoiiius's  beard, 
I  would  not  shave  to-day. 

Lep.  'Tis  not  a  time 
For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 
Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  borne  in  it. 

Lep.  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give 
way. 

Eno.  Not  if  the  small  come  first. 

Lep.  Your  speech  is  passion  : 
But,  pray  you,  stir  no  embers  up.  Here  comes 
The  noble  Antony. 

E7iler  Anton  V  and  Ventidius. 
Eno.  And  yonder,  Cesar. 

Enter  Cesar,  Mecs.sas,  and  Agrippa. 

.Int.  If  v.e  composef  well  here,  to  Parthia: 
Ilurk  you,  Ventidius. 

Ces.  I  do  not  know, 
Mecaenas  ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep.    Noble  friends, 
That  which  combiu'd  us  was  most  great,  and 

let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.    What's  amiss, 
May  it  be  gently  heard:  When  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds :  Then,  noble  parl- 
( The  rather,  for  I  earnestly  beseech,)     [ners. 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points   with  sweetest 
Nor  curstncssj  grow  to  the  matter.      [terms, 

..int.  'Tis spoken  well: 
Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  fight, 
1  should  do  thus. 

Ces.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

Ant.  Thank  you. 

Ces.  Sit. 

.Int.  Sit,  Sir ! 

Ces.  Nay, 
Then — 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill,  which  are 
not  so ; 
Or,  being,  concern  you  not. 

Ces.  I  must  be  laugh'd  at, 
If;  or  for  nothing,  or  a  little,  I 

*  Qirarrcl.   t  Arrec   J  Letnotill-Uumoiurbeadded- 


Wliat  was't  to  you 

Ces.  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Might  be  to  you  in  Egypt :  Yet,  if  you  there 
Did  practise*  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egypt 
Might   be  my.  question. t 
^Ant.  How  intend  you,  practis'd  ? 
Ces.  You  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at   mine 
intent,  [brother, 

By  what  did  here  befal  me.  Your  wife,  and 
Made  w  ars  upon  me ;  and  their  contestation 
Was  theme  for  you,you  v\  ere  the  words  of  war. 
Ant.  You  do  mistake  your  business  ;  my 
brother  never 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act  :  I  did  enquire  it  ; 
And  have  my  learning  from  some  true  reports,! 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.    Did  he 

not  rather 
Discredit  my  authority  with  yours : 
And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomacli, 
Having  alike  your  cause  ?  Of  this,  my  letters 
Before   did  satisfy  you.    If  you'll   patch  a 

quarrel. 
As  matter  wholeyou  have  notto  make  it  with, 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

Ces.  You  praise  yourself 
By  laying  defects   of  judgement  to  me;  but 
You  patch'd  up  your  excuses. 

Ant.  Not  so,  not  so ; 
I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on't; 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
Your  partner  in  the  case   'gainst  which   he 

fought, 
Could  not  with  gratefuleyes  attend  those  wai"S 
Which  'fronted§  mine  own  peace.  As  for  my 

wife, 
I  would  you  had  her  spirit  in  such  another : 
The  third  o'the  world  is  yours;  which  with  a 

snaffle  II 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

Eno.  'Would  we  had  all  such  wives,  that  the 
men  might  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 
Ant.  So  much  incurable,  her  garboils,ir  Ce- 
sar, 
Made  out  of  her  patience,  Cwhich  not  wanted 
Shrewdness  of  policy  too,)  I  grieving  grant, 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet;  for  that,  you  must 
But  say,  1  could  not  help  it 

Ces.  I  wrote  to  you, 
When  rioting  in  Alexandria ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive"*  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir, 
He  fell  upon  me,  ere  admitted  ;  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'the  morning;  but,  next  day, 
I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon:  Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  strife;  if  wecontend. 
Out  of  our  questiontt  wipe  him. 

Ces.  You  have  broken 
The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  shall  never 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  witli. 
Lep.  Soft,  Cesar. 
Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  speak; 
The  honour's  sacred  which  he   talks  on  now. 


*  Use  bad  arts  or  stratagems. 

t  Subject  of  conversation. 

f  Reporters.  ^  Opposed.  II  Bridle. 
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SupposiOiS:  that  I  lack'J  it :  But  on,  Cesar  ; 
Tlio  article  ofrnyoatli, — 

Ce^.  To  lend  me  arms,  and  aid,  when  I  re- 
quir'd  them  ; 
Tiie  which  yon  both  denied. 

ylni.  Neglected,  rather  ;  [I'P 

And  then,  when  poison'd  honrshad  hound  me 
From  mine  own  knowledge.     As  nearly  as  I 

may, 
I'll  play  the  penitent  to  you;  but  my  honesty 
Shall  not   make   poor  my  greatness,  nor  my 

power 
Work  without  it:  Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here  ; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon,  as  befits  my  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep.  'Tis  nobly  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you,  to  enforce  no 
further 
The  griefs*  between  ye:  to  forget  them  quite, 
AVere  to  remember  that  the  present  need 
Speaks  to  atonet  you. 

Lep.  Worthily  spoke,  Meceenas. 

Eno.  Or,  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love 
for  the  instant,  you  may,  when  you  hear  no 
more  words  of  Pompey,  return  it  again:  you 
.shall  have  time  to  wrangle  in,  when  youhave 
nothing  else  to  do. 

Ant.  Thouartasoldieronly;  speak nomorc. 

Eno.  That  truth  should  h's  silent,  I  had  al- 
most forgot. 

Ant.  You  wrong  this  presence,  therefore 
speak  no  more. 

Eno.  Go  to  then;  your   conciidcrate  stone. 

(Jes..  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech:  for  it  cannot  be, 
We  shall  remain  infriendship,ourconditionst 
Ho  differing  in  their  acts.    Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  usstaunch,§  from  edge 

to  edge 
O'the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

.Igr.  Give  me  leave,  Cesar, — 

Ces.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  hastasister  by  the  motlier'ssiJe, 
Admir'dOctavia:  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

Ces.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa  ; 
If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reproof 
■Were  well  deserv'd  of  rashness. 

Ant.  I  am  not  married,  Cesar:  letme^hear 
Agrippa  further  speak. 

Agr.  To  hold  yon  in  perpetual  amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearts 
With  an  unslipping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife  ;  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men  ; 
Whose  virtue, and  whosegeneralgraces,  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.  By  this  mar- 
riage, 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great. 
And  all  great   fears,  which  now  import  their 
dangers,  [tales, 

^V^ould  then  be  nothing:  truths    would  be  but 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths  :  her  love  to 

both, 
Would,  each  to  other,  and  all  loves  to  both. 
Diaw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  spoke; 
For  'tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thougiit, 
By  duty  ruminated. 

^n^  Will  Cesar  speak  ? 

Ces.  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touch'd 
AVith  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant.  What  power  is  in  Agrippa, 
If  I  would  say,  Jlgrlppa,  be  it  so, 
To  make  this  good '. 

*  •grievances,    t  Reconcile,    i.  Dispo?itJ«iis,    >^  Firm 


Ces.  The  power  of  Cesar,  and 
His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Jint.    May  I  never 
To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  faidy  shows, 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand: 
Furfherthis  act  of  grace;  and, from  th'ishour, 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves, 
And  sway  our  great  designs  ! 

Ces.  There  is  my  hand. 
A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly  :   Let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms,  and  our  hearts  ;  and 
Fly  oiTour  loves  again  !  [never 

Lep.  Happily,  amen ! 

Anl.  I  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  'gainst 
Pompey  ; 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies, and  great, 
Of  late  upon  me  :  I  must  thank  him  only, 
Lest  my  remembrance  suffer  ill  report  ; 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

Lep.  Time  calls  upon  us  : 
Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought, 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

Ant.  And  where  lies  he  ? 

Ces.  About  the  mount  Misenum. 

.^7U.  What's  his  strength 
By  land  ? 

Ces.  Great,  and  Increasing  :  but  by  sea 
He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Mt.  So  is  the  fame.  [it : 

'Would,  we  had  spoke  together!  Haste  we  foe 
Yet, ere  we  pat  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talk'd  of. 

Ces.  With  most  gladness ; 
And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view. 
Whither  straight  I  will  lead  you. 

Ant.  Let  us,  Lepidus, 
Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep.  Noble  Antony, 
Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

[Flourish.    Exeunt  Cesah,  jV.»fToxr,  and 
Lepidus. 

Mec.  Welcome  from  Egypt,  Sir. 

Eno.  Half  theheartof  Cesar, worthy  MecaE- 
nas  ! — my  honourable  friend,  Agrippa  '. — 

Jlgr.  Good  Enobarbus ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  be  glad,  that  matters 
are  so  well  digested.  You  staid  well  by  it  iti 
Egypt. 

Eno.  Ay,  Sir;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  coun- 
tenance, and  made  the  night  light  with  drink- 
ing. 

Mec.  Eight  wild  boars  ro.-isted  whole  at  a 
breakfast,  and  but  twelve  persons  there  ;  Is 
this  true  ? 

£<!o.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle ;  we 
had  much  more  monstrous  matter  of  feast, 
which  worthily  deserved  nothing. 

Mec.  She's  a  most  triumphant  ladj',  if  re- 
port be  square*  to  her. 

Eno.  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony,  she 
pursed  up  his  heart  upon  theriver  of  Cydnus. 

Agr.  There  she  appear'd  indeed  ;  or  my 
reporter  devised  well  for  her. 

Eno.  I  will  tell  you  : 
Tiie  barge  she  sat  in,  like  aburnish'd  throne, 
Burn'd   on  the  water:  the  poop   was  beaten 

gold; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed,  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them :  the  oars 
were  silver ;  [made 

Which  to  the   tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and 
The  water,  which  they  beat,  to  follow  faster, 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes.     For  her  owu 
person. 

'   ^iiil^  witli  !irr  itiPvit.f. 
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[Scene  IF, 


It  beggard  all  description :  she  did  lie 
In  lier  pavilion,  (cloth  of  gold,  ol  tissue,) 
()'t;rj>ictnring  tiiat  Venus,  wiieie  we  see, 
"I  lie  fancy  out-work  natme:  on  each  side  her, 
IStood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
\Vith  diveri-e-colour'd   tans,   whose  wnid  did 
gcem  [tool. 

To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  tlicy  did 
And  they  nr.ilid,  did.* 

Agr.  O,  ran;  for  Antony  1 

Kno.  IJer  sentlewomen,  like  the  Nereides, 
So  many  mermaid.*,  tended  her  i'the  eyes, 
And  made  tlieir  l)ends  adornings:  at  the  helm 
A  seeming  mermaid  steers :  tlie  silken  tackle 
Swell  with   tlie    touches  of  those  llower-soft 

hands, 
Tiiatyarely  IVamet  the  office.  From  the  barge 
A  strange  invisible  perfume  liiis  the  sense 
l)f  the  adjacent  wharfs,     '1  he  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her;  and  .Antony, 
Ktithron'd  in  tiie  market-place  did  sit  alone, 
^Vhistling  to  the  air;  which,  hut  for  vacang^v, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  loo, 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature 

A^r.  Rare  Egyptian  ! 

J. no.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  supper  :  she  ri-pliod, 
It  should  be  better,  he  became  her  guest  ; 
Which  she  entreated  :  Our  courteous  Antony, 
AVliom  ne'er  the  word   of  Ao  woman    heard 

speak, 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast; 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart, 
Tor  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

.'Jgr.  Koyal  wench  ! 
She  made'great  Cesar  lay  his  sword  .to  bed; 
lie  plough'd  her,  and  she  croi)j)"d. 

Eno.  1  saw  her  once 
Hop  forty  paces  through,  the  public  street  : 
And  hav'ing  lost   her  breath,  she  spoke,  and 

panted, 
That  she  did  make  defect,  peifection, 
And,  breathless,  power,  breath  forth. 

Mec.  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

£j/o.  ?^'cvcr;  he  will  not; 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety  :  Other  women 
t'loy  th'appetites  they  feed;  but  she  makes 

hungry, 
\Vheremosi  she  satisfies.     Tor  vilest  things 
Become  themselves  in  her;  that  the  holypriebls 
Jiless  her  when  she's  riggish.t 

Mcc.  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
The  heart  of  Antony,  Octavia  is 
A  blessed  lottery§  to  him. 

^9gr.  Let  us  go. — 
(rood  Eiiobarbus  make  yourself  my  g"?st, 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

i'«o. 'Humbly,  Sir,  I  thank  you.     [Excunl. 

Scene  III. — The  same. — A  hoom  in  Ces.mi's 
House. 

EnlerCF.sAU,  Akton v,  Octavia  heiuten them ; 
A■rTENI>A^Ts,  and  a  Soothsavek. 

Jinl.  The  world,  and  my  great  office,  will 
sometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Ocla.  All  which  time 
Lefore  the  gods  my  knceshallbowmy  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant.  Goodnight,  Sir. — My  Octavia, 
Head  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world's  rejiort : 
J  have  not  kept  my  square  ;  but  that  to  tome 

',\dded  to  tl)e  Wiimitli  Ihcv  were  iiiteuiicd  to  diminish- 
):euUilvierform.     ;  Wlniton.  t^  Allotijier.; 


Shall  all  be  done  by  the  rule.     Good  night 
dear  lady. — 
OcUt.  Good  nightj  Sir. 
Ccs.  Good  night. 

[Exeunt  Cksar  and  Octavia. 
Anl.  Now,  Sirrah  !  you  do  wish  yourself  iu 

Egypt  ? 
Sooth.  Would  I  had  nevcrcome from  thence, 
nor  you 
Thither  ! 
.'Int.  If  you  can,  your  reason  ? 
Sooth.  1  see't  in 
My  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue:  butyet 
Hie  you  again  to  Egypt. 

.'lilt.  Say  to  me, 
Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Cesar's  or 
mine  ? 
Sooth  Cesar's. 
Tiierefore,  O  Antony,  stay  not  by  his  side  ; 
Thy   demon,  that's  thy   spirit    which  keeps 

thee,  is 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatcliablc, 
W  here  Cesar's  is  not;  butnear  him,  thy  angel 
Becomes  a  Fear,  as  being  o'erpow  er'd  ;  there- 
Make  space  enough  between  you.  [fore 
.^nt.  Speak  this  no  more. 
Sooth,  To  none  but  thee  ;  no  more,  but  when 
-to  thee. 
If  thoa  dost  play  with  him  at  any  pame, 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose;  and  of  that  natural  hick, 
He   beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds  ;  thy   lustre 

thickens, 
When  he  shines  by  :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  liiiu  : 
But,  he  away,  'lis  noble. 

Ant.  Get  thee  gone  : 
Sa\'  to  Ventidius,  1  \a  ould  speak  with  him  : 

[Exit  Soothsayer. 
He  shall  to  Partha. — Be  it  art,  or  hap, 
Heliath  spoken  true:  The  very  dice  obey  him  ; 
And,  in  our  sports,  my  better  cunning  faints;; 
Under  his  chance  :  if  we  draw  lots,  he  speeds 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  nought;  and  his  quails"  ever 
Beat    mine,  inhoop'd,t    at    odds.     1  will  to 

Egyj.t : 
And  tliough  J  make  this  marriage  for  my  jieacr, 

Entsr  Vektiuils. 

I'lhe  east  my  pleasure  lies: — O,  come,  'W'nti- 

dius. 
You  must  to  Paithia;  your  commission's  ready, 
Follow  me,  and  receive  it.  [Exeunt 

Scene  IV.— The  same. — A  Street. 

Enter  Lepidus,  Mec.i:.nas  and  ArjiiiPPA. 

Lep    Trouble  yourselves  no  further ;  pray 
you,  hasten 
Your  generals  after. 

Agr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony, 
Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  Till  1  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's- 
drcss. 
Which  will  become  vou  both,  farewell. 

Mcc.  We  shall 
As  1  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  mount]: 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  way  is  shorter, 
Mv  jiurposes  do  draw  me  much  about  : 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mec.  Agr.  Sir,  good  success  .' 

Lep.  Farewell. 


E.tenn'. 


The  ancients  used  to  match  quails  as  we  match  cocli& 
t  Inclostd-  T  Mount  Misemun. 


Ad.  11.] 

Scene  v.— Alexandria.— A  Room  in  Ihe 
Palace. 

Enter  Clkopatra,  CHAnsuAs,  Iras,  and 

Ar.KXAs. 
Cleo.  Give  me  some  music;  music,  moody" 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love.  [food 

.'Jllend.  Tlie  music,  lio  ! 

Enter  Mahdiax. 

Cleo.  Let  it  alone  ;  let  us  to  billiards  : 
Come,  Clianuian. 

Cliar.  My  arm  is  sore,  best  play  witli  Mar- 
(liaii. 

Cleo.  As  we!!  a  woman   with   an    eunuch 
piay'd, 
As  with  a  woman  ;— Come,  you'll  play  with 
me,  Sir  ? 

Mar.  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 

Cleu.  And  whongood  will  isshow'd,  though 
it  come  too  short, 
Theactormay  plead  pardon.  I'll  none  now:— 
Give  me  mine  angle,— We'll  totheriver:  there, 
JSIy  music  playing  far  oil",  I  will  betray 
Tawnv-finn'd'fisiies;  my  bended  hook    shall 

pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws  ;  and,  as  1  draw  them  up, 
I'll  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say,  ah,  lia  !  you're  caught. 

Char.  'Twas  merry,  when 
Von  wagcr'd  on  vour  angling;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt-fish  on  his  hook,  which  he 
With  fervency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time!— O  times  !— 
)  laugh'd  iiim  out  of  patience;  and  that  night 
1  laugh Vi  hiiTi  iuto  patience;  and  ne.it  morn, 
i;re  tlia  ninth  hour,  1  drunk  him  to  Ids  bod  ; 
Then  put  my  tircst  and  mantles  on  him,  wliilst 
J  wore  his  sword  Fftilippan.  O!  from  Italy, 

Enter  c.  IVIessk.soek. 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears, 
That  long  time  have  beew  barren. 

Me.-!,  ^iadam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antony's  dead? — 

I  fthousay'st  so,  villain,  thoukill'st  thy  mistress: 

Eut  well  and  free, 

II  ihou  so  yield  him,  there  is  gold,  and  here 
]Mv  bluest  veins  to  kiss;  a  hand,  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess:.  First,  madam,  he's  well. 

Cleo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.  But  Sirrah, 
mark  ;  We  use 
To  say,  tlie  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  that, 
The  gold  I  give  thee,  will  I  melt,  and  pour 
Down  thy  ill-uttering  throat. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 

Cleo.  Well,  go  to,  1  will; 
But  there's  no  goodness  in  thyface:  It'Antony 
Be  free  and  healthful, — why  so  tart  a  favour| 
To  trumpet  sv.ch  good  tidings?  If  not  well, 
Thou  sl)0u!d'st  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with 
Not  like  a  formal  nian.§  [snakes, 

Mess.  Will't  please  you  hear  me  ? 

Cleo.  1  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee  ere  thou 
speak'st : 
Yet,  if  thou  say,  Antony  lives,  is  well, 
Or  friends  with  Cesar,  or  not  captive  to  him, 
I'll  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Fich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mess.  Madam, he's  well. 

Cleo.  Well  said; 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Cesar. 

Cleo.  Tbou'rt  an  honest  man; 
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t  Head  dres< 
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Mess.  Cesar  aHd  he  are  greater  friendsthan 
.  ever. 

Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me: 

Mess:   But  yet  madam, — 

Vlco.  I  do  not  like  but  yet,  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence  ;*  fie  upon  but  yet : 
But  yet  is  as  a  jailer  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.  Pr'ythee,  friend) 
I'our  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  together:  He's  friend  willi 
I'esar;  [free. 

In  state  of  health,  thou  say'st;  and,  thousay'st 

Mess.  Free,  madam  !  no;  I  made  no  such  re- 
He's  bound  unto  Octavia.  [port  : 

Cleo.  For  wliat  good  turn  ! 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i'the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale  Charmian. 

Mess.  ]\iadam,  he's  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon 
thee  !  [Strikes  him  clown. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  patience, 

Cleo.  What  say  you  ? — Hence, 

[Strikes  him  again. 
Horrible  villain  !  or  I'll  spurn  thine  eyes 
Like  balls  before  me;  I'll  unhair  thy  liead; 

[She  hales  him  up  and  doun. 
Thou]shalt  be  whipp'd  wilh  v.ire,  audstew'd 

in  brine. 
Smarting  in  ling'ring  pickle. 

Mess.  Gracious  madam, 
1,  that  do  bring  the  news,  made  not  the  match, 

Cleo.  Say,  'tis  not  so,  a  province  1  will  give 
thee,  [hadst 

And  make  thy  fortunes  proud  :  the  blow  thou 
Shall  make  ihy  peace,  for  moving  me  to  lagc; 
And  1  will  boot!  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mess.  He's  i  larricd,  madam. 

Cleo.  Rogue,  thou  hast  liv'd  too  long. 

[Draws  a  dagger. 

Mess.  Nay,  th>°n  I'll  runj: — 
What  mean  you,    madam  ?  I  have   made  no 
fault,'  [Exit. 

Char.  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  wilhii: 
Tlie  man  is  innocent,  [yourself; 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  'scape  not  the  thun- 
derbolt.— 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile!    and  kindly  creatures 
Turn  all  to  serpents  ! — Call  the  slave  again  ; 
Though  J  am  mad,  I  will  not  bit  him  : — Ca!L 

Char.  He  is  afeard  to  come. 

Cleo.  I  will  not  hurt  him  : — 
These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  since  1  myself 
Have  given  nivself  the  cause. — Come  hither, 
Sir. 

Ec-cnlcr  Me-ssenger.' 

Thou  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  bring  bad  news  :  Give  to  n  gracious  message 
A  host  of  tongues  ;  but  let  ill  tidings jtell 
Themselves,  when  they  be  felt. 

Mess.  I  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo.  Is  he  married  .'' 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do, 
If  thou  again  say,  Yes. 

Mess.  He  is  married.  Madam, 

Cleo.  The  gods  confound    thee  I  dost  thou 
hold  there  still  .' 

Mess.  Should  I  lie,  madam? 

Cleo.  0,  I  would,  thou  didst ; 
So  half  my  Egypt  were  submerg'd,}and  made 
A  cistern  for  scal'd  snakes:  Go,  get  thcchencc, 

*  Prccedin;?.  1  Recomrense. 

t  AVhelmed  under  w.i.ter. 
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Hast  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  would'st  appear  most  ugly.  He  is  mar- 
ried ? 
Mess.  I  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 
Cho.  He  is  miirried  ? 

Mess.  Take  no  oitence,  (hat  I  would  not  of- 
fend you  : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  mcdo,  [via. 
Sncms  much  unequal:  He  is  married  to  Octa- 
C/eo.  0,  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave 
of  thee, 
That  art  not  .'—What?  thou'rt  sure  oft  ?— Get 

ihee  hence : 

The   merchandise  whicli   thou  hjist  brought 

from  Rome,  [hand, 

Are  all  too  dear  for  me  ;    Lie  they  upon  thy 

And  be  undone  by  'em  !       {Exit  Messenger. 

Char.  Good  your  highness,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praising  Antony,  I  have  disprais'd 

Cesar. 
Car.  Many  times,  madam. 
Clco.  I  am  paid  for't  now. 
Lead  me  from  hence, 

I  faint ;  0  Iras,  Charmain, — 'Tis  no  matter  : — 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas  ;  bid  him 
Report  the  feature*  of  Octavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair: — bringme  word  quick- 
ly.—  [Exit  Alexas. 
Let  him  forevergo : — Lethim  not — Charmian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
T'other  way  he's  a  Mars  : — Bid  vou  Alcsas 

[to  Mardian. 
Bring  mo   word,  how  tall  she   is- — Pity  me, 

Charmian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me. — Lead  me  to  my 
chamber.  [Exeunl. 

SCENE  VI. — Near  Misenum. 

EnterFoMPT:\andME^  AS.nl  omnde,withDrum 
and  Trumpet :  at  (mother,  C?;sAn,  Lf.pidus, 
Antony,  Enobareus,  Mec^inas,  icith  Sol- 
diers marching. 

Pom.  Your  hostages  I  have,sohaveyouraine  ; 
And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight. 

Ces.  Most  meet,  [we 

That  first  wecometovP.irds;  and  therefore  have 
Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent  ; 
Which,  if  thou  hast  consider'd  let  us  know 
If 'will  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword; 
And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tallt  youth 
That  else  must  perish  here. 

Pom.  To  you  all  three. 
The  senators  alone  of  this  great  world, 
Chief  factors  (or  the  gods, — I  do  not  know. 
Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want. 
Having  a  son  and  friends;  since  Julius  Cesar, 
Who  at  Philippi  the  good  Brutus  ghosted,}: 
There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.    What  was 

It,  [what 

That  mov'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire  ?  And 
Made  the  all-honour'd,honest,  Roman  Brutus, 
With  the  arm'd   rest,  courtiers   of  beauteous 

freedom. 
To  drench  the  Capitol ;  but  that  they  would 
Have  one  man  but  a  man  ?  And  that  is  it. 
Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams  ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful 
Cast  on  my  noble  father.  [Rome 

Ces.  Take  your  time. 
Ant.  Thou  canst  not  fear§  us,Poinpey,  with 

thy  sails, 


*  Beauty. 
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We'll  speak  with  thee  at  sea  :    at   land,  thou 

know'st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Fom.  At  land, indeed. 
Thou  dost  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  house : 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 
Remain  in't  as  thou  may'st. 

Lcp.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, 
(For  this  is  from  the  present,*)  how  you  take 
The  oflers  wa  have  sent  you. 

Ces.  There's  the  point. 

Ant.  Which  do  notbeentreatedlo,butwcigh 
What  it  is  worth  embrac'd. 

Ces.  knd  what  may  follow, 
To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Fo)?i.  You  have  made  me  offer 
Of  Sicily,  Sardinia;  and  I  mu.st 
Rid  all  the  .sea  of  pirates;  then,  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome:  Tliis' greed  upon 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  back 
Our  target  undinted. 

Ces.  Ant.  Lep.  That's  our  offer. 

Pom,  Know  then, 
I  came  before  you  here,  a  man  prepar'd 
To  take  this  offer :  But  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience :  Though  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling.  You  must  know, 
When  Cesar  and  your  brothers  were  at  blows, 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  friendly. 

Jint.  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey  ; 
And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks, 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand  : 
I  did  not  think.  Sir,  to  have  met  you  hero. 

Ant.  The  beds  i'the  east  are  soft;  and  thanks 
to  you,  [ther  ; 

That  call'd  me  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hi- 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it. 

Ces.  Since  I  saw  you  last. 
There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not  [face  ; 

What  countst  harsh  fortune    casts  upon  my 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come, 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassal. 

Lep.  Well  met  here. 

Pom.  I  hope  so,  Lepidus. — Thus  we   are 
agreed : 
I  crave,  our  composition  may  be  written, 
And  seal'd  between  us. 

Ces.  That's  the  next  to  do. 

Pom.  We'll  feast  each  other,  ere  we  part ; 
and  let  us 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

Ant.  That  will  I,  Pompej-. 

Pom.  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  first 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.  I  haveheard,  that  Julius 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  tliere.  [Cesar 

Ant.  You  have  heard  much. 

Potn.  I  have  fair  meanings,  Sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom.  Then  so  much  have  I  heard  : — 
And  I  have  heard,  Apollodorus  carried  — 

Eno.  No  more  of  tliat : — He  did  so. 

PoPi.  What,  I  pray  you  ? 

£710.  A  certain  queen  to  Cesar  in  a  matliess 

Pom.  I  know  thee  now  ; — How  far'st  thou 
soldier? 

Eno.  Well ; 
And  well  am  like  to  do  ;  for,  I  perceive. 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom,  Let  me  shake  thy  band  ; 
I  never  hated  thee  :  I  have  seen  thee  fight. 
When  I  liave  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Trcsent  fiibjpct.    fTarg-et.  sliiolcl.    •[  Scores  Tart* 


Ad  11.] 


ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 


24d 


Li> 


Eno.  Sir,  . 

1  never  lov'd  yoii  much  ;  but  I  have  prais  d 

you, 
When  you  have  well  deserv'd  ten  times  as 

much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness, 
It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all: 
Will  you  lead,  lords  ? 

Ces.  Atit.  Lep.  Show  us  the  way,  Sir. 
I'07ii.  Come. 

[Exeunt  Pompky,  Cesar,  A.vtony, 
piDus,  Soldiers  and  AUendants. 
Men.  'lliy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have 
made  this  treaty.— [.litrfe.]— You  and  I  have 
known,*  Sir. 

Eno.  At  sea,  I  think. 
Men.  We  have,  Sir. 
Eno.  You  have  done  well  by  water. 
Men.  And  you  by  land. 
Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise 
lue:  though  it  cannot  be  denied  what  1  have 
done  by  land. 

MeiL.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 
Eno.  Yes,  something  you  can  deny  for  your 
own  safety  :  you  have  been  a  great  thief  by 
sea. 

Men.  And  you  by  land. 
Eno.  There  I  deny    my  land  service.    But 
give  me  your  hand,  Menas  :  If  our  eyes  had 
authority,  here   they  might  take  two  thieves 
kissing. 

Men.  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er 
their  hands  are. 

Eno.  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a 
true  face. 

Men.  No  slander  ;  they  steal  hearts. 
Eno  We  came  hither  to  fight  with  you. 
Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to 
a  drinking      Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  a- 
way  his  tortune. 

Eno.  If  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  weep  it  back 
again. 

Men.  You  have  said,  Sir.  We  looked  not 
for  Mark  Antony  ;  Pray  you,  is  he  married  to 
Cleopatra  ? 

Eno.  Cesar's  sister  is  call'd  Octavia. 
Men.  True,  Sir  ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius 
Warcellus. 

Eno.  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  An- 
tonius. 

Mai.  Pray  you,  Sir  ? 
Eno,  'Tis  true. 

Men  Then  is  Cesar,  and  he,  for  ever  knit 
together. 

Eno.  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity, 
I  would  not  prophesy  so. 

Men.  I  think,  the  policy  of  that  purpose 
made  more  in  the  marriage,  than  the  love  of 
the  parties. 

Eno.  I  think  so  too.  But  you  shall  find,  the 
band  tliat  seems  to  tie  their  friendship  toge- 
ther, will  be  the  very  strangler  of  their  amity  : 
Octavia  is  of  a  holy,  cold,  and  still  conversa- 
tion.! 

Men  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so  ? 
Eno,  Not  he,  that  himself  is  not  so  ;  which 
is  Mark  Antony.  lie  will  to  his  Egyptian 
dish  again  :  then  shall  the  sighs  of  Octavia 
blow  the  tire  up  in  Cesar :  and,  as  I  said  be- 
fore, that  which  is  the  strength  of  their  amity, 
sliall  prove  the  immediate  author  of  their  vari- 
ance. Antony  will  use  his  affection  where  it 
is.  be  married  but  his  occasion  here. 


Men.  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  Sir,  will 
you  aboard  ?  I  have  a  health  for  you. 

£710  I  shall  take  it,  Sir:  we  have  used  our 
throats  in  Egypt. 

Men.  Come ;  let's  away.  [Exeunt. 


SCEjYE  FJI.—On  Board  Pompev's   Galleij, 

lying  near  Misenum. 

Music.    Enter  two  or  three  ShRvxKTS,  with  a, 

Ban(juet.* 

1  Serv.  Here  they'll  be,  man  :  Some  o'  their 
plantst  are  ill-rooted  already,  the  least  wind 
i'lhe  world  will  blow  them  down. 

2  Serv.  Lepidus  is  high-coloured. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms- 
drink. 

2  Serv.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the 
disposition,  he  cries  out,  no  more  ;  reconciles 
them  to  his  entreaty,  and  himself  to  the  drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between 
him  and  his  discretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  is  to  have  a  name  in  great 
men's  fellowship;  I  had  as  lief  have  a  reed 
that  will  do  me  no  service,  as  a  partizant  I 
could  not  heave. 

I  Serv.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and 
not  to  be  seen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where 
eyes  should  be,  which  pitifully  disaster  the 
cheeks. 

A  Sennele  sounded.  Enter  Cesar,  Antony, 
Pompey,  Lepidus,  Agrippa,  MEc.fl:NAS, 
Enobakbus,  Menas,  with  other  Captains. 

Ant  Thus  do  they,  Sir:  [To  Cesar.]  They 
fake  the  flow  o'the  Nile 
By  certain  scales  i'the  pyramid;   they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lowiiess,  or  the  mean,§   if 

dearth. 
Or  foizon,||  follow:  The  higher  Nilus  swells, 
The  more  it  promises  :  as  it  ebbs,  tl  e  seeds- 
man 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain, 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lt/J.  You  have  strange  serpents  there. 

.^nt   Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep.  Your  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of 
your  mud  by  the  operation  of  your  sun  :  so  is 
your  crocodile. 

Ant.  They  are  so. 

Pom.  Sit, — and  some  wine. — A  health  to 
j  Lepidus. 

Lep.  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but 
I'll  ne'er  out. 

Ejio-  Not  till  you  have  slept ;  I  fear  me, 
you'll  be  in,  till  then 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard,  the 
Ptolemies'  pyramisesIT  are  very  goodly  things ; 
without  contradiction,  I  have  heard  that. 

Men.  Pompey,  a  word.  [Aside. 

Pom.  Say  in  mine  ear  :  What  is't  ? 

Men.  Forsake  thy  seat,  I  do  beseech  ther, 
captain,  [Aside. 

And  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Pom.  Forbear  me  till  anon. — 
This  wine  for  Lepidus. 

Lep.  What  manner  o'thingisyourcrocodilo  "? 

Ant.  It  is  shaped,  Sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is 
as  broad  as  it  hath  breadth  :  it  is  just  so  high 
as  it  is,  and  moves  with  its  own  organs  :  it 
lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it; and  the  ele- 
ments once  out  of  it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

Ant.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 
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[■Scene  / 


J>/>.  'Tis  a  stiangc  serpent. 
Ant.  'Tis  so.    Antl  the  tear?  of  it  arc  wet. 
t'es.  Will  this  description  satisfay  him  ? 
£nl.    With  the  health   thiit  Fompcy  gives 
Iiirn,  else  he  is  a  very  epicure. 

Pom.  [To  Menas   aside]  Cio,   hanj,   Sir, 
hang !  Tell  me  of  that  ?  away  ! 
Do  asl  bid  you. — Where's  this  cup  I  call'd  for  ' 
Men.  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt  hear 
me, 
Rise  from  thy  stool,  [Aside. 

Pom.  I  think,  thou'rt  mad.    The  matler  ? 

[Rises,  andtvalks  aside. 
Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  oiTto  thy  for- 
tunes. 
Pom.  Thou  hast  serv'd  me  with  much  faith : 
What's  else  to  say  ? 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Anl.   These  quick-sanils,  Lepidus, 
Keep  off  (liem,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  Wilt  thou  he  lord  of  all  the  world  ?g 

Pom.  What  say'st  thou  .' 

Men.  AVilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world? 

That's  twice. 
Pom.  How  should  tliat  be  ? 
Men.  But  entertain  it,  and, 
Although  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
IVill  give  thee  all  the  world. 
Pom.  Hast  thou  dnnik  well  .' 
Men.  No,  Pouipey,!  have  kept  me  from  the 
cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  eailhly  Jove ; 
"Whatc'er  the  ocean  pales,*  or  sky  inclips,t 
Is  thine,  if  thou  wilt  have't. 
Pom.  Show  me  which  way. 
Meti.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  cora- 
petitorsjt 
Are  in  thv  vessel  :  let  me  cut  the  table  ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  ofi",fallto  their  throats  : 
All  there  is  thine. 

Pom.    Ah,  this  thou  should'st  have  done. 
And  not  Iiave  spoke  on't !  In  me,  'lis  villany  ; 
In  thee  it  had  been  good  service.     Thou  must 

know, 
'Tis  not  my  profit  that  docs  leail  mine  honour; 
Aline  honour  it.  Repent,  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hatii  5o  betrav'd  thine  act:  Being  done  un- 
known, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done  ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.  Desist  and  drink. 
Men.  For  this,  [Aside. 

Fll  never  follow  thy  paU'd§  fortr.iias  more. — 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take,  when  once  'tis 
Shall  never  find  it  more.  [offer'd, 

Pom.  This  health  to  Lepidus. 
Ant.  Bear  him  ashore.— I'll  pledge  it  for  him, 

Pompey. 
Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas. 
Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome. 
Pom.  Fill,  till  the  cup  be  hid, 
Eno.  There's  a  strong  fellow,  Menas. 
[Pointing  to  the  Attendant  who  carries  off 
Lepidi;s. 
Men.  Why .'' 
Eno.  He  bears 
The  third  part  of  the  world,  man;  See'.sf  not? 
Men.  Tiie  ihird  part  then  is  drunk:  'Would 
it  were  all, 
That  it  might  go  on  wheeh  I 

Eno.  Drink  thou ;  increase  the  reels. 
Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alesandian  feast. 
Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it, — Strike  the  ves- 
Uere  is  to  Cesar.  [sels,||  ho  ! 

C'es.  i  could  well  forbear  it. 

*  Encompasses,     t  1  Embraces,     r    Cunfodcrates. 
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It's  monstrous  labour,  ulien  I  wash  my  brain, 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Anl.  Be  a  child  o'tiie  lime. 

Ces.  Possess*  it, I'll  make  answer:  but  Iliad 
rather  fast 
Fromall,fcur  days, than  drink  so  mnchin  one. 

Eno.  Ha, my  brave  emperor !  [T*)  ANTo>fv. 
Shall  we  dance  now  thcEgyptian  BacchanalF, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  .' 

Po7n.  Let"s  hat,  good  soldier.  * 

Ant.  Come,  let  us  all  take  hands  ;  [sen?c 
Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steep'dour 
In  soft  and  delicate  Lethe. 

Eno.  All  take  hands. — 
Make  battery  toourears  with  thf  loud  music: — 
The  while.  Til  place  you  :  Then  the  boy  shall 

sing  : 
The  holdingt  every    man  shall   bear,  as  loud 
As  his  strong  sides  can  volley. 

[Music  plays.     Enobakbus  places  lliem  hand 
ttt  hand. 

So.NG. 

Come,  thou  monarch  of  the  wine, 
Plumpy  Bacchus,  with  pink  eyne\ 
In  thy  vats  our  cares  be  droun'd ; 
With  Ihy  grapes  our  hairs  be  croivii'd ; 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round  ; 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round .' 

Ces.  What  would    you  more  ? — Pompey, 

good  night.     Good  brother. 

Let  rae  request  you  off:   our  graver  business 

Frownsat  this  levity. — Gentle  lords, let's  part ; 

You  see,  we  have   burnt  our  chcelis  :  strong 

Enobarb } 
Is  weakerthan  theuine;  and  luine  owntongue 
Splits  what  it  speaks :    the  wild  disguise  halli 

almost 
Antick'd  us  all.     What  needs  more  words.' 
Good  night. — 
Good  Antony,  your  hand. 
7^0/)!.  I'll  try  you  o'the  shore. 
A:it.  And  shail,  Sir  :  give's  your  hand. 
Pom.  0,  Antony, 
You  iiave  u'.y  father's  house, — But  what  '  \\c 

are  i'rieuds  : 
Come,  ilown  into  the  boai. 

£7)0.  Take  ;iced  you  fall  not. — 

[E.ieUilt  POMPKY,  CtSAR,     AiVTONY,  u:i'l 

Attendants. 
Menas,  I'll  not  on  shore. 

Men.  iSo,  to  my  cabin. — 
These  drums  1  — these  trumpets,  flutes !  what  '■ — 
I/ef  Nept'-ine  hear  we  liid  a  loud  farewell 
to  these  great  fellows  :  Sound,  and  behang'd, 
sound  out. 

[.]  Flourish  of  Trumpets,  with  Drums 
Eno.  Ho,  says  a'! — There's  my  cap. 
Alen.   Ho  .' — iiobla  captain  ! 
Come.  [E.renul. 

ACT  III. 

SCEJVE  I. — A  plain  in  ^yria. 

Enter  VEN'Tiniu*,  asafter  Comjuesljuilh  Sii.i- 

us,  and  other  Romans,  Officers,  andSoldiei-^-; 

the  dead  Body  of  Palukvs  borne  before  him. 

Ven.  >ow,dartingParthia, art  thou  struck; 

and  now 

Pleas'J  forlunedoes  of  Marcus  Cra<!sus'deatii 

Make   me  revenger. — Bear  the   king's  son's 

body 
Before  cur  army : — Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes,§ 

Umlerstaml.  t  Burilen.chonis.         t '5e«l  e.vc^. 

^  f  acurus  was  tiie  son  of  Orodes,  ki-tjof  Parthiii. 
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Pays  this  for  IMarciis  Ci-assus. 

Sil.  Noble  Ventidius, 
Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is 
warm,  [Media, 

The  fugitive  Parthians   follow ;  spur  tluough 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly:  so  thy  grand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Veil.  O  Silius;  Silius, 
I  have  done  enou^^h:  A  lowerplace,note  well, 
May  make  too  great  an  act :  For  learn  this, 

Silius  ; 
Better  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed  acquire 
Too  high  a  fame,  when  him  we  serve's  away. 
Cesar,  and  Antony,  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer,than  person  :  Sossius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  his  lieutenant, 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown,       [vour. 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  the  minute,  lost  his  fa- 
Who  does  i'the    wars  more  than   his  captain 

can. 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain :  and  ambition, 
The  soldier's  virtue,rather  makes  choice  of  loss, 
Than  gain,  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good, 
But  'twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  perish. 

Sil.  Thou  hast,  Ventidius, 
That  without  which  a  soldier,  and  his  sword. 
Grants  scarce  distinction.    Thou  wilt  write  to 
Antony  ? 

Ven.  I'll  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name, 
'J'hat  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected  ; 
How,  with  his  banners,  and  his  well-paid 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  of  Parthia  [ranks, 
We  have  jaded  out  o'the  field. 

Sil.  Where  is  he  now .' 

Ven.  He  purposeth to  Athens:  whitherwith 

what  haste  [mit, 

The  weight  we  must  convey  with  us  will  per- 

We  shall  appear  before  him. — On,  there;  pass 

along.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^EII. — Roine.— An  Antechamber  in 

Cesar's  house. 

Enter  Agrippa,  and  Enobareus,  meeling. 
Agr.  What,  are  the  brothers  parted  ? 
Eno,  They  have   despatch'd  with  Pompey, 
he  is  gone; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.    Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome :  Cesar  is  sad ;  and  Lepi- 

dus, 
Since  Pompey's  feast, as  Menassays,is  troub- 
With  the  green-sickness.  [led 

Agr.   'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 
Eno.  A  very  fine  one:  0,  how  he  loves  Ce- 
sar! 
Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark 

Antony  ! 
Eno.  Cesar?  Why,  he's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 
Agr.  What's  Antony  ?  The  god  of  Jupiter. 
Eno.  Spake  you  of  Cesar.'  IIow?  the  non- 
pareil ! 
Agr.  O  Antony  !   O  thou  Arabian  bird  !* 
E710.  Would  you  praise  Cesar,  say, — Cesar; 
— go  no  farther. 

ylgr.  Indeed,  he  plied  therfi  both  with  ex- 
cellent praises. 
Eno,  But  he  loves  Cesar  best; — Yet  he  loves 
Antony  : 
Ho  !  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards, 

poets,  cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number,  ho, 
his  love 


To  Antony.     But  as  for  Cesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 
Agr.   Both  lie  loves; 

Eno.  They  are    his  shards,*  and    he  (heir 
beetle.     So,—  [Trumpets. 

This  is  horse. — Adieu,  noble  Agrippa. 
Agr.   Good  fortune,  worthy   soldier;  and 
farewell; 

£7i/er  Cesar,  Antony,  LEPiDrsjOntZ  Octavia. 

Ant.  No  farther,  Sir. 

Ces.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  my- 
self; 
Use  me  well   in  it. — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my   thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  fur- 
thest bandt 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approof — Most  noble  Antony, 
Let  not  the  piece  of  virtue,;  which  is|set 
Betwixt  us,  as  the  cement  of  our  love, 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram,  to  batter 
The  fortress  of  it :  for  better  might  we 
Have  lov'd  without  this  mean,ifonboth  parts 
This  not  be  cherish'd. 

Ant.  Make  me  not  offended 
In  your  distrust. 

Ces,  I  have  said. 

A7it.  You  shall  not  find. 
Though  you  be  therein  curious, §  the  least  cause 
for  what  you  seem  to  fear:  So  the  gods  keep 

you. 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your 
We  will  here  part.  [ends  '. 

Ces.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee 
well; 
The  elements]!  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort !  fare  thee  well. 

Oct.  My  noble  brother  ! — 

Ant.  Tlie  April's  in  her  eyes :   It  is  kve's 

spring,  [cheerful. 

And  these   the  showers  to  bring  it  on.     Be 

Oct.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house; 
anil — 

Ces.  What, 
Octavia  ? 

Oct.  I'll  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

Ant.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart, 
nor  can 
Her  heart   inform   her  tongue  :  the    swan's 

down  feather. 
That  stands  upon  the  swell  at  full  of  tide, 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

Eno.  Will  Cesar  weep?  [Aside  to  AcKinw. 

Agr.  He  has  a  cloud  in's  face. 

Eno.   He  were  the  worse  for  that,  were  he  a 
So  is  he,  being  a  man.  [horse; 

Agr.  Why.  F.nobarbus  ? 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Cesar  dead, 
He  crievl  almost  to  roaring  :  and  he  wept. 
When  at  Philippi  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  That  year,  indeed,  he  was  troubled 
with  a  rheum ; 
What  willingly  he  didconfound,1T  he  wail'd: 
Believe  it,  till  I  weep  too. 

Ces.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 
You  shall  hear  from  me  still;  the  time  shall 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you.  [not 

Ant.  Como,  Sir,  come  : 
I'll   wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love  : 
Look,  here  I  have  you  ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

Ces-  Adieu  ;  be  happy  ! 

Lep.  Let  all  the  number  of  the  stars   give 
To  thy  fair  way  !  [light 
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Ces   Farewfill,  Farewell !  [Kisses  Octavia. 
Mt.  Farewell '.  [Trumpels  sound.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  JII.—Mexandria.-^A  Room  in  the 

Palace. 
Enter  Cleopatra,     Charmian,   Iras,    ajid 

Alexas, 

C'leo.  Where  is  the  follow  ? 
Alex.  Half  afeard  to  come. 
Cko.  Go  to,  go  to  :— Come  hither.  Sir. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alex.  Good  majesty, 
Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  yon, 
But  when  vou  are  well  plcas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 
I'll  have:  But  how?  when  Antony  is  gone 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it.— Come 
thou  near. 
Mtis.  Most  gracious  majesty, — 
Cleo.  Didst  thou  behold 
Octavia  ? 

Mess.  Ay,  dread  queen. 
Cleo.  Where  ? 
Mess.  Madam,  in  Rome. 
1  look'd  her  in  the  face;  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 
Cleo.  Is  she  as  tall  as  me  ? 
Mess.  She  is  not,  madam. 
Cko.  Didst  hear  her  speak  .'  Is  she  shnll- 

tongu'd,  or  low  ? 
Mess.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak  ;  she  is 

low-voic*d. 
Cko.  That's  not  so  good  :— he  cannot  like 

her  long. 
Char.  Like  her?  Olsis!  'tis  impossible. 
Cleo.  I  think  so,  Charmian :  Dull  of  tongue, 
•■■     and  dwarfish  ! — 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait?  Remember, 
If  e'er  t    '.i  look'st  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creeps ; 
Her  motion  and  her  siation*  are  as  one  : 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life; 
A  statue,  than  a  breather. 
Cleo.  Is  this  certain  ? 
Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observance. 
Char.  Three  in  Egypt 
Cannot  make  better  note. 

Cleo.  He's  very  knowing, 
I  do  pereeiv't ; — There's  nothing  in  her  yet:— 
The  fellow  has  good  judgement. 
Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years;  I  prylliee. 
Mess.  Madam, 
She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo.  Widow  ? — Charmian,  hark. 
Mess.  And  I  do  think,  she's  thirty. 
Cleo.  Bearst  thou  her  face  in  mind  .'  is  it 

long,  or  round  ? 
Mess.  Round  even  to  faiiltiness. 
Cleo.  Forthe  most  part  too,  [colour  .' 

Tiiey  are  foolish  that  are  so. — Her  hair,  what 
Mess.  Brown,  madam;  And  her  forehead  is 
as  low 
As  she  would  wish  it. 

Cko.  There  is  gold  for  thee. 
Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill: — 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  I  find  thee  . 
Most  fit  for  business:  Go,  make   ihee  ready  ; 
Our  letters  are  prepar'd.     [Exit  Messenger. 
Char.  A  proper  man. 

Cko.  Indeed,  he  is  so  :  I  lepent  me  much. 
That  so  1  li  iiry'dt  him.  Why,  mcthinks,  by 
This  creature's  no  such  thing.  [him. 

Char.  O,  nothing,  madam. 


*■  Standing 
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Cleo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and 

should  know. 

Char.  Hath  he  sten  majesty?  Isis  else  de- 

And  serving  you  so  long  !  [fend, 

Cleo.  1  have  one  Ihing'more  to  ask  him  yet, 

good  Charmian  : — 

But  'tis  no  matter;  thoushaltbringhim  tome 

Where  I  will  write:  All  may  be  well  enough. 

Char.  I  warrant  you,  madam.       [Exeunt. 

SCEKE  IV.— Athens.— .A  Room  in  Antosv's 

House. 

Enter  Antony  and  Octavia. 

Ant.  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that,— 

That  were e'xcusable,  that,  andthousands  more 

Of  semblable  import,*— but  he  hath  wag'd 

New  wars  'gainstPompey;  made  his  will,  and 

read  it 
To  public  ear:  [""^^ 

Spoke  scanlly  of  me:  when  perforce  he  could 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
He  ventedj  then;    most  narrow  measure  lent 
me:  [took't. 

When  the  best  hint   was    given   hnn,  he  not 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. § 
Oct.  O  my  good  lord, 
Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  believe, 
Stomach|l  not  all.     A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  thisdivisionchance,  ne'er  stood  between, 
Praying  for  both  parts: 
And  the  good  gods  will  mock  rne  presently, 
When  I  shall  pray,  O,  bless  my  lord  and  hus- 
band '. 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
0,  bless  my  brother!  Husband  win,  win  bro- 
ther. 
Frays,  and  destroys  the  prayer  ;  no  midway, 
'Twixt  these  extremes  at  all. 

Ant.  Gentle  Octavia,  [seeks 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point,  which 
Best  to  preserve  \:     If  1  lose  mine  honour, 
I  lose  myself:  better  '.  were  not  yours, 
Thar,   ■■ovx'^  so  branchless.     But,  as  you  rc- 
■  quested,  F'^'ly* 

Yourself  shall  go  between  us :  The  mean  time, 
I'll  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stainIT  your  brc 'her;  Make  your  soonest 
So  vour  desires  are  yours.  [haste ; 

6d.  Thanks  to  my  lord. 
The  Jove  of  power  make  me  most  weak,  most 
weak,  [be 

Your  reconciler!  Wars  'twixtyou  twain  would 
As  if  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  slain 
Should  sol  del-**  up  therift.tt  ["ic'» 

Ant.  When  it  appears  toyou  where  this  be- 
gins, 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way  ;  forourfaults 
Can  never  be  so  equal,  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.     Provide  your 
gofng ;  [cost 

Chooseyourowncompany,and  command  what 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [Extant. 

SCENE  v.— The  same. —Another  Room  in  the 

same. 

Enter  Enobarcus  and  Eros,  meeting. 

Eno.  How  now,  frind  Eros.' 

Eros.  There's  stran^^e  news  come.  Sir. 

Eno.  What,  man  ? 

Eros.  Cesar  and  Lcpidus  have  made  wars 
upon  Pompey. 

Eno.  This  is  old  ;  What  is  the  success : , 

*  Similar  tendency,    t  Could  not  help,    t  PuWislicd. 
6  Indistinct,   thro'idi  his  teelli.    ||  Resent. 

*  Disgrace.  "  *:  T,^"'*".-  'i. 
It  Opening.  U  What  tollo»  ■ 
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Eros.  Cesar,  haviiii^  made  use  of  him*  in 
the  wars  'gainst  Ponipey,  presently  denied 
Iiim  rivality  ;t  would  not  let  him  partake  in 
tlie  glory  of  the  action  :  and  not  resting  here, 
accuses  Iiim  of  letters  he  had  formerly  wrote 
to  Pompey;  upon  liis  own  appeal,]:  seizes  him  : 
So  the  poor  third  is  up,  till  death  enlarge  his 
confine. 

Etio.  Then,  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of 
chaps,  no  more  ;  [hast, 

And  throw  between  them  all  the  food    thou 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.  Where's  An- 
tony .'' 

Eros.  He's   walking  in  the  gard<;:i — thus  ; 
and  spurns  [diis! 

The  rnshthatlies  before  him;  cries,  Fool,  Lepi- 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer, 
That  murder'd  Pon.pey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy's  rigg'd. 

Eros.  For  Italy,  and  Cesar.    INIore,  Domi- 
tius; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently  :  my  news 
1  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twill  be  naught: 
But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  Sir.  [Exeunt. 

SCEA'E  VI.— Rome.— A  Room  inCESAn's 
House. 

Enter  Cesar,  Agrippa,  and  Mec^enas. 

Cos.  Contemning  Rome, he  hasdone  all  this: 
And  more  ; 
In  Alexandria — here's  the  manner  of  it, — 
1  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
■VVere  publicly  enthron'd:  at  the  feet,  sat 
C'fEsarion  whom  they  call  my  father's  son; 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue,  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  madebetween  them.  Unto  her 
He  gave  the'stablishment  of  Egypt;  made  her 
Of  lower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen. 

Mec.  This  in  the  public  eye? 

Ces.  Pthe  common  show-place,  where  they 
exercise.  [kings: 

His  sons  he  there  proclaim'd,  The  kings  oi 
Gi-eat  We'ia,  Parthia,  and  Armenia, 
He  haveto  Alexander  ;  to  Ptolemy  he  assign''; 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia:  She 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis  [ence 
That  day  appear'd  ;  and  oft  before  gave  audi- 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mec.  Let  Rome  be  thus 
Inform'd. 

^4gr.  Who,  queasy§  with  his  insolence 
Already,  will  their  good   thoughts   call   from 
him. 

Ces.  The  people  know  it;  and  have  now  re- 
His  accusations.  [ceiv'd 

.4gr.  Whom  does  he  accuse  ? 

Ces.  Cesar :  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Scstus   Pompeius  spoil'd,  we  had  not  rated |1 
him  [me 

]Iis  part  of  the  isle:  then  does  he  say,  he  lent 
Some  shipping  unrestor'd:  lastly,  he  frets, 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  bedepos'd  ;  and,being,that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

.  !i,^r.  Sir,  this  should  be  answcr'd. 

Ces.  'Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger 
gone. 
{  iiave  told  him,  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abus'd, 


And  did  deserve  his  change  ;  for  what  I  have 

-   conquer'd, 
I  grant  hiui  part  ;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia, 
And  other  of  his  conqner'd  kingdoms,  I. 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec.  He'll  ilever  yield  to  that. 

Ces.  Nor  must  not  then  be  yielded  to  in  this, 

Enter  Octavia. 

Oct.  Hail,  Cesar,  and  my  Jord  !  hail,  most 
dear  Cesar ! 

Ces.  That  ever  I  should  call  thee,  cast-away  ! 

Oct.  You  have   not  call'd  me  so,  nor  have 
you  cause. 

Ces.  Why   have  you  stol'n  upon   us  thus  ^ 
You  come  not 
Like  Cesar's  sister  :  The  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach, 
Long  ere  she  did  appear;  the  trees  by  the  way, 
Shou'd  have  borne  men;    and  expectation 

fainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had   not  :  nay,  the  dust 
Should  have  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Rais'd  by  your  populous  troops;  But  you  are 

come 
A  market- maid  to  Rome;  and  have  prevented 
The  ostent*  of  our  love,  which,  left  uushown, 
Is  often  left  unlov'd:  we  shoidd  have  met  you 
By  sea,  and  land;  supplying  every  stage 
VVith  an  anfi;niented  greeting. 

Oct.  Goo  !  my  lord. 
To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrain'd,but  did  it 
On  my  free-will.     My  lord,  Mark  Antony 
Hearing  thai  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal  ;  whereon,  1  begg'd 
His  pardon  lor  return. 

Ces.  Which  soon  he  granted, 
Being  an  obstructt  'tween  his  lust  and  him. 

Oct.  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord. 

Ces.  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 
And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now.' 

Oct.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

Ces.  No,  my  most  wronged  sister;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.     He  hath  given  his 

empire 
Up  to  a  whore  ;  whonoware  levying     [bleil 
The  kings  o'the  earth  for  war :   He  hath  assem- 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Lybia  ;  Archelaus, 
Of  Cappadocia  ;  Philadelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia;  the  Thracian  king,  Adallas: 
King  Malcbus  of  Arabia;  king  of  Pont; 
Herod  of  Jewry  ;  Mithridates,  king 
Of  Comagene;   Polemon  and  Aniintas, 
The  kings  of  Mede,  and  Lycaonia,  with  a 
More  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

Oct.  Ah  nie,  most  wretched, 
That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends, 
That  do  afflict  eacii  other  ! 

Ces.  Welcome  hither : 
Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth  ; 
Till  we  perceiv'd,  both   how  you  were  wrong 

led, 
And  we  in  negligent  danger.  Cheer  your  heart: 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  the  time,  which  drives 
O'er  your  content  these  strong  necessities  ; 
But  let  d?termin'd  things  to  destiny 
Hold  unbew  ail'd  their  way.  Welcome  to  Rome : 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought:  and  the  high 

gods, 
To  do  you  justice,  make  them  ministers 
Of  us,  and  those  that  love  you.     Best  of  co"m- 
.\nd  ever  welcome  to  us.  [fort ; 


*  i.  e.  Lejiklus. 
J  Jjick.tli-igjustfH). 


Equal  rank. 


X  Accusiitinn. 


Show,  token. 


i  Ohsfructjon- 
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Jlgr.  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam.  I 

Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you  : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment*  to  a  trull,' 
That  noisest  it  against  us. 
nd.  Is  it  so,  Sir  ? 

Ces.  Most  certain.     Sister,  welcome :  Pray 
you, 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  My  dearest  sister ! 

[Extunt. 

SCENE  r//.— Antonv's    Camp,  near  the 
,  Promontory  of  Actium. 


Enter  Cleopatra  and  Enobarbvs. 
Cleo.  I  will  be  even   with  thee,  doubt  it  not. 
JB?io.  But  whv,  why,  why  ? 
Cleo.  Thoubast  forespoke§  my  beingu!  these 
wars  ; 
And  sav'stjit  is  not  fit. 
Eno.'  Well,  is  it,  is  it  ? 
Cleo.  Is"t  not?    Denounce  against  us,  why 
should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person? 

Eno.  [Aside.li  Well,  I  could  reply  :— 
If  wo  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  to- 
gether, [bear 
The  horse  were  merely  |1  lost;  the  mares  would 
A  soldier,  and  his  horse. 

Cleo.  What  is't  you  say  ? 
•    Eno.  Vour  presence  needs  must  puzzle  An- 
tony ; 
Take  from  his  heart,take  from  his  bram,  from 
his  time,  [ready 

What  should  not  then  be  spar'd.     He  is  al, 
Traduc'd  for  levity  ;  and  'tis  said  in  Rome, 
That  Photinus  a  eunuch,  and  your  maids, 
Manage  (his  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Rome;  and   their  tongues  rot. 
That  speak  against  us!  A  charge  we  bear  i'the 

war. 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Appear  there  for  a  man.  Speak  notagainstit; 
I  will  not  stay  behind. 

Eno.  Nay,  I  have  done  : 
Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 


Your  mariners  are  muleteers,*  reapers,people 
engross'd  by  swift  impress  ;t  in  Cesar's  fleet 
Are  those,  that  often  have  'gainst  Fompey 

fought :  [grace 

Their  ships  are  yare  ^  yours,  heavy  .§  Nodis- 
Shall  fall  you  for  refusing  him  at  sea, 
Being  prepar'd  for  land. 
^nt.  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno.  Most  worthy  Sir,  you  therein  throw 
away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land  ;'' 
Distract  your'army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Ofwar-mark'd  footmen;  leave  unexecuted 
^our  own  renowned  knowledge;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard, 
From  firm  security. 
Mt.  I'll  fight  at  sea. 

Cleo.  I  have  sixty  sails.H  Cesar  nonebetter. 

.Int.  Oar  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  burn; 

And,  with  (he  rest  full-mann'd,from  the  head 

of  Actium 
Beat  the  approaching  Cesar.  But  if  wc  fail, 


j3nf.  Is't  not  strange,  Canidius, 
That  from  Tarentum,  and  Brundusium, 
He  could  so  quickly  cut  the  Ionian  sea, 
And  take  inTI  Toryne? — You  have  heard  on't, 
sweet  .'' 
Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd, 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

^nl.  A  good  rebuke,  [men, 

Which  might  have  well  becom'd  the  best  of 
To  taunt  at  slackness. — Canidius,  we 
Will  fight  with  him  by  sea. 
Cleo.  By  sea!  What  else  ? 
CaU'  Why  will  my  lord  do  so  ? 
Ant.  For*'  he  dares  us  to't, 
Eno.  So  hath  my  lord  dar'd  him  to   single 

fight. 
Can.  Ay,  and  to  wage  this  battle  at  Phar- 
salia,  [ofi'ers, 

Where  Cesar  fought  witli  Pompey ;  But  these 
Which  serves  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  ofi'; 
And  so  should  you. 
£no.  Your  ships  are  not  well  mann'd: 

*  Government.  t  Harlot.  I  Threatens. 

{^  ForbW-  II  Absoiuioty.         ^  Take,  subdue. 

*'  U'eciuie- 


Enter  a  Messenger. 

We  then  can  do't  at  land.— Thy  business  ? 

Mess.  The  news  is  true,  my  lord;  heisdes- 
Cesar  has  taken  Toryne.  [cried ; 

Mt.  Can  he  be  there  in  person  ?  'tis  impos- 
sible; 
Strange,  thathis  power  shouldbe.1T — Canidius, 
Our  nineteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land, 
And  our  twelve  thousand   horse  -.—We'll  to 
our  ship ; 

Eiiter  a  Soldier. 
Away,  my  Thetis  !*♦— How  now,  worthy  sol- 
dier? 
Sold.  O  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks :  Do  you  misdoubt 
The  sword,  and  these  my  wounds  ?     Let  the 

Egyptians, 
And  the  Phoenicians,  go  a  ducking;  we 
Have  used  to  conquer,  standing  on  the  earth, 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 
I       jlnt.  Well,  well,  away. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and 
Enobarbus. 
Sold.  By  Hercules,  I  think,  lam  i'the  right. 
Can-  Soldier,  thou  art:  buthis  whole  action 
grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't :  So  our  leader's  led, 
And  we  are  women's  men. 
Sold.  You  keep  by  land 
The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not ' 

Can.  Marcus  Octavius,  Marcus  Justeius, 
Publicola,  and  Crelius,  are  for  sea:     [Cesar's 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  speed  of 
Carries  tt  beyond  belief. 

Sold.  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome,  [as 

His  powerit  went  out  in  such  distractions,§§ 
Beguil'd  all  spies. 

Can.  Who's  his  Jieutenant,  hear  you. ^ 
Sold.  They  say,  one  Taurus. 
Can.  Well  I  know  the  man. 


Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  The  emperor  calls  Canidius. 
Can.  With  news  the  time's  with  labour;  and 
throes||||  forth. 
Each  minute,  some.  [Exeunt. 

*  Mule  drivers.  t  Pressed  in  haste.  J  Ready. 

J  Incumbered.  II  Ships. 

TT  Strange  tbat  his  forces  should  be  there. 
'■-  Cleopatra.  tt  Goes.       Jt  Forces. 

5 j  Detactuaent?,  separate  bodies.         |(1  Agonizee. 
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SCENE  Vin.—A  plain  near  Adiwn. 
Enter  Cesar,  Taurus,  Officers,  and  others. 


S&5 


Ces,  Taurus, — 

Taur.  My  lord. 

Ces.  Strike  not  by  land  ;  keep  whole : 
Provoke  not  battle,  till  we   have  done  at  sea. 
Do  not  exceed  the  prescript  of  this  scroll : 
Our  fortune  lies  upon  this  jump.*      lExeunt. 

Enter  Antont  and  Enobakbus. 

,3nt.  Sftwe  oursquadronsonyon'  side  o'the 
hill 
In  eyet  of  Cesar's  battle  ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold. 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeunt. 

Etiter  C\mmvs,marcking  with  his  Land  Army 
one  Way  over  the  Stage;  and  Iavkvs,  the 
Lieutenant  of  Cesar,  the  other  way.  After 
their  going  in,  is  heard  the  Noise  of  a  Sea- 
Fight. 

Alarum.    Re-enter  Enobarbus. 
Eno.  Naught,  naught, all  naught !  I  can  be- 
hold no  longer : 
The  Antoniad,!  the  Egyptian  admiral, 
With  all  their  sixty,  fly,  and  turn  the  rudder ; 
To  sect,  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar.  Gods,  and  goddesses. 
All  the  whole  synod  of  them  ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  passion  ? 

Scar.  The  greater  cantle§  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ijnorr.nce  ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight .' 

Scar.  On  our  side  like  the  token'd||  pestilence. 
Where  death  is  sure.  Yon'  ribald-rid  nagIT  of 
Egypt,  [fight,— 

Whom  leprosy  o'ertake!  i'the    midst    o'the 
When  vantage  Hke  a  pair  of  twins  appear'd, 
Both  as  the  same, or  rather  ours  the  elder,** — 
The  brizett  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, 
Hoists  sails,  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld  :  mine  eyes 
Did  sicken  at  the   sight  on't,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  further  view. 

Scar,  She  once  being  loof'djtt 
The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antonv,    [lard, 
Claps  on  his  sea-wing,  and  like  a  doting  mal- 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her: 
I  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame  ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Did  violate  so  itself. 
Eno.  Alack,  alack  ! 

Enter  Canidhjs. 

Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  isout  of  breath, 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.  Had  our  general 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
O,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight. 
Most  grossly,  by  his  own. 

Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabouts?  Why  then, 
good  night 
Indeed.  [Aside. 

Can.  Towards  Pelopennesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tiseasyto't ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes. 


Can.  To  Cesar  will  I  render 
My  l6gions,  and  my  horse ;  six  kings  alreaify 
Show  rae  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  I'll  yet  follow 
The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  though  my 

reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  [Exeunt 


SCEJSE  IX.—Alexandria.- 
Palace. 


-.1  Room  hi  the 


*  Hazad.       t  Sight.       t  Name  of  Cleopatra's  ship. 
^  Comer.  ||  Spotted. 

V  Lewd,  common  strum':  r  l .  **  Better. 

tf  The  gad-fly  that  stiiu;--  oattk-, 
ti  Brought  close  10  the  v,  iijii- 


Enter  Antonv  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Hark,  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more 
upon't,  [ther. 

It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me ! — Friends,  come  hi- 
I  am  so  lated*  in  the  world,  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever  : — I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold  ;  take  that,  divide  it;  lly, 
And  make  your  peace  with  Cesar. 
M.  Fly  !  not  we. 

Ant.  I  have  fled  myself;  and  have  instructed 
cowards 
To  run,  and  show  their  shoulders. — i  riends, 

be  gone  ; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course. 
Which  has  no  need  of  you  ;  be  gone  ; 
My  treasure's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — 0, 
I  foHow'd  that  I  blush  to  look  upon ; 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny  ;  for  the  white 
Reprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doting. — Friends,  be  gone  ;  you 

shall 
Ha-.e  letters  from  me  to  some  friends,  that  will 
Sweep  your  way  for  you.  Pray  you,  look  nut 

sad, 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness:  take  the  hint 
Which  my  despair  proclaims  ;  let  that  be  left 
Which  leaves  itself;  to  the  sea  side   straight- 
way: 
I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  1  pray,  a  little  :  'piay  you  now: — 
Nay,  do  so;  for  indeed,  I  have  lost  command^ 
Therefore  I  pray  you : — I'll  see  you  by  and  by. 

[Sits  down, 

£n/erEROS,  undCi.%ovxTRk,ledby  Charmiak 
a?irf  Iras. 

Eros.   Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him : — Com- 
fort  him. 

Iras.  Do,  m<,'st  dear  queen. 

Char.  Do  !  Why,  what  else  ? 

Cleo.  L«t  nie  sit  down.     O  Juno  ! 

Ant.   No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Eros.   See  you  here.  Sir  ? 

Ant.   O  fie,  fie,  fie. 

Char.    Madam, — 

Iras.  Madam  ;  O  good  empress  ! — 

Eros.   Sir,  Sir, — 

Ant.  Yes,  my  lord,  yes; — He,t  at  Philippi, 
kept 
His  sword  even  like  a  dancer;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius;  and  'twas  I, 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended  :  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,t  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  squares  of  war:   Yet  now — No 
matter. 

Clco.   Ah,  stand  by. 

Eros.  The  queeu,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Iras.    Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him  ;] 
He  is  unqii:ilitied§  with  very  shame. 
Cleo.    Well  then,— Sustain  me  :— 0  ! 

Eros,  Most  noble  Sir,  arise  ;  the  queen  ap- 
proaches ; 


*  Belighted,  benigrhted. 
+  Fought  by  his  oflicers- 


t  Cesar, 
divesied  of  his  faculties. 
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H<  T  head's  declin'd,  and  death  will  seize  her ; 
Y<  iiir  comfort  makes  the  rescue.  [but* 

Ant.  I  have  offended  reputation  ; 
A    most  unnoble  swerving. 
I  Eros.  Sir,  the  queen. 

Ant.  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt  ? 
See, 
H    ow  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes 
B  V  looking  back  on  what  I  have  left  behind 
'£    troy'd  in  dishonour. 

Cleo.  O  my  lord,  my  lord  ! 
F   orgive  my  fearful  sails  !  I  little  tought, 
Tf   ou  would  have  follow'd. 

Ant.  Egypt,  thou  knew'st  too  well. 

IV  Ty  heart  was  to  thy  ruddertled  by  the  strings, 
Alnd   thou  should's   tow  nie  after:   O'er   iny 

spirit 
1   hy  full  supiemacy  thou  knew'st;  and  that 
T   hy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  gods 
C    ommand  me. 

Cleo.  O,  my  pardon. 

Anl.  Now  I  must 
T    othe  young  man  send  humbletreaties, dodge 
t     nd  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness  ;  who 

V  /ith  half  the    bulk    o'the  world  play'd  as  I 

pleas'd, 
I\   Taking,  and  marring  fortunes.  You  did  know, 
I  low  much  you  were  my  conqueror  ;  and  that 
D   ly  sword,  uiade  vveek  by  my  affection,  would 
Cj  'bey  it  on  all  cause. 

Cleo.  O  pardon,  pardon. 
Ant.  Fall   not  a  tear,  I  say  ;  one  of  them 
ratest 

i  \]l  that  is  won  and  .  -st:  Give  me  a  kiss  ; 
3|:Iven  this  repays  m    — We   sent  our  school- 
master, 
ills  he  come  back? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead: — 
jlSome  wine,  within  there,   and  our  viands  : — 

Fortune  knows, 
'We  scorn  her  ir.ost,    when  most  she  offers 
blows.  [Exeunt. 

I       SCEJVE  X.— Cesar's  Camp,  in  Egypt. 

{   Enter  Cesar,  Dolabella,  Thyreus,  and 
others. 

Ces.  Let  him  appear  tliat's  come  from  An- 
Know  you  him  ?  [tony. — 

Dol.  Cesar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster :+ 
An  argument  that  he  is  piuck'd,   when  hither 
lie  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 
AVhichhad  superfluous  kings  for  messengers, 
Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

£n/er  Euphronius. 

Ces.  Approach,  and  sjjeak. 

Eup.  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony  : 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends, 
As  is  the  morn-dew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea.§ 

Ces.  Be  it  so;  Declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee, 
and 
ITrquires  to  live  in  Egypt:  which  not  granted, 
He  lessens  his  requests;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and 

earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens:  This  for  him. 
Nest,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness  ; 
Submits  her  to  thy  might ;  and  of  thee  craves 
The  circlejl  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Ces.  For  Antony, 
I  have  no  ears  to  his  ""^quest.     The  queen 

*  Unless.  t  ■^liTPS. 

t  Euphronius,  schoolmaster  to  Antonv's  chiUlren. 

^  .^s  is  thp  (Ipw  lo  the  sea.    ||  DiadPii".  the  crov  n. 


Of  audience,  nor  desire,  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Egypt  drive  her  all-disgraced  friend,* 
Or  take  his  life  there :  This  if  she  perform, 
She  chali  iiot  sue  unheard.     So  to  them  both. 

Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee  ! 

Ces.  Bring  him  through  the  hands. 

[Exit  EUPHRONII'S. 

To  try  thy  eloquence, now  'tis  time:  Despatch  ; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise, 

[To  Thyrei-. 
And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add 

more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers :  women  are  not, 
In  their  best   fortunes,  strong;  but  want  will 

perjure 
The  ne'er-touch'd  vestal:  Try  thy  cunning. 

Thy  reus ; 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  answer  as  a  law. 
Thyr.  Cesar,  I  go. 

Ces.  Observe  how  Antony  becomcshisflaw;} 
And  what  thouthink'st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Tliyr.  Cesar,  I  shall.  [E.xeun(. 


SCEA'E  XI.- 


-Alexandria.- 
Falace. 


■A  Room  in  Hit 


Enter  Cleopatra,   Enobarbus,  Charmian, 
and  Iras. 

Cleo.  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus  ? 

Eno.  Think,  and  die 

Cleo.  Is  Antony,  or  we,  in  fault  for  this  ? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  will 
Lord  of  his  reason.  What  although  you  fled 
From  that   great  face   of  war,  whose  several 

ranges 
Frighted  each  other?  why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  affection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship;  at  such  a  point, 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oi)pos'd,  he  being 
The  mered  question  :t  Twas  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss,  to  course  your  flying  /lags, 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo.  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  icith  Euphro.siis. 

Ant.  Is  this  his  answer.' 

Eup.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Arit.  The  queen 
Shall  then   have  courtesy,  so  she  will  yield 
Us  up. 

Eup.  He  says  so; 

.'int.  Let  her  know  it. — 
To  the  boj'  Cesar  send  this  grizled  head, 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cleo.  That  head,  my  lord  ? 

Jint.  To  him  again;  Tell  hixn,  he  wears  the 
rose 
Of  youth  upon  hitn ;   from  which  the  world 

should  note 
Something  particular:  his  coin,  ships,  legions, 
May  be  a  coward's  ;   whose  ministers  would 

prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child,  as  soon 
As  i'the  command  of  Cesar:  I  dare  him  there- 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons^  apart,         [fore 
And   answer    me    declin'd,||    sword   against 
sword, 


*  Paramour. 

f  Conforms  himself  to  this  breach  of  his  fortune. 

t  The  only  cause  of  the  dispute. 

f\  Circumstances  of  splendour.        II  In  age  and  power. 


.Id  111] 
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Ourselves  alone :  I'll  write  it ;  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Euphronius. 
Eno.  Yes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Cesar 
will  [show, 

Unstate  his  happiness,  and  be  stag'd  to  the 
AL'ainst  a  sworder.— I  see,  men's  judgements 
are  [^^"'"'^ 

A  parceP  of  their  fortunes  ;  and   things  out- 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them, 
To  suffer  all  alike.    That  he  should  dream, 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Cesar  will 
Answer  his  emptiness  1— Cesar,  thou  hast  sub- 
His  judgement  too.  [dw  « 

Enter  an  Attendant. 
Alt.  A  messenger  from  Cesar. 
Cleo.  What,  no  more  ceremony  ?— See,  my 
women !—  [""se. 

Against  the  blown   rose  may  they  stop  their 
Ihat  kneel'd  unto  the  buds.— Admit  him,  Sir. 
Eno.  Mine  honesty, and  I,beginto  square-t 

[Aside. 
The  loyalty,  well  held  to  fools,  does  make 
Our  faiih  mere  folly  :— Yet,  he,  that  can  en- 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord,  [dure 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'the  story. 


Enter  Thykeus. 

Cleo.  Cesar's  will  ? 
Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 
Cleo.  None  but  friends  ;  say  boldly. 
T/i3/r.So,haply,t  are  they  friendsto  Antony. 
Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  Sir,  as  Cesar  has  ; 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Cesar  please,  onr  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend  :  For  us,  you  know, 
Whose  he  is,  we  are;  and  that's  Cesar' 

T'lj/r.  So—  [treats. 

Thus  then,  thou  most  renown'd ;   Cesar  en- 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st, 
Further  than  he  is  Cesar. 
Cleo.  Go  on :  Right  royal. 
Tliyr.  He  knows,  that  you  embrace  not  An- 
tony 
As  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fonr'd  him. 
Cleo.Ol 

Thyr.  The  scars  upon  your  honour,  there- 
lore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemi  hes, 
Not  as  deserv'd. 

Cleo  He  is  a  eod,  and  knows  [yielded, 
What. is  most  riijht  :  Mine  honour  was  not 
Rut  conquer'd   .  f>  ely. 

Eno.  To  i .'  sui  e  of  that,  [Aside. 

I  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  Sir,  thou'rtso  leaky, 
That  we  must  lear.  thee  to  thy  sinki'ig,  for 
Thy  dearest  quit  thee.         [Exit  Enobarbus. 

Thyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Cesar 
What  you  require  of  him  r  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desii'd  to  give.     It  much  would  please 

him, 
'''i;it  of  his  fortunes  you  should  m.  '.;i    "  staff' 
To  lean  upon  :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits, 
'Jo  hear  from  me  yva  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shroud, 
Tiic  universal  landlord. 
Cko.  What's  your  name.' 
Thyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 
Cleo.  Most  kind  messenger, 
Say  to  great  Cesar  this,  in  disputation^ 
1   kiss  his  conqu'ring  hand:  tell  him,  I  am 

prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at  his  feet,  anl   there  to 
kneel : 

'  .Vipofapipfewiththem.     t  Quan-el.    J  Perhaps. 
V  Suj)pi>sea  to  be  an  error  for  deputation,  i.  e.  by  proxy. 


Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying*  breath  I  h(  jar 
The  doom  of  Egypt. 

Thyr.  'Tis  your  noblest  course. 
Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together,     : 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  what  it  can. 
No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  gracet    to 
My  duty  on  your  hand.  ['  *y 

C/£0.' Your  Cesar's  father  [i'  i,t 

Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kingdo  dis 
Bestovv'd  his  lips  on  that  unworthy  place, 
As  it  rain'd  kisses. 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 
Ant.  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thunders  !—  • 
What  art  thou,  follow  ? 

Thyr.  One,  that  but  performs 
The  bidding  of  the  fullest^  man,  and  worthiest 
To  have  command  obey'd. 
Eno.  You  will  be  whipp'd. 
Ant.  Approach,  there :— Ay  you  kite  »— Now 
gods  and  devils  ! 
Authority  melts  from  me  :   Of  late,  when  I 
cry'd,  fto.'  fforth. 

Like  boys   unto  a  muss,I|    kings  would  start 
And  cry,  Your  ivill?  Have  you  no  ears  9  I  am. 

Enter  Attendants. 
Antony  yet.     Take  hence  this   JackjIT   and 


whip  him. 

Eno.  'Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp, 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant.  Moon  and  stars  !  [butaries 

Whip  him  :— Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tiri- 
That  do    acknowledge  Cesar  should  I  fiud 

them 
So  saucy  with  the  hand    f  she  here,  (What's 
her  name,  [lows, 

Since  she  was  Cleopatra  ?J— Whip  him,  fel- 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cringe  his  face. 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy  :  Take  !,im  hence, 
Thyr.  Mark  Antony, — 
Ant.  Tug  him  away  :  being  whipp'd, 
Bring  him  again  :— This  lack  of  Cesar's  shall 
Bear  us  and  errand  to  him. — 

[Exeunt  Attend,  icilh  Thyre^s. 
V".;  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  yor  : — Ha' 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  'in press  1  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders  ?** 
Cleo.  Good  my  lord, — 
Ant.  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever : — 
But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  harti, 
(O  misery  on't !)  the  wise  gods  seeltt  oureyes  , 
In  our  own    tilth  drop  our  clear  judgements  ; 

make  us 
Adore  our  errors  ;  laugh  at  us,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion. 

Cleo.  O,  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
.lint.  I  founil  you  as  a  morsel,  cold  upon 
Dead  Cesar's  trencher:  nay,  you  were  a  frag- 
ment [hours> 
Of  Cneius   Pompey's;    besides  what   hotter 
Unregistcr'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriouslytt  pick'd  out: — For  I  am  sure, 
Thoiiohyou can  g'less  what  temperance  should 
You  know  tiot  what  it  is.  [be, 
Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this  ? 
Ant.  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards, 
And  say,  Godqnilyou!  be  familiar  with 
My  playfellow,  your  hand  ;  this  kingly  seal. 
And  plighter  ofhigh  hearts  !— 0,  that  I  were 
Upon  the  hill  of  Basan,  to  outroar 


*  Olieyed.        t  Gr.int  mc  the  favour.  J  Conquerin;jr. 

^  Most  complete  and  perfect  jl  Scramble. 

iTAjtenuot  contempt.        ■    Servants.  tlCJoi^cup- 

'',  \  antoiily. 
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[5ce?ie  //. 


The  horned  herd  !  for  I  have  savage  cause  ; 
Ajid  to  proclaim  it  civilly,  were  like 
Ahalter'd  neck,   which   does  the    hangman 

thank 
Ftot  being  yare*  about  him. — Is  he  whipp'd  ? 

Re-enter  Attendants,  with  Thyrecs. 

1  M.  Soundly,  my  lord. 
Ant.  Cry'd  he;*  and  begg'd  he  pardon  ? 
1  Ml.  He  did  ask  favour. 
Mt.  If  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou 
T#  follow  Cesar  in  his  triumph,  since    [sorry 
Thou  hast  been  whipp'd  for  following  him  : 

henceforth. 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 
Shake  thou  to  look   on't.— Get   thee  back  to 

Cesar, 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment :  Look,  thou  say. 
He  makes  me  angry  with  him  :  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdainful ;  harping  on  what  I  am ; 
ISot   what   be  knew  I  was :  He    makes   me 

angry  ; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do't; 
When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former 

guides. 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  fires 
Into  the  abism  of  hell.  If  he  mislike 
My  speech,  and  what  is  done ;  tell  him,  he  has 
Hipparchus,my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  shall  like,  to  quitt  me :  Urge  it  thou : 
Hence,  with  thy  stripes,  begone. 

[Exit  Thyreps. 
Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet  ? 
Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene^  moon 
Is  now  eclips'd ;  and  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony  ! 

Cleo.  I  must  stay  his  time. 
Ant.  To  flatter  Cesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points  ? 
Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet  ? 
Ant.  Cold-hearted  towards  me  ? 
Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  If  I  be  so, 
Jrom  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail, 
And  poison  it  in  the  source;  and  the  first  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck;  as  itdetermines,§  so 
Dissolve  my  life  !  The  nextCesarion|l  smite  ! 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb, 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
By  the  discandyingH  of  this  pelleted  storm, 
Lie  graveless;  till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  ! 

Ant.  I  am  satisfied. 
Cesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria  ;  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fate.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held ;  our  sever'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,**  threat'ningmost 

sealike. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart? — Dost  thou 

bear,  lady? 
If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood  ; 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle  ; 
There  is  hope  in  it  yet. 

Cleo.  That's  my  brave  lord  ! 
Ant,    I   will    be   treble-sinew'd,    hearted, 
breath'd, 
And  fight  maliciously  :  for'when  mine  hours 
Were  nicdt  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  lives 
Of  me  for  jests  ;  but  now,  I'll  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  tliat  stop  me. —  Come. 
Let's  have  one  other  gaudy  tt  night:  call  tome 

*  Ready,  handv.  t  Requi(e.  i  earthly. 

5  Dissolves.        ll'Her  son  bv  Julius  Cesar'-     irMeltinc. 
**  float.  ti  Trifliiig,  i*  Feasting. 


All  my  sad  captains,  fill  our  bowls;  oncemore 
Let's  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo.  It  is  my  birth-day  : 
I  had  thought,  to  have  heW  it  poor;  but,  since 

my  lord 
Is  Antony  again,  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 
Ant.  We'll  yet  do  well. 
Cleo.  Call  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord, 
Ant.  Do  so,  we'll  speak  to  them ;  and  to- 
night I'll  force 
The  wine  peep  through  their  scars. — Come  on, 

my  queen  ; 

There's  sap  in't  yet.  The  next  time  I  do  fight, 
I'll  make  death  love  me;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  pestilent  scythe. 

[Exeunt  Antony,  Cleopatra,  and 

Attendants. 

Eno.  Now  he'll  out-stare  the  lightning.  To 

be  furious, 

Is,  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear:  and  inthatmood, 

The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge  ;*  and  I  see 

A  diminution  in  our  captain's  brain         [still, 

Restores  his  heart :  When   valour  preys  on 

reason. 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.    I  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [Exit. 

ACT  IV. 

SCEJVE  I. — Cesar's  Camp  atAlexandria. 

Enter  Cesah, reading  aLetier;  Agrippa,Me- 
CiENAS,  and  others. 

Ces.  He  calls  me  boy ;  and  chides,  as  he  had 
power- 
To  beat  me  out  of  Egypt :  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods;  dares  me  to  per- 
sonal combat, 
Cesar  to  Antony :  Let  the  old  ruffian  know, 
I  have  many  other  ways  to  die ;  mean  time. 
Laugh  at  his  challenge. 

Mec-  Cesar  must  think. 
When  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.    Give  him  nobreath,  but  now 
Make  bootf  of  his  distraction  :  Never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itself. 

Ces.  Let  our  best  heads 
Know,  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight: — Within  our  files  there  are 
Of  those  that  serv'd   Mark   Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  be  done  ; 
And  feast  the  army  :  we  have  store  to  do't, 
And  they  have  earn'd  the  waste. — Poor  An- 
tony !  [Exeunt. 


SCEJ^E  JL— Alexandria.- 
Palace, 


-A  Room  in  the 


Enter  Antont,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus, 
Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  others. 

Ant.  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius  ? 

Eno.  No. 

.Int.  Why  should  he  not  ? 

Eno.  He  tliinks,  being  twenty  times  of  bet- 
ter fortune. 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

,^nl.  To-morrow,  soldier, 
By  sea  and  land  I'll  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  hour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight 
well  ? 

Eno.  I'll  strike;  and  cry.  Take  all. 

Ant.  Well  said ;  come  on. — 
Call  forth  my  household  servants;  let's  to-night 


'  OftrVh- 


f  Take  advauta; 


Act  IV.] 


ANIOM  AND  CLEOFATllA. 


na 


Enter  Skuvants. 
He  bounteous  atour  meal. — Give  mo  (by  Iiand, 
'J'liou  hast  been  iifi;litl  y  honest; — so  liast  thou; — 
And  thou, — an<l  thou, — and  thou: — you  have 

serv'd  ine  well, 
And  kmgs  have  been  your  fellows. 

C'leo.  What  meitns  this  ? 

F.uo.  '  i'is  one  of  those  odd   tricks,  which 
sorrow  shoots  {Aside. 

Out  of  the  mind. 

Anl.  And  tliou  art  honest  too. 
I  wish,  I  could  be  made  so  many  men  ; 
And  all  of  you  clapp'd  up  together  in 
An  Antony ;  th«t  f  might  do  you  service, 
So  good  as  you  have  done. 

■Sen).  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Jut.  Well,  my  good  fellows, walL  on  me  to- 
tiight  : 
Scant  not  my  cups;  and  makeasmucii  of  me, 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  sufTer'tl  my  command. 
,  Cleo.  What  does  he  m«an? 

£?io.  To  make  his  folloners  weep. 

Ant.  Tend  me  to-night ; 
May  be,  it  is  tlie  period  of  your  duty  : 
Haply,*  you  siiall  not  see  me  more;  or  if, 
A  mangled  siiadow  :  perchance,  to-morrow 
Vou'JI  serve  another  master.    I  look  on  you, 
As  one  that  takes    his  leave.     Mine   honest 

friends, 
I  turn  you  not  away  ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  deaili ; 
Tend  me  to-niaht  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more, 
And  the  gods  yieldf  you  for't ! 

Eiio.  What  mean  you.  Sir,  [weep; 

To  give  them    tliis   discomfort?  Look,    they 
And  1,  an  ass,  am  oiiion-ey'd  ;  lor  siiame, 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho   ho  !  j 
Now  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus! 
(•■'racegrow  whore  those  drops  fall !  My  hearty 

friends 
You  take  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense: 

1  spake  to  you  for  youj  comfort :  did  desire  you 
To  bjrn  this  night   MJth  torches  :  Knov\-,  my 

hearts, 
J  hope  well  of  to-niorrovv;  and  will  lead  you, 
Wliere  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  life. 
Than  death   and   honour.     Let's  to    su])i)er  ; 

come, 
And  drown  consideration.  lExeunt. 

^SCEA'-E  Ilf.—The  same.— Before  the  Palace. 

Enter  two  Soldiers,  io  Ijicir  Guard. 

1  Sold.  Brother, good  oight:  to-morrow  is 
the  day. 

2  Sold.  It  will  determine  one  way:  fare  you 

well. 
Heard  you  ofnothingstranseaboutthestreets? 

1  Sold.  Nothing  :  What  news  .= 

2  iiold.  Belike,  'tis  but  a  rumour  : 
<f00ii  niirht  to  you. 

i   'Sold.  Well,  Sir,  good  niglit. 

Enter  two  other  Soldif.ks. 

2  .Sold.  Soldiers, 
Have  careful  watch. 

3  Sold.  And  you  :  Good  night,  good  night. 
[  The  first  two  place  themselves  at  their  Posts. 

4  Sold.  Here  we:   \_They  take  their  Posts.] 

and  if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 


■  I'erJiaps, 


t  Kcn-arcl, 


X  Stop. 


3  Sold.  'Tis  a  brave  army, 
And  full  of  purpose. 

[Mmlc  of  IJaalboys  under  the  stage. 

4  Sold.  Peace,  what  noise' 

1  Sold.  List,  list  ! 

2  Sold.  Hark! 

1   Sold.  Music  i'tlie  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  eaiiJ!. 

4  Sold.  It  si -US'   well, 
Does'st  not  ? 

3  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold.  I'eace,  1   say.     What   should   IhijS 

mean  r 

2  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  An- 

tony lov'd. 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk  ;  let's  see  if  other  watchmen 
Do  hear  wiiai  we  do. 

[  Thei/  advance  to  another  Pas!. 

2  y}old.  How  now,  masters .' 
Sold.  How  now  ? 

How  now  .-•  do  you  hear  this  .'' 

[Several  speaking  together. 
1   Sold.  Ay;  Is't  not  strange  ? 

3  Sold.    Do  you  hear,  masters.'    do   you 

hear  '.' 
1  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have 

quarter  ; 
Let's  see  how 't  will  give  off. 

Sold.     [Several  iftciking.]     Content  :  'Tis 

strange.  [Exeunt. 


Scene  IT.- 


-The  same. — ^1  Room  in  the 
Palace. 


33' 


Eater  Antony,  and  Cleopatr.i  ;   CIIARMIA^'; 
and  others,  altendiiig. 
A^nt.  Eros!  mine  armour,  Eros  ! 
CVco.  Sleep  a  little. 

Ant.  No, my  chuck. — Erosjcome;  nunc  ar- 
mour, Eros ! 

Enter  Eros,  with  Armour^ 
Come,  my  good  fellow,   put  thine  iron  ou : — 
If  Ibrtune  be  not  our's  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  lier. — Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  Til  help  too. 
What's  this  fur  .' 

Ant.  Ah,  let  be,  let  be!  thou  .Trt  [ilii.';. 

The  armourer  of  my  heart: — False, false;  this, 

Cleo.  Soolh,  la,  I'll  help  ;  Thus  it  must  be. 

Ant.   Well,  well;  [fellow  .■ 

We  shall    thrive  now. — See'st  thou,  my  good 
Go,  put  on  thy  defences. 

Eros.  Briefly,!  Sir. 

Cleo.  Is  not  this  buckled  well? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely  : 
He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  dotl'tj;  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm.—- 
Thou  furcblest.'Eros;  and  my  queen's  a  squire 
More  tight§  at  this,  than  tliou  :  Despatch.— O 
love,  '  [knew'st 

That  thou   could'st    see  my  wars  to-day,  and 
The  royal  occupation  I  thou  shoutd'st  see 

Enter  an  OrncLR,  armed. 
A  workman  in't. —  Good  morrow  to  thee;  wel- 
come: [charge  : 
Thou  look'st  like  Liin  that  knows  a  warlike 
To  business  that  we  love,  we  rise  betiine, 
And  go  to  it  with  delight. 

1.  Off.  A  tliousanu,  Sir, 
Eaily  though  it  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim, 
And  at  the  port  expect  you. 

[Shout.     Trumpets.     Flounsk 

*  Bodes.  f  Shortly.  j  put  oft 

§  Handy.  |1  Riveted  drcs-!,  armour.' 
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[Act- 1. 


Enter  other  Officers  and  Soldiers. 
3  Off.  The  mom  is  fair.— Good  iTiorrow> 

general. 
All.  Good  morning,  general. 
Ant-  'fis  well  blown, lads, 
Tliis  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 
That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 
So,  so  ;   come,  give  me  that:  this   way  :  well 

said- 
Fare  thee  well,  dame,  whate'er  becomes  of  me: 
This  is  a  soldier's  Kiss:  rebiikable,  [Kissesher. 
And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 
On  more  mechanic  compliment;  I'll  leave  thee 
]\ow,  like    a  man  of  steel.— You,  that  will 

fight, 
Follow  me  close:  I'll  brin^  you  to't.— Adieu. 
[Exennl  Antony,  Eros,  Officers,  and 
Soldiers. 
Char.  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber  ? 
Cleo.  Lead  me,  [might 

He  goes  forth  gallantly.     That  he  and  Cesar 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight  ! 
Then, Antony ,—Butnow,—\Vell,on.  [Eeunt. 

Scene  V. — Antony's  Camp  near  Alexandria. 

Trumpets  sound. — Enter  Antony  and  Eros; 

a  Soldier  meeting  them. 

Said.  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to 
Antonv  ! 

Jlnt.  'Would,  thou  and  those  tliy  scars  had 
once  prevail'd 
To  make  me  tight  at  land  ! 

Sold.  Had'st  thou  done  so. 
The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,   would  have 
FoUow'd  thy  heels.  [still 

Ant.  Who's  gone  this  morning  ? 

Sold.  Who  ? 
One  ever  near  thee  :  Call  for  Enobarbus, 
He  shall  not  hear  thee;  or  from  Cesar's  camp 
Say,  /  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  say'st  thou? 

Sold.  Sir, 
He  is  with  Cesar: 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 
He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant.  Is  he  gone  ? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

.int.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after  :  do 
it; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee  :  write  to  him 
(f  will  subscribe)  gentle  adieus  and  greetings  : 
Say,  that  I  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master. — 0,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men  :— Eros,  despatch. 

Exeunt. 

Scene  VI. — Cesar's  Camp  before  Alex- 
andria. 

Flourish, — Enter  Cesar  with  Agrippa,  Eno- 
barbus, and  others. 

Ces.  Go  forth,  Agrippa,  and  begin  the  fight: 
Our  will  is,  Antony  be  took  alive  ; 
Make  it  so  known. 

Agr.  Cesar,  I  shall.  Exit  Agrippa. 

Ces.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near : 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three  nook'd 
ShaU  bear  the  olive  freely.  [world 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Antony 
li  come  into  the  field. 

Ces.  Go,  charge  Agrippa 
Pi)tat  ^Qse  that  have  revolted  ia  the  vaii, 


That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself    [Exeunt  Cksath  and  his  Train. 
Eno.  Alexas  did  revolt;  and  went  to  Jewry, 
On  affairs  of  Antony;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Cesar, 
And  leave  his  master  Antony  :  for  this  pains, 
Cesar  hath  hang'd  him.  Canidius,  and  therest 
That  fell  away  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust.     1  liave  done  ill ; 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely. 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  o/  Cesar. 

Sold.  Enobarbus.  Antony 
Hath  after  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus  :  The  messenger 
Came  off  my  guard  ;  and  at  thy  tent  is  now, 
Unloading  of  his  mules 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  me  not,  Enobarbus. 
I  tell  you  true  :  Best  that  you  saf'd  the  bringer 
Out  of  the  host ;  I  must  attend  mine  office, 
Or  w  ould  have  done't  myself.    Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  jove.  Exit  Soldier. 

Eno.  I  am  alone  the  villain  of  the  earth, 
And  feel  I  am  so  most.     0  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  bounty, how  would'st  thou  have 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude      [paid 
Thou  dost  so  crown  with  gold  !     This  blows* 

my  heart  : 
If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 
Shall  ontstrike  thought ;  but  thought  will  do't, 

I  feel. 
I  fight  against  thee! — No:  I  will  go  seek 
Some  ditch,   wherein  to  die  ;  the  foul'st  best 

fits 
My  latter  part  of  life.  £-c«'- 

Scene  VII. —Field  of  Baltic  betwnn  the 
Camps. 

Alarum. —  nnms  and  Trumpets. — Enter 
Agrippa,  and  others. 

A<rr.  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  ourselves  too 
far  : 
Cesar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeunt. 

Alarum.-Enter  AsToyy, and  Sc.^rus  wounded. 

Scar.  0  my  brave  emperor,  this    is  fought 
indeed  ! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  bad  driven  them 
With  clouts  about  their  heads.  [home 

Ant.  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T> 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant.  Thev  do  retire. 

Scar.    We'll  beat   'em  into  bench  holes;  \ 
have  yet 
Room  for   six  scotchest  more: 

Enter  Eros. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten.  Sir ;  and  our  advan- 
tage serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs. 
And  snatch'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind  ; 
'Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant.  I  will  reward  thee 
Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  ten-fold 
For  thy  good  valour.     Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  rU  halt  after.  lExeuni. 


*  SweUs. 
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Scene  V/II. — Under  the  loaUs  of  Alexandria. 

.tlarani. — Enter  Antony,  marc/ting;  Scarus, 

and  Forces. 

Ant.  We  have  beat  hiin  to  his  camp;  Run 

one  before, 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  guests. — To 

morrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we'll  spill  theblood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty*-handed  are   you  ;    and  have 

fought 
IVotas  youserv'dthe  cause,  but  as  it  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine;  you  have  shown  all 

Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  dipt  your  wives,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats  ;  whilst  they  with  joyful 

tears  [kiss 

Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and 
The   honour'd  gashes  whole. — Give  me  thy 

hand;  [I'o  Scarus. 

Enter  Cr.E0PiTRA,  attended. 

To  this  great  fairyt  I'll  commend  thy  acts, 
Make  her  thanksbless  thee. — O  thou  day  o'the 
world,  [all, 

Chain  mine  ann'd  neck:  leap  thou,  attire  and 
Thronoh  proof  of  harness§  to  roy  heart,  and 
Ride  on  the  pants  triumphing.  [there 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords  ! 
O  intinite  virtue  !  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uncaught  ? 

Ant.  My  nightingale, 
We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.  What, girl? 

though  grey 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  brown ;  yet 

have  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.  Behold  this  man  ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand; — 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior: — He  hafh  fought  to-day, 
As  if  a  god,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroy'd  in  such  a  shape. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  friend, 
An  armour  all  of  gold  ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant.  He  has  deserv'd  it,  were  itcarbuncied 
Like  holy  Phoebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march  ; 
Bearour  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe 
Had  our  great  palace  the  cai)acity       [them  :|| 
Tocampthis  host,  we  all  would  sup  together: 
And  drink  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate, 
Which  promises  royal  peril. — Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  bla.st  you  the  city's  ear  : 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines  ;^ 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds 

together. 
Applauding  our  approacli.  lExeimt. 

Scene  IX. — Cesar's  Camp. 
Sentinels  on  tlieir  Post. — Enter  Enobarbus. 

1  Sold.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour. 
We  must  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  The 

night 
Is  shiny  ;  and,  they  say,  we  shall  embattle 
By  the  second  hour  i'the  morn^ 

2  Sold.  This  last  day  was 
A  Shrew'd  one  to  us. 

flno.  O  bear  roe  witness,  night, — 
o  Sold.  What  man  is  this  ? 

*  Brave.  t  Embrace 

J  Beauty  unifed  with  power,  was  tlie  popular  charac- 
teristic ol'  fairies.  §  Ai'mour  of  propf. 
II  As  becomes  the  bravp  wannors  that  own  tiiem. 
1  Small  drums. 


2  Sold.  Stand  close,  and  list  to  iiim: 
F.no:  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon, 

When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  Enobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent  ! — 

1  Sold.  Enobarbus  ! 

3  Sold.  Peace  : 
Hark  further. 

Eno.  O  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melan- 
choly, [me  : 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  dispongc*  upon 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will. 
May  hang  no  longeron  me;  Throw  my  heart 
Against  the  flint  and^hardness  of  my  fault  ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grief,  will  break  to 

powder. 
And  finish  all  foul  thoughts:    O  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous. 
Forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular: 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver,  and  a  fugitive  : 
O  Antony  !  O  Antony  !  [Z)^.t!^J 

2  Sold.  Let's  speak 
to  him* 

1  Sold.  Let's  hear  him,  for  the  things  lie 
May  concern  Cesar.  [speaks 

3  Sold.  Lei's  do  so.     But  he  sleeps. 

1  Sold.  Swoons  rather ;  for  so  bad  a  prayer 

as  his 
Was  never  yet  for  sleeping. 

2  Sold.  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Sold.  Awake,  awake.  Sir;   speak  to  us. 

2  Sold.  Hear  you.  Sir. 

1  Sold.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raughtt  hinu 

Hark,  the  drums  [Drums  afar  off. 

Demurely t  wake  the  sleepers.     Let  us  bear 

him 
To  the  court  of  guard;  he  is  of  note  ;  oar  hour 
Is  fully  out. 

3  Sold.  Come  on  then  ; 

He  may  recover  yet.[E.Teunl  tcith  the  body. 

Scene  X. — Between  the  two  Camps. 

Enter  Antony  and  Scarus,  with  Forces 
marching: 

Ant:  Tlieir  preparation  is  to-day  bysea  ; 
We  please  them  not  by  land. 
Scar.  For  both,  my  ionl. 
Ant.   I  would,  they'd  fight  i'the  fire  or  in 
the  air ; 
We'd  fight  there  too.    But  this  it  is:    Our  foot 
Upon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city. 
Shall  stay  with  us  :  order  for  sea  is  given  ; 
They  have  put  forth  the  haven  :  Further  on, 
Where   their   appointment  we  may  best  dis- 
cover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.^  (Exeunt: 

Enter  Cesar,  with  hss  Forces  m.nrchin^. 
Ces.  But||  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  still  by 
land. 
Which,  as  I  take't,  we  shall ;  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  gallies;  To  the  vales. 
And  hold  our  best  advantage.  lE.vetinf: 

Re-enter  Antony  and  Scarus. 
Ant.  Yet  they're  not  join'd  :  Where  yonder 
pine  does  stand, 
I  shall  discover  all ;  I'll  bring  thee  word 
Straight,  how  'tis  like  to  go:  [ExiL 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 

Discliargp,  as  a  spone^e  when  squeezes  discharges  iRa 
moisture  it  liad  imbibed. 

t  Reached.  |  Solemnly.  __ 

S  Discover  t))pir  numbers,  and  see  their  motions, 
I]  Without. 
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In  Clfiopa Ira's  sails  (heir  nest :  tbe  aiiguiers 
Say,  they  know  not, — lliov  cannot  tell  ; — look 

grimly, 
And  dare  no{  speak  their  knovvIedEtP.  Antony 
Js  valiant,  and  dejected  ;  nnd,  \,y  starts, 
His  fretted  tVirtunes  give  him  hope,  and  fear, 
i.)(  wliat  he  has,  and  has  not. 

Alanim  afar  off,  as  at  a  Sea  Fighl. 

i<e-e)//er  Anton  V. 

Anl.  All  is  lost; 
This  foul  K^yptian  hath  betrayed  me  : 
My  fleet  hav«;  yielded  to  the  toe  ;  and  yonder 
They  cast  llitir  caps  up,  andcaronse  together 
Like  friends loiigloit.—Tripple-furn'dnhore!* 

'tis  thou 
Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice  ;  and  my  heart 
Makes  only  wars  on  thee.— Bid  them  all  fly  ; 
For  when  I  am  reveng'd  upon  my  charm, 
1  have  done  al!: — Bid  them  all  fly,  begone. 

[£.rt7  ScARUS. 
O  Sim,  thv  nprise  shall  I  see  no  more  : 
Fortune  and  Antony  part  here  ;  even  here 
Do  we  shake  hands. — All  come  to  this? — The 

hef.rls 
That  spaiiiol'd  me  at  heels,  (owhom  I  gave 
Their  wishes,  do   discandy,  melt  their  sweets 
On  blossoming  Cesar;   and  this  pine  is  bark'd, 
That  overtopp'd  them  all.  Betray '<!  I  am  : 
O  this  false  soul  ofEeypf !  this  grave  charm, t 
Whose  eye  beck'dl:  forth  mv  wars,  and  call'd 

them  home  ; 
Whose  bosom  was  my  cro\vnrt,§  my  chief  end. 
Like  a  riyht  gvpsy,  hath,  at  fast  and    loose,l| 
Beonil'd  me  to  the  very  heart  of  loss.— 
What,  Eros,  Eros ! 

Enter  Cieop.vtk  v. 

Al),  thou  spell !  Avaunt. 

Cko.  Why  is  my  lord  cnrag'd  agaijist  his 

love  ? 
.-In;.  Vanish;  or  I  shall   give   thee  thy  de- 

servina;',  [iliee. 

And  blemish  Cesar's  triumph.     Let  him  take 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians : 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thv  sex;  most  monster-like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutives,  to  dolts;1  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  (hy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.  [Exit  Ci.eo.]    'Tis 

well   thon'rt  gone, 
Tfit  be  well  to  live:  But  better  'twere 
Thou  fell'stinto  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many. — Eros,  ho  ! — 
The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me  :  Teach  me, 
Alcides,*^  thou  mine  ancesfer,  thy  rage  : 
Let  me  lodge  Lichasft  on  thehornso'the  moon; 
And  with  those  hands,  that  grasp'dthe  heaviest 

club, 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.  The  witch  shall  die  ; 
To  (lie  Roman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  this  rdot:  she  dies  for't. — Eros,  ho  ! 

[Exil. 

Scene  XI.—dlcravdrUt.--Jl  Hoorn  in  the 

Palace. 

Enter   Cleopatra,     Charmian,    Iras,   and 

Madriav. 

Cleo.  Help  me,  my  women  !  0,  he  is  more 

mad 

*  Cleopatra,  first  belonged  to  Julius  Cesar,  then  to  An- 
tony, and  now,  as  Antony  suppose.?,  to  Augustus.         ^ 
t  Deadly-piece  ot" witchcraft. 
J  Was  the  motion  for  §  Finish. 

II  A  cheating  faini-,  at  present  named  pricking  at  the 
j;  For  the  siiiallest  piece  of  money  to  clowns,      [belt. 
'*  Hercules. 
'<  The  boy  thatbroiizht  the  poisoned  shirt  to  Hercidcs. 


Than  Telamon*  for    his   shield;  the   boarof 
Was  never  so  eniboss\i,t  [Thessaly 

Char.  To  the  monument ; 
There  lock  yourself,  and  .send  him  word  yon 

are  dead. 
The  soul  and  body  rivet  not  more  in  parting, 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

Cleo.  To  the  monument  : — 
Mardian,  go  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say,  that  the  last  I  spoke  was,  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr'yfhee,  piteously  :  Hence, 
Mareian  ;  and'  bring   me    how  he  takes  my 

death. — 
To  the  mormment.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  XII. —  The  same. — Another  Room. 
Enter  Antony  and  Eros. 

Ant.  Eros,  tbou  yet  behold'st  me  ? 

Eros.  Ay,  noble  lord. 

Aiit.  Sometime,  we  see  a  cloud  that's  dra- 
gonish  ; 
A  vapour,  sometime,  like  a  bear,  or  lion, 
A  tower'd  citadel, a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,  that  nod  imto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air  :  Thou  hast  seen 

these  signs ; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros,   .^■v,  my  lord. 

Anl.   That,    which  is    now    a  horse,    even 
with'a  thought, 
The  rack^  dislinins;  and  makes  it  Indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eros.  It  (Joes,  iny  lord. 

Jlnt.  My  good  knave, II  Eros,now  ihy  captain 
Even  such  a  body  :   here  I  am  Antony  ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  Egrypf ;  and  the  queen, — 
Whose   hearl,  I    thought,   i  had,  for  she  had 

miiie ; 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mire, had  annex'd  unto't 
.\  million  more,  no-."  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Cesar,  and  false  jjlay'd  my 
rJnto  an  enemy's  triumph. —  [g'ory 

Nay,  weep  not,  gentle   Eros:  there  is  Ittt  us 
Ourselves  to  end  ourselves. — O,  thy  vile  lr.d_\  ' 

Enter  Mardian 
She  has  robb'd  me  of  my  sword. 

Mar.  INo,  Antony  ; 
r.Tv    mistress    lov'd   thee,   and   her    fortimes 
With  thine  entirely.  [mingled 

Avt.  Hence,  saucy  eunuch  ;   peace; 
She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  tiie  death. 

Mar.  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but 
once; 
And  that    she  has  discharg'd  :  What  thou 

would'st  do. 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand  ;  the  last  she  spake 
Was,  AntotJy  !  most  noble  Antony  ! 
Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips:  sherendcr'd  life, 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

Ant.  Dead  then  ? 


Mar.  Dead. 

Ant.  Eros,  unarm  ;  the  Ion 
done, 
And    we  must  sleep  : 

hence  safe, 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly;  Go.— Off,  pluck 
olT;-^  [Exit  Mardian. 

The  seven-fold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
*  Aiax  Telamon  for  the  shield  of  Achilles 
t  Kbai.iing  at  the  mouth.  t  ?P^' 

§  The  fleeting  clouds. 


day's  task  is 
That   thou   deparfst 


J  opui 
ll  Servant. 
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The  battery  from  my  heart.    0,  cleave,  my 

sides  ! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent,* 
Crack  thy  frail  case  ! — Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier  : — Bruised  pieces,  go  ; 
You  have  been    nobly   borne. — From   nie  a 

while. —  -  [Exit  Eros. 

I  will  o'ertakc  tliee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.  So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  istorture  : — Since  the  torch  is  out, 
liiedown,  and  stray  no  further:  Now alUabour 
Mars  what  it  does";  yea,  very  force  entangles 
IHelf  with    strength  :  Seal    then,i  and  all  is 

done.—  [me : 

Eros '. — I  come,  my  queen  : — Eros  ! — Stay  for 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand 

in  hand,  [gaze: 

And  with  our  sprightly  port  make  the  ghosts 
Dido  and  her  /Eneas  shall  want  troops, 
And  all  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros! 

Ee-enter  Euos. 

Eros.  What  would  my  lord  ? 

Ant-  Since  Cleopatra  died. 
J  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour,  that  the  gods 
Detest   my  baseness.     I,  that  with  m_v  sword 
Quarter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's 
back  [lack 

With    ships  ma<le   cities,  condemn  myself,  to 
The  courage  of  a  woman  ;  less  noble  mind 
Than  she,  "hichjby  her  ('.eath,our  Cesarlells, 
/  u)fi  covqneror  of  myself.     Thou  art  sworn, 
Eios,  [now 

That,  when  the  ertigcnt  should  come,  (which 
Is  come,  iaideed,)  when  I  should  see  behind 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of  [me 

Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  commhnd, 
Thou  then  would'st  kill  rae:  do't;  thetirneis 

come : 
Thoustrik'st  not  me,  'tis  Cesar  thou  defeat'st. 
l*ut  colour  in  thy  check. 

Eroa.  The  gods  withhold  me! 
Shall  I  do  that,  which  all  the  Parthian  darts. 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  could  not  ? 

Ant.  Eros,  [see 

■^Vould'st  thou  bewindow'dingreat  Rome, and 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'df  arms,  bending 

down 
His  corrigiblcj  neck,  his  face  subdued 
Topcnetralivef]  shame;  whilst  the  wheel'd  seat 
Ot' fortunate  Cf'sar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  (hat  ensued  .''Tl 

Eros,  r  would  not  see>. 

Artt.  Come  then  ;  for  with  a  wound  I  must 
becur'd.  [worn 

Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast 
IXlost  useful  for  thy  country. 

Eros.  O,  Sir,  pardon  nie. 

AvI.  When  \  did  make   thee  free,  swor'st 
thou  not  then 
i'o  do  this  V,  i.pu  I  bade  thee  ?  Do  it  at  once ; 
.  ;r  thy  prccprient  services  are  all 
Cur  accidents  niipnrpos'd.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  IVom  me  then  that  noble  coun- 
tenance, 
^'herein  the  worship^*  of  thewhole  world  lies. 

^Inl.  Lo  thee.    ■  [Turning  from  fdm. 

Eros.    My  sword  is  drawn. 

Anl.    Then  let  it  do  at  once 
The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eros.    My  dear  m!\ster, 
?»ly  captain,  and  my  emperor!  let  me  say. 
Before  Istrike   this  bloody  stroke,   farewell. 

*  i.  e.  The  tiling- that  contains  tlipe.  t  Sealingcom- 
plotes  a  conlract  +  FoUipH.  §  Correr.tetl. 
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Anl.    'Tis  said,  man  ; — and  farewell. 
Eros.    Farewell,  great  thief.  Shall  I  strike 

now  ? 
A7it.   Now,  Eros. 

Eros.  Why,iherethen : — [Falls  on  his  sword. 
Thus  do  1  escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  [Dies. 

Ant.  'J'hrice  nobler  than  myself! 
Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
1  should,  and    thou  could'st  not.     My  queen 

and  Eros 
ITave,  by  (heir  brave  instruction,  got  upon  \ne 
A  nobleness  in  record  :  but  I  will  be 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.     Come  then ;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  scholar  ;  to  do  thus      , 

[Falling  on  his  sword. 
I  learn'd  of  thee.     How  !  not  yet  dead  ?  not 

dead  ?— 
The  guard  ! — ho  ! — O,  despatch  me. 

Enter  Decretas  and  Guard. 

1  Guard.  What's  the  noise  ? 

Ant.  I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends  ;  0, 
make  an  end 
Of  what  1  have  begun. 

2  Gxiard.  The  star  is  fallen. 

1   Guard.  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

Jill.   Alas,  and  woe  ! 

Ant.    Let  him  that  loves  me,  strikes  me. 

1  Guard.  Not  I. 

2  Guard  Not  L 

.3  Guard.  Nor 'any  one.  [Exevnl  Guarp,- 
Dcr.  '1  hy  death  and  forttmcs  bid  thy  fol- 
lowers fly.  [ings, 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Cesar,  with  this  tid- 

Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  DioMEnES. 
Dio.  Where's  Antony  ? 
Der.   There,  Diomed,  there. 
Dio.   Lives  he  .' 
Wilt  iliounof  answer,  man  .^  [£xJtD?:cfiETA«.. 
Ant.   Art  thou    there,   Diomed .'  Draw  thj 
swnrd,  and  give  me 
Suflicing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolule  lord,  [ 

My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee  ' 
Anl.  When  did  she  sendthee.'j 
Dio.   Now,  my  lord. 
Ant.  Where  is  she  ? 

Die.  Lock'd  in  her  monument.    She  had  a 

prophesying  fear 

Of  what  hath  tonie    pass:    for  x\lien  she  saw 

(■Which  nevershallbe  fouiid,)you  did  suspect 

She  had  dispos'd"    with   Cesar,  and  tliat your 

rage 
Would  not  be  purg'd,  she  sent  yon  word  she 
was  dead ;  [sent 

But,  fearing   since  how  it  might  work,    hath 
.Me  lo  proclaim  the  truth  ;  and  I  am  come, 
I  dread,  too  late. 

Ant.   Too    late,  good    Diomed  : — Call   my 

guard,  I  pr'ythee. 
Dio.  What  ho!    (he  emperor's  guard  I^TfiR 
guard,  V.  hat,  ho  ! 
Come,  your  lord  calls. 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopa- 
tra bides  ; 
'Tis  the  last  service  that  I  shaUcommand  you. 
1    Guard.  Woe  are  wc,  Sir,  you   may  not 
live  to  wear 
All  vour  true  followers  out. 


Settled. 
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All.  Most  heavy  day  ! 
jint-  Nay,  good  my   fellows,  do  not  please 
sharp  fate  [come 

To  grace  it  with  your  sorrows  :  bid  that  wel- 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it 
Seeming  to  hear  it  lightly.     Take  me  up  : 
1  have  led  you  oft ;  carry  me  now,  good  friends, 
And  have  my  thanks  for  all. 

[Exeunt  bearing  Antony. 

SCENE  XIIl.—Tlie  same.— A  Monument. 
Enter  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 
Cleo.   0  Charmian,   I  will  never  go  from 

hence. 
Char.  Be  comforted,  dear  madam. 
t7eo.  No,  I  will  not : 
All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  despise  ;  our  size  of  sorrow, 
Proportion  d  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 

Enter  Diomedes. 
As  that  which  makes  it. — How  now?  is  he  dead? 

Dio.  His  death's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'the  other  side  your  monument, 
Hie  guard  hath  brought  him  thither. 

Enter  Antony,  borne  by  the  Gcard. 

Cleo.  O  thou  sun. 
Burn  the  great  sphere  thou  mov'st  in  ! — dark- 
ling* stand 
The  varying  shore  o'the  world  !— O  Antony  ! 
Antony ,  Antony ! — Charmian,  help ;  help,  Iras ; 
lielp,  friends  below  ;  let's  draw  him  hither. 

Jint.  Peace  : 
I^^ot  Cesar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumphed  on  itself. 

Cleo.  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
■Should  conquer  Antony;  but  woe  'tis  soi 

Jint.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying  ;  only 
I  here  importune  death  a  while,  until 
'iff  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. — 

Cleo.  I  dare  not,  dear 
(Dear  my  lord,  pardon,)  I  dare  not, 
Lest  1  be  taken  :  not  the  imperious  show 
»<)f  the  fnll-fortun'd  Cesar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch'dt  with  me  ;   if  knife,  drugs,  ser- 
pents, have 
Edge,  sling,  or  operation,  I  am  safe  : 
l^our  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes. 
And  still  conclusion,t  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuring  upon  me. — But  come,  come,   An- 
tony,—  "p; — 
Help  me,  my  women, — we   must  draw  tlwe 
Assist,  good  friends. 

Jint.  O,  quick,  or  I  am  gone. 
C/co.  Here's   sport,  indeed!— How   heavy 
weigtis  my  lord  ! 
<")nr  strength  is  all  gonp  into  heaviness. 
That  makes  the  weight :    Had  I  great  Juno's 
power,  ["Pi 

The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  tliee 
And  set  fheeby  Jove'sside.Yetcomealiitle, — 
AVishers   were  ever  fools  ;— 0,  come,  come, 
come ; '  [  They  drav)  Antony  up. 

And  welcome,  welcome!  die  where  thou  hast 

liv'd  : 
Quicken^with  kissing;  had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  them  out. 
AH.  A  heavy  sight! 
Jlut.  I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying: 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 
Cleo.  No,  let  me  speak  ;  and  let  me  rail  so 
high, 


"  Without  liglit. 

7  Sedate  clen-rmination. 


♦  Ornamented. 
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That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her 
Provok'd  by  my  offence.  [wheel, 

^rU.  One  word,  sweet  queen:  [0! 

OfCesar.seekyour  honour,  with  yoursafety. — 
Cleo.  They  do  not  go  together. 
Ant.  Gentle,  hear  me  : 
None  about  Cesar  trust,  but  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  Myresolution,and  my  hands,  I'lltrnst; 
None  about  Cesar. 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end, 
Lament    nor  sorrow  at  :    but  please   your 

thoughts', 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortunes 
Wherein  I  liv'd  the  greatest  prince  o'the  world, 
The  noblest :  and  do  now  not  basely  die, 
Nor  cowardly  ;  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,  a  Roman,  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanquish'd.  Now,  my  spirit  is  going ; 
I  can  no  more.  [Dies. 

Cleo.  Noblest  of  men,  woo't  die  ? 
Hast  thou  no  care  of  men  ?  shall  1  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  stye  i*— O,  see,  my  women, 
The  crown  o'theearth  doth  melt: — My  lord ! — 
O,  wither'd  is  the  garland  of  the  war, 
The  soldier's  pole  is  fallen  j  young  boys,  and 

girls, 
Are  level  now  with  men  :  the  odds  is  gone. 
And  there  is  nothing  left  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  [She  faints. 

Char.  O,  quietness,  lady  ! 
Iras.  She  is  dead  too,  our  sovereign. 
Char.  Lady, — 
Iras.  Madam, — 

Char.  0  madam,  madam,  madam  ! 
Iras.  Royal  Egypt  ! 
Empress  ! 

Char.  Peace,  peace,  Iras. 
Cleo.  No  more,  but  e'er  a  woman:  andcom- 
manded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks, 
And  does  the  meanest  chares.* — It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods  : 
To  tell  them,  that  this  world  did  eipial  theirs, 
Till  they   had  stolen    our  jewel.     All's    but 

naught ; 
Patience  is  sottish  :  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that's  mad:  Then  is  it  sin, 
To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death. 
Ere  death  dare  eome  to  us  .'—How  do  you 

women  ? 
What,  what  .'  good   cheer!    Why,  how  now 

Charmian  .' 

Mv  noble  girls  ! — Ah,  women,  women  !  look, 

Our  lamp  is  spent,  it's  out : — Good   Sirs,  take 

heart :—  [To  the  Guard  6e/oif. 

We'll  bury  him:  and  then, what's  brave, what's 

noble. 
Let's  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fashion, 
And   make  death   proud  to  take  us.     Come, 

away  : 
This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold. 
Ah,  women,  women  !  come;  we  have  no  friend 
But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt:  those  ahoce  bearing  off  AtiTOy\'s 
Body. 

ACTV. 

SCENE  /.—Cesar's  Camp  before  Alexandria. 

Enter  Cesar,  Agrippa,  Dot.abeli.a,  Mec^;- 
kas.Gallus,  PROcuLEics,aji(i  others. 

Ces.  Go  to  him,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield  ; 

*  Ta.=k-worU. 
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Being  so  frustrate,*  tell  him,  he  mocks  us  by 
The  pauses  that  he  makes. i 

Dot.  Cesar,  I  shall.  \_Exil  Dolabella. 

Enter  Dercetas,  with  the  Sword  of  Antohy. 

Ces.  Wherefore  is  that .'  and  what  art  thou, 
that  tlar'st 
.\ppear  thus  to  us  ? 

Der.  lam  call'd  Dercetas; 
Mark  Antony  I  serv'd,  who  best  was  worthy 
Best  to  be  serv'd:  whilsthestoodupand spoke, 
He  was  my  master;  apd  I  wore  my  life, 
T'o  spend  upon  his  haters  :  If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  him 
ril  be  to  Cesar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
I  yield  thee  up  my  life. 

Ces.  What  is't  thou  say'st? 

Dec.  I  say,  0  Cesar,  Antony  is  dead. 

C'e*.  The  breakiugof  so  great  a  think  should 
make 
A  greater  crack:   The  round  world  should 

have  shook 
Lions  into  civil  streets,  [tony 

And  citizens  to  their  dens : — The  death  of  An- 
Is  not  a  single  doom;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Dec.  He  is  dead,  Cesar  ; 
Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife;  but  that  self  hand, 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did, 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did 

lend  it, 
Splitted  the  heart. — ^This  is  bis  sword, 
1  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;    behold  it  stain'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Ces.  Look  you,  sad  friends? 
The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  a  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is. 
That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 

Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 
Waged  equal  with  him. 

j9gr.  A  rarer  spirit  never  [us 

Did  steer  humanity  :  but  you,  gods,  will  give 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.  Cesar  is  touch'd. 

Jllec.  When  such  a  spacious  mirror's  set  be- 
fore him, 
He  needs  must  see  himself. 

Ces.  0  Antony  ! 
I  have  foUow'd  thee  to  this  ; — But  we  do  lance 
Diseases  in  our  bodies:  1  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declining  day, 
Or  look  on  thine  ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  But  yet  let  me  lament. 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou,  my  biother,  my  competitor 
hi  top  of  all  design,  my  mate  in  empire, 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war, 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  hisj;  thoughts  did  kindle,— that 

our  stars, 
Unreconcileable,  should  divide       [friends,— 
Dur     equalness    to    this.— Hear    me,    good 
But  [  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season  ; 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him. 
We'll  hear  him  what  he  says. — Whence  are 

you? 
Mess.  A  poor  Fgyptian  yet.     The  queen  my 

mistress, 
Confin'd  in  all  she  has,  her  monument, 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction; 


That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she's  forced  to. 

Ces.  Bid  her  have  good  heart ; 
She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours, 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her:  for  Cesar  cannot  live 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess.  So  the  gods  preserve  thee !         [Exit. 

Ces.  Come  hither,  Proculeins ;  Go,  and  say. 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  com- 
forts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require  ; 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke- 
She  do  defeat  us :  for  her  life  in  Rome 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph  :  Go, 
And,  with  your  speediest,  bring  us  what  she 
And  how  you  find  of  her.  [says. 

Pro.  Cesar,  I  shall.  [Exif  Proculeius. 

Ces.  Gallus,  go  you  along. — Where's  Dola- 
bella, 
To  second  Proculeius?  [Exit  Gallus. 

.^gr.  Mec.  Dolabella ! 

Ces.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employed ;  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent;  where  you  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war ; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings  :  Go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [Exeunt. 

SCEA'E  II. — Alexandria. — A  Room  in  the 
Monument. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Cleo.  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life  :  'Tis  paltry  to  be  Cesar  : 
Not  being  fortunate,  he's  but  fortune's  knave,*' 
A  minister  of  her  will ;  And  it  is  great 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds  ; 
Which  shackles accidents,and  bolts upcliange  ; 
Which    sleeps,   and  never  palates    more   the 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Cesar's.  [dung, 

Enter,  to  the  Gates  of  the  Monument,  PKOcf- 
leius,  Gallus,  and  Soldiers. 

Pro.  Cesar  sends  greeting  to  the  queen  of 
Egypt; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Cleo.  [IVilhin.]  What's  thy  name  ? 

Pro.  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  [V/ithin-l  Antony 
Did   tell   me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you  ;  hui 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceiv'<l, 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     If  your  mastPt- 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must     [hini> 
No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom:  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  son, 
He  gives  me  so  much  of  mine  own,  as  1 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro.  Be  of  good  cheer  ;  [thing  : 

You  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  no- 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord, 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace,  that  it  flows  over 
On  all  that  need:  Let  me  rei)ort  to  him 
Your  sweet  dependancy  ;  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror,   that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kind- 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to.  [ness, 

Cleo.  [  IVithin.]  Pray  you,  tell  him 
I  am  his  fortune's  vessal,  and  I  send  him 
The  greatness  he  has  got.     I  hourly  leain 
A  doctrine  of  obedience  ;  and  would  gladly^ 
Look  him  i'the  face. 

Pro,  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 


*  Frustrated. 
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Have  comfort;  for,  I  know,  your  plight  is  piti- 

Of  liim  that  caus'd  it.  [ed 

Gal.  You  seu   how  easily  she  may  be  sar- 

priz'd  ; 
IHere  Procvlyavs,  and  two  of  the  Guard, 
ascend  the  Monument  by  a  ladder  placed 
against  a  window,  and  having  descendtd, 
come  behind  Cleo)'atka.  Some  of  the 
Ciaird  vnbar  and  open  the  gates. 
Guard  her  till  Cesar  come. 

[To  Pkoculkius  and  the  Guard.    Exit 
Gallus. 
Irns.  Royal  Queen  ! 

CVtar.  O Cleopatra !  lhouarttaken.,queeu! — 
Cleo.  Quick,  quick,  good  hands. 

[Drawing  a  Dagger. 
Pro.  Hold,  worthy, lady,  hold: 

[Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
3ieliev'd,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too 
That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish  .' 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 
Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty,  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world    see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
^Vill  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  death  ?  [queen 

Come  hither, come!  come, come,  and  take  a 
AVorth  many  babes  and  beggars  ! 
Pro.  O,  temperance,  lady  ! 
Cleo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink. 
If  idle  talk  will  once  he  necessary,  [Sir  ; 

I'll  not  sleep  neither:  This    mortal  house  I'll 

ruin, 
Do  Cesar  what  he  can.    Know,  Sir,    that  I 
>\  ill   not   wait  pinion'd*   at    your   master's 

court  ; 
Nor  once  be  chastis'd  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  Octavia.     Shall  they  hoist  ne  up, 
And  show  naeto  the  slioutiiig  varlettyt 
Of  censuring  Rome?  Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  to  me  !  rather  on  Nilus's  niud 
Lay  me  stark  naked,  and  let  the  water-tlies 
Blow  me  into  abhorring  !  r.tther  make 
My  country's  high  pyramids  my  gibbet, 
Aiid  hang  me  up  in  chains! 
Pro.  You  do  extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  further  thanyoushall 
i'ind  cause  in  Cesar. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Vol.  J'roculcius, 
"rthat  thou  has  done  thy  master  Cesar  knows, 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee:  as  for  the  queen, 
I'll  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro.  So,  Dolabelhi, 
It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gnntic  to  her. — 
To  Cesar  I  will  speak   what  you  shall  j)lease. 
[3o  Cleopatra. 
if  you'll  employ  inc  to  him. 

CUu,  Say,  I  w'ould  die. 

[E.r.eunt  Procitleiuk,  and  soldiers. 

DoL  Most  noble  emi)rcss,you  have  heard  of 
me  ? 

Cleo.  I  cannot  tell. 

J^ol.  Assuredly,  you  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter.  Sir, what  1  have  heard, or 
known.  [dreams  ; 

Y'ou  laugh,  when  boys,  or   women,  tell  their 
Is't  not  your  trick  ? 

Dol.  I  understand  not,  madam. 

( '/CO.  I  drcam'd,  there  vvas  an  emperor  An- 
tony ; — 


'  FOunJ,  coiilijied- 


O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man  ! 

Dol.  If  it  might  please  you, — 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the   heavens;   and 
therein  stuck 
A  sun  and  moon ;  which  kept  their  course, 

and  lighted 
The  little  0,  the  earth. 

DoL  Most  sovereign  creature, — 

Cko.  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean :  his  rear'd 
arm 
Crested  the  world  :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends ; 
But  when   he  meant  to  quail*  and  shake  the 

orb. 
He  was  as  ratling  thunder.     For  his  bounty, 
There- was  no  winter  in't ;   an  autumn  'twas, 
That  grewthe  more  by  reaping  :    i  lis  delights 
Were  dolphin-like;    they   show'd    his    back 

above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in  :  In  his  livery 
Walk'd    crowns,  and   crownels  ;  realms  and 

islands  were 
As  platest  dropp'd  from  his  pocket. 

Dol.  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Think  you,  there  was,  or  might  be, 
such  a  man 
As  this  I  dream'd  of  ? 

Dol.  Gentle  madam,  no. 

Cleo.  \''ou  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  thegous. 
But,  if  there  be,  or  ever  were  one  such, 
It's  past  the  size  of  dreaming  :  Nature  wants 
stuff  [gine 

To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy  ;  yet,  to  ima- 
An  Antony,  were  nature's  piece 'gainst  fancy, 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

Dol.  Hear  me,  good  madam  :  [it 

Your  loss  is  as  yourself,  great:  and  you  hear 
As  answering  to  the  weight  :  'Would  1  might 

never 
O'ertake  pursu'd  success,  but  I  do  feel, 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  shoots 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo.  I  thank  you.  Sir. 
Know  you  what  Cesar  means  to  do  with  me? 

Dol.  1  am  loath  to  tell  you  what  I  would 
you  knew. 

Cleo-   Nay,  pray  you.  Sir, — 

Dol.  Though  he  be  honourable, — 

Cleo.  He'll  lead  me  then  in  triumi>h  ? 

Dol.  Madam,  he  will ; 
I  know  it. 

Within.  Make  way  there, — Cesar. 

Enter  Ci;.«ar,  GALi,t's,PRocrLi:fus.MEC.iK\s,. 
Skleucus,  and  Attendants. 

Ccs.  Which  is  the  queen 
Of  Egypt  ? 

Dol.  'lis  the  emperor,  madam. 

[CLjiOPATHA  kneels. 

Ces.  Arise, 

You  shall  not  kneel : 

I  pray  you.  rise;  rise,  Egypt. 

Cleo.  Sir,  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 

Ces.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts  : 
The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
'J  hough  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  rcmem- 
As  things  but  done  by  chance.  [ber 

Cleo.  Sole  Sir  o'ihe  world, 
I  cannot  projectt  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear;  but  do  confess,  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like    frailties,  which  before 
Have  often  sham'd  our  sex. 


}  RnbMe.  *  '-''■"5^-         t  Silver  monej-.  J  Shape  or  form. 
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Ces.  Cleopatra,  know, 
We  will  extenuate  ratlipr  than  enforce  : 
If  you  apply  yourself  to  our  intents, 
(Which   towards   you  are   most  gentle,)  you 

shall  find 
A  benefit  in  this  change  ;  but  if  you  seek 
To  lay  on  me  a  cruelly,  by  taking 
Antony's  course,  you   shall   bereave  yourself 
Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 
To    that  destruction   which   I'll   guard  them 

from, 
If  thereon  you  rely.     I'll  take   my  leave. 
Cleo.  And  tray,  through  all  the  world  :  'tis 
yours :  and  we 
Your  'scutcheons, and  your  signs  of  conqtiest, 
shall  [lord. 

Hang  in  what  place  you  please.  Here,  my  good 
Ces,  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopa- 
tra. 
Cleo.  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate, 
and  jewels, 
I  am  possess'd  of :    'tis  exactly  valued  ; 
JNot  petty  things  admitted.— Where's  Seleucus? 
Set.  Here,  madam. 

Cleo.  This  h  my  treasurer  ;  lethira  speak, 
my  lord. 
Upon  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserv'd 
To  myself  nothing.  Speak  thetruth,  Seleucus. 

Set.    Madam, 
I  had  rather  seel**  my  lips,  than,  to  my  peril. 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cleo.  What  have  I  kept  back  ? 

Sel.  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have 

made  known. 
Ces.  Nay,  blush  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo.  See,  Cesar  !  O,  behold. 
How  pomp   is   follow'd  !  mine    will  now  be 
yours  ;  [mine. 

And,  should  we  sliift  estates,  yours  would  be 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does  [trust 
Even  make  me  wild  : — O  slave,  of  no  more 
Than  love  that's  hir'dl — What,  goest  thou 
back  ?  thou  shalt  [eyes. 

Go  back,  I  warrant  thee  ;  but  I'll  catch  thine 
Though  they  had    wings  :   Slave,  soulless  vil- 

lian,  dog  ! 
O  rarely  t  base  '. 

Ces.  Good  queen,  let  us  entreat  you. 
Cleo.  O  Cesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is 
this  ; 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me. 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel!  the  sum  of  my  disgrace  by| 
Addition  of  his  envy!  Say,  good  Cesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd, 
iminoment  toys,  thing.s  of  such  dignity 
As  we  greet  niodern§  friends  withal ;  and  say. 
Some  nobler  token  1  have  kept  apart 
ForLivia||  and  Octavia,Tr  to  induce 
Their  mediation  ;  must  I  be  unfolded 
With  one   that  I  have   bred  ?  The  gods  !  It 

smites  me 
Beneath  the  fall  I  have.     Pr'ythee,  go  hence  ; 
[To  Seleucus. 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders**  of  mv  spirits 
Throughthe  ashes  of  my  chance: — ^"Wert  thou 

a  man, 
Thou  would'st  have  mercy  on  me. 

Ces.  Forbear,  Seleucus.     [Exit  Seleucus. 
Cleo.  Beit  known,  that  we,^the  greatest,  are 
misthought 
For  things  that  others  do;  and,  when  we  fall, 

*  Sew  up     Uncornmonly.    |  Add  to.     §  Common. 
!|  Cesar's  wife  and    IT  Sister.  "^  Fire. 


We  answer  others'  merits*  in  our  name, 
Are  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Ces.  Cleopatra,  [ledg'd, 

3fot  what  you  have  reserv'd,  nor  what  acknow- 
Put  we  i'the  roll  of  conquest:  still  be  ityoui's, 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure;  and  believe, 
Cesar's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  sold.    Therefore  be 

chcer'd  ; 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons  :  no, 

dear  queen ; 
F'or  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you,  as     [sleep: 
Yourself  shall  give   us   counsel.     Feed,  and 
Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you, 
That  we  remain  your  friend  ;  And  so  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  master,  and  my  lord  .' 

Ces.  Not  so :  Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Cesar,  and  his  Train. 

Cleo.  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that 
I  should  not 
Be  noble  to  myself:  butharkthee,  Charmian, 
[Whispers  Charmian. 

Iras.  Finish,  good  lady  ;  the  bright  day  is 
And  we  are  for  the  dark.  [donej, 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again  : 
I  have  spoke  already,  and  it  is  provided; 
Go,  pnt  it  to  the  haste. 

Char.  Madam,  I  will. 

He-enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  W'here  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Behold,  Sir.  [Exit  Charmiatc, 

Cleo.  Dolabella? 

Dol.  Madam,  as   thereto   sworn   by  your 
command, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this  :  Cesar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey;  and,  within  three  days,. 
You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before  : 
Make  your  best  use  of  this  :  I  have  perform'd 
Your  pleasure,  and  my  promise. 

Cleo.  Dolabella, 
I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

Dol.  I  your  servant. 
Adieu,  good  queen  ;  I  must  attend  on  Cesar. 

Cleo.  Farewell,  and  thanks.       [Exit  Doi.. 
JSow,  Iras,  what  think'st  tliou  ? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  shall  be  shown 
In  Rome,  as  well  as  I :  mechanic  slaves, 
Witli  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  up  to  the  view;  in  their  thick  breaths, 
Rank  of  gross  di'*t,  shall  we  be  enclouded. 
And  forc'd  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras.  The  gods  forbid  ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  'tis  most  certain,  Iras  :  Saucy 
lictorst  [rhymers 

Will  catch  at  us,  like  strumpets;  and  scald 
Ballad  us  out  o'tune:  thequickj:  comedians 
Esteinporally  will  stage  us,  and  present^ 
Our  Alexandrian  revels;  Antony 
Shall  be  broughtdrunken  forth, and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy§  my  greatness 
I'the  posture  of  a  whore. 

Irns.  O  the  good  gods  ! 

Cleo.  Nay,  that  is  certain. 

Iras,  I'll  neversee  it;  for,  I  am  surc,mynalls 
Are  stronp;pr  than  mine  eyes. 

Cleo.    VVIiy  that's  the  way 
To  fool  their  preparation,  and  to  conquer 
Their  most  absurd  intents. — Now^Charmiati?— 

Enter  Charmian. 
Show  mc,  my  women, like  a  queen ; — Go  fctcli 

*  Merits  or  deiiiPrits.  t  Beadles. 

X  Lively.    §  Female  characters  were  ptayedbybo*!. 
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My  best  attires ;— I  am  again  for  I'ydnus, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony  -.—Sirrah,  Iras,  go.— 
I^ow,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  despatch  indeed: 
And,  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,*  I'll 

give  thee  leave 
To  play  till  doomsday.— Bring  our  crown  and 
Wherefore's  this  noise?  [a"- 

[Exit  Iras.     A  Xoisewitliin. 

Enter  one  of  the  Guard. 

Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow, 
That  will  notbedeniedyourhighness'presence; 
He  brings  you  figs. 

Cko.  Let  hira  come  in.  How  poor  an  instru- 
ment [Exit  Guard. 
May  do  a  noble  deed  !  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  resolution's  plac'd,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me :  Now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-constant :  now  the  flettingt  moon 
IS'o  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guard,  u-ilh  a  Clown  bringing  a 
Basket. 

Guard.  This  is  the  man. 
Cleo.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.     [Exit  Guard. 
Ilast  thou  the  pretty  wormt  of  Nilus  there, 
That  kills  and  pains  not  1 

Clown.  Truly  I  have  him:  but  1  would  not 
be  the  party  that  should  desire  you  to  touch 
him,  for  his  biting  is  immortal ;  those,  that  do 
die  of  it,  do  seldom  or  never  recover. 

Clco.  Remembers'l  thou  any  that  have  died 

on't? 
Clown.  Very  many,  men  and  women  too.  I 
heard  of  oneo'f  them  nolongerthanyesterday  : 
a  very  honest  woman,  bat  something  given  to 
lie;  as  a  woman  should  not  do,  but  in  the  way 
of  honesty  :  how  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it, 
what  pain  she  felt,— Truly,  she  makes  a  very 
good  report  o'the  worm  :  But  he  that  will  be- 
lieve all  that  they  say,  shall  never  be  saved  by 
half  that  tiiey  do:  But  this  is  most  fallible,  the 
worm's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo,  Get  thee  hence  ;  farewell. 
Clown.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 
Cleo.  Fareweli.[Ci.owN  sets  doxcn  the  Basket. 
Clown.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that 
the  worm  will  do  his  kind.§ 
Cleo.  Ay,  ay  ;  farewell. 
Clown.   Look  you,   the  worm  is  not  to  be 
trusted,  but  in  the  keeping  of  wise  people;  for, 
indeed,  there  is  no  goodness  in  the  worm. 
C/eo.Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  be  heeded. 
Cloion.  Very  good:    give  it  nothing,  I  pray 
you,  for  it  is  not  worth  the  feeding. 
Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Clown.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple, 
but  I  know  the  devil  himself  will  not  eat  a 
woman :  I  know. that  a  woman  is  a  dish  for  the 
gods,  if  the  devil  dress  hir  not.  But,  truly, 
These  same  whoresonMevils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  women  ;*for  in  every  ten  that  they 
make,  the  devils  mar  five. 

Cleo.  Well,  get  thee  gone  ;  farewell. 
Clown.  Yes,  forsooth ;  I  wish  you  joy  of  the 
worm,  [Lxit. 

Be-enler  Iras,  with  a  Robe,  Croivn,  k,c. 
Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown  ;  1 
have 
Immortal  longings  in  me ;  Now  no  more 
The  juice  of  Egvpt's   grape   shall  moist  this 
lip :—     '  [hear 

Tare,  yare,j|  good  Iras;  quick. — Mf thinks,  I 
Antony  call ;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 


•*  Job  of  work.         t  Inconstant. 
§  Act  according  to  his  nature. 


+  Serpent. 
II  Make  h^ste. 


To  praise  my  noble  act;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Cesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath :  Husband.  I  come : 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title! 
I  am  fire,  and  air;  my  other  elements 
I  give  to  baser  life  — So, — have  you  done? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my 
lips.  [well. 

Farewell,  kind  Charmian; — Iras,  long   farc- 
[Kisses  them.     Iras  fall  and  dia. 
Havel  the  aspic  in  my  lips?  Dost  fall? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  part, 
The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch. 
Which  hurts,  and  is  desir'd.  Dost  thou  lie  still  ? 
If  thus  thou  vanishes!,  thou  tell'st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char.  Dissolve,  thickcloud,andrain;  thati 
may  say 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep ! 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  base  : 
If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He'll  makedemand  ofher;  and  spend  that  kiss, 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have.    Come,  mortal 
wretch, 
[  To  the  Asj),  which  she  applies  to  her  Breast. 
W'ith  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie:  poor  venomous  fool, 
Be  angry,   and   despatch.     O,  could'st  thou 

speak ! 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  Cesar,  ass 
Unpolicied  !* 

Char.  O  eastern  star  ! 
Cleo.  Peace,  peace  ! 
Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast, 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep  ? 
Char.  O,  break  !  O,  break  ! 
Cleo.  As  sweet  as   balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as 
gentle, — 
O  Antony  ! — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too : — 

[Applying  another  Asp  to  her  Arm. 
Wliat  should  I  stay — 

[Falls  on  a  Bed,  and  dies. 
Char.  In  this  wild  world  ? — So,  fare  thee 
well. — 
Now  boast  thee,  death  !  in  thy  possession  lies 
A  lass  unparallel'd. — Downy  windows,  close  ; 
And  golden  Pha.'bus  never  beheld 
Of  eyes  again  so  royal  I  Your  crown's  awry  ; 
I'll  mend  it,  and  then  play; 

Enter  the  Guard,  rmhing  in- 
1  Guard.  Where  is  the  queen? 
Char.  Speek  softly,  wake  her  not. 
1  Guard.  Cesar  hath  sent — 
CViar.  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  the  Asp. 
O,  come  ;'apace,  despatch:  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Guard.  Approach,  ho!  All's  not  well :  Ce- 
sar's beguifd. 

2  Guard.  There's  Dolabolla   sent  from  Ce- 
sar ; — call  him. 

1  Guard.  What  work  is  here  ? — Charmian, 
is  this  well  done? 

Char.  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  pr in- 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings.  [cess 
All,  soldier !  [Dies. 

Enter  Dolabella. 

Dol.  How  goes  it  here  ? 

2  Guard.  All  dead. 
Dol.  Cesar,  thy  thoughts 

Touch  their  effects  in  this :  Thyself  art  coming 
To  see  perform'd  the  dreaded  act,  which  thou 
So  sought'st  to  hinder. 

Within.  A  way  there,  way  for  Cesar ! 

*  Unpolitic,  to  leave  rae  to  myself. 


i 
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Ejiter  Cesar,  and  Jillcndants. 

Dot  O,  Sir,  you  are  too  sure  aii  augurer ; 
That  you  did  fear,  is  done. 

Ces.  Bravest  at  the  last : 
She  leveil'd  at  our  purposes, and,  being'  royal, 
Took  her  own  way. — The  uianner   of  their 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed.  [deaths  .'' 

Dol.  Who  was  Ihst  with  them  .■" 

I  Guard.  AsiinplecouDtryinan;thatbrought 
her  figs  ; 
This  was  his  basket. 

Cts.  Poison'd  them. 

1  Guard.  O  Cesas,  [spake : 

This  Charmian  lived  but  now  ;  she  stood,  and 
1  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress;  tremblingly  she  stood, 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp'd. 

Ces.  O  noble  weakness  ! — 
If  they  had  swollow'd  poison,  'twould  appear 
By  external  swelling:  but  she  looks  like  bleep, 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace.* 


Dol.  Here,  on  her  breast, 
There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  soinethingblown  : 
The  like  is  on  lier  arm. 

1  Guard.  This  is  an  aspic's  trail :  and  these 
fig-leaves 
Haveslimeupon  them, such  ns  the  aspic  leaves 
Upon  the  caves  of  Nile. 

Ces.  Most  probable, 
'I'hat  so  slie  died  ;  for  her  physician  tells  me, 
She  had  pursu'd  conclusions*  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  (o  die. — Take  up  her  bed  ; 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument : — 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  .Antony  : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  dipt  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.     High  events  as  these 
Strikethose  that  makethem  :  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity,  than  his  glory,  which 
Brought  thein  to  be   lamented.    Our  army 

shall, 
In  solemn  show,  attend  the  funeral  ; 
And  them  to  Rome. — Come,  Dolabella,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.    [Exeunt. 


'  Graceful  appeai'aiice. 


*  Triefl  experiments. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED 


TiMov,  a  noble  Athenian. 

Lucius,  ) 

LucULLUs,      >  Lords,  and  flatterers  of  Timon. 

Sempronius,  ) 

Vemtidius,  one  of  Tiraon's  false  Friends. 

Apkmantus,  a  churlish  Philosopher. 

Alcibiades,  an  Athenian  General. 

Flavius,  Steward  to  Timon. 

Flamikius,  ) 

'  Timon's  Servants. 


LuciLius, 

Servihus, 

Caphis, 

Philotus, 

Titus, 

Lucius, 

HORXENSIUS,  j 


] 

! 

J- Servants  to  Tiraon's  Creditors. 
I 


Two  Servants  of  Varro,  and  the  Servant 

of  Isidore  ;  two  of  Timon's  Creditors- 
Cupid, and  Maskers. 
Three  Strangers. 

Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  and  Merchakt^ 
An  old  Athenian. 
A  Page. 
A  Fool. 


Phrtnia, 

TiMANDRA, 


Mistresses  to  Alcibiades. 


Other  Lords,  Senators,  Officers,  Soldiers, 
Thieves,  and  Attendants. 

Scene,  Athens;  and  the  Woods  adjoining. 


"ST^^^^ 


ACT  L 

SCEj\E  L— Athens.— a    Hall  in    Timon's 
House. 

Enter  Poet,   Painter,    Jewellee,    Mer- 
chant, and  others,  at  several  Doors. 

Poet.  Good  day,  Sir. 

Pain.  I  am  glad  you  are  well. 

Poet.   I  have  not  seen  jou  long;  How  goes 

the  world  ? 
Pain.  It  wears.  Sir,  as  it  grows. 
Poet.  Ay,  that's  well  known  : 
But  what  particular  rarity  ?  what  strange. 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches  .'  See, 
Magic  of  bounty  !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.  I  knovv  the  merchant. 
Pain.  I  know  them  both;  t'other's  a  jeweller. 
Mer.  O,  'tis  a  worthy  lord  I 
Jew.  Nay,  that's  most  fix'd. 
Mer.  A  most  incomparable  man  ;  breath'd,* 
as  it  were, 
To  an  untirable  and  continuatet  goodness  : 
He  passes4 

Jew.  I  have  a  jewel  here. 
Mer.  O,  pray,  let's  see't :  For  the  lord  Ti- 
mon, Sir  .'' 
Jew.  If  he  will  touch  the  estimate  :  But,  for 

that 

Poet,  When  we  for  recompense  have  prais'd 
the  vile 
It  stains  the  glory  in  that  happy  verse 
iVhich  aptly  sings  the  good. 
Mer.  'Tis  a  good  form. 

[Looking  at  the  Jeicel. 
Jew.  And  rich  :  here  is  a  water,  look  you. 

'Inared  by  constant  practice.  t  For  continual. 

;  i.e.  Exceeds,  goes  bejond  commoD  bounds. 


Pain.  You  are  rapt,  Sir,  in  some  work,  some 
(ledication 
To  the  great  lord. 

Pott.  A  thing  slipp'd  idly  from  me. 
Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  which  oozes        [flint 
From  whence    'tis  nourished  :     The  fire  i'the 
Shows  not,  till  it  be  struck  ;  our  gentle   flame 
Provokes  itself,  and  like  the  current,  flies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.  What  have  you  tltere  ' 

Pain.  A  picture.  Sir. — And   when  comes 
your  book  forth  ? 

Poet.  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,' 
Let's  see  your  piece.  [Sir 

Pain    'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  'tis  :  this  comes  off  well  and  ex- 
cellent. 

Pain.  Indifferent. 

Pott.  Admirable  :  How  this  grace  [er 

Speaks  his  own  standing !  what  a  mental  pow- 
This  eye  shoots  forth  I  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip  !  to  thedumbness  of  the  ges- 
One  might  interpret.  [ture 

Pain.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch  ;  Is't  good  .' 

Poet-  I'll  say  of  it, 
It  tutors  nature  :  artificial  strifet 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enter  certain  Senators,  and  pass  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord's  follow'd ! 
Poet    The    senators  of  Athens: — Happy 
Pain.  Look  more  !  [men  ! 

Poet.   You  see  this   confluence,   this  greal 
flood  of  visitors. 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shap'd  out  a  man,. 

*  As  soon  as  my  book  has  been  pi-esented  to  Timonj 
t  I.  e.  The  contest  of  our  art  with  nature. 
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Whom  this  beneatli  world  dotli  embrace  and 

hug 
With  amplest  entertainment :   Rly  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,*  but  moves  itself 
In  a  wide  sea  of  wax  :   no  levell'd  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  hohl  ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  tract  behind. 

Pain.   How  slialll  understand  you  ? 

Poet.   I'll  unboltt  to  you. 
You  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, 
(As  well  of  glib  and  slippery  creatures,  as 
Of  grave  and  austere  quality,)  tender  down 
Theirservicesto  lord  Timen:  his  large  fortune. 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging. 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tend- 
ance 
All  sorts  of  hearts  ;  yea,  from  the  glass-fac'd 

flatterer}: 
To  Apemantus,  that  few  things  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself:  even   he  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon'snod. 

Pain.  I  saw  them  speak  together. 

Poet.   Sir,  I  have  upon  a  high  and  pleasant 
hill, 
Feign'd   Fortune   to  be  thron'd :    The  base 

o'the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deserts,  all  kind  of  natures. 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  i)ropogate  their  states  :§  amongst  them  all, 
AVhose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fixd, 
One  do  I  personate  of  lord  Timon's  frame. 
Whom   fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to 
her  ;  [servants 

Whose  present  grace  to  present  slaves  and 
Translates  his  rivals. 

Pain.  'Tis  conceiv'd  to  scope.  [thinks, 

This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  me- 
With  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  rest  below. 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  his   happiness,   would   be  well  ex- 
In  our  condition.  [press'd 

Poel.  Nay,  Sir,  but  hear  me  on  : 
All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late, 
(('Some  better  than  his  value,)  on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his   lobbies  fill  with  tend- 
ance, 
Rain  sacrificial  whisperings!]  in  his  ear, 
Make  sacred  even  hisstirrup,  and  through  him 
DrinkTI  the  free  air. 

Pain.   Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  ? 

Poet.     VVhen   Fortune,  in    her  shift   and 

change  of  mood,  [ants, 

Spurns  down  her  late  belov'd,  all  liis  depend- 

Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 

ILven  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let   him  slip 

down, 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.   'Tis  commoti : 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show 
Tbat  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of 

fortune 
More  pregnantly  than  words.  Yet  you  do  well, 
To  show  lord  Timon,  that  mean  eyes**  have 
The  foot  above  the  head.  [seen 

Tfumpets  sound.   Enter  Timon,  attended  ;  the 
Servant  of  Ventidius  talking  with  him. 

Tim.  Imprison'd  is  he,  say  you  ?  * 

*  My  design  does  not  stop  at  any  parlicular  character. 

t  Open,  explain. 
i  One  who  sliows  by  reflection  the  looks  of  his  patron. 

r>  To  advance  their  conditions  of  life, 
il  'VVIiisperings  of  officious  servility.  IT  Inhale. 

*  *  I-  e.  Inferior  spectators. 


Ven.  Serv.  Ay,  my  good  lord :  five  talents  is 
'  his  debt  ; 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait: 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires  [him, 

To  those  have  shut  him  up  ;  which  failing  to 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.    Noble  Ventidius  !    Well  ; 
I  am  not  of  that  feather,  to  shake  off      [him 
My  friend  when  he  must  need  me.   1  do  know 
A  gentlemen,  that  well  deserves  a  help, 
Which  he  shall   have  :  I'll  pay  the  debt,   and 
free  him. 

Ven.  Serv.   Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  him  :  I  will  send  his 
ransom  ;  [me  : — 

And,  being  enfranc'iis'd,  bid    him    come  to 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up. 
But  to  support  him  after. — Fare  you  well. 

Ven.  Serv.  All  happiness  to  your  honour ! 

[Exit. 

Enter  an  old  Athenian. 
Old  Alh.  Lord  Timonj  hear  me  speak. 
Tim.   Freely,  good  father. 
OldAth.  Thou  hast  a  servant  nam'd  Lii- 

ciiius. 
Tim.  I  have  so  :  What  of  him  ? 
OldAth.  Most  noble  Timon,  call  the  man 

before  thee. 
Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  .' — Lucilius  ! 

Enter  Lt;ciLius. 

Luc.  Here,  at  your  lordship's  service. 

Old  Alh.   This    fellow   here,  lord  Timon, 
this  thy  creature. 
By  night  frequents  my  house.   I  am  a  man 
That  from  my  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift; 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'd, 
Than  one  which  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim.  Well ;    what  further  .' 

Old  Alh.  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin 
else, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'the  youngest    for  a  bride. 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  dearest  cost. 
In  qualities  of  the  best.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love  :    I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

Tim.  The  man  is  honest. 

OldAth.  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon  ; 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself, 
It  must  not  bear  ray  daughter. 

Tim.  Does  she  loves  him  ? 

Old  Alh.  She  is  young,  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity's  in  youth. 

Tim.  [To  LrciLius.]  Love   you  the  maid  ? 

Luc.  A3',  my  good  lord,  and  she  accepts  of 
it. 

Old  Ath.   If  in  her  marriage  my  consent  be 
missing, 
I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
And  dispossess  her  all. 

Tim.   How  shall  she  be  endow'd. 
If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband  .' 

Old  Ath.  Three  talents,  on  the  present  j  in 
future,  all. 

Tim.  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  serv'd 
me  long  ; 
To  build  his  fortune,  I  will  strain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.  Give  him  thy  daugh- 
ter : 
What  you  bestow,  in  Lim  I'll  counternoiiCj 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 
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Old  Alh.  Most  nulile  lord, 
Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  she  is  his. 
Tim.  My  hand  to  thee ;  mine   honour  on 

my  promise. 
Lu6.  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship:  Never 
may 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping, 
Wliich  is  not  ow'd  lo  you! 

[Exeunt  LuciLius  and  old  Athenian. 
Poet.  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live 

your  lordship! 

Tim.  I  tliank  yo* ;  you  shall  hear  from  me 

anon ;  [friend  ? 

Go  not  away. — What   have  you   there,    my 

Pain.  A  piece  of  painting,   which  I  do  be- 

Your  lordship  to  accept.  [seech 

Tim.  Painting  is  welcome. 
The  painting  is  almost  the  natural  man  ; 
For  sincedisiionour  tralficswith  man'snature, 
He  is  but  outside:  These  pencil'd  figures  are 
Even  such   as  they   give  out.*  I  like   your 

work  ; 
And  you  shall  find,  I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me. 
Pain.  The  gods  preserve  you! 
Tim.  Well  tare  you,  gentlemen :  Give  me 
your  hand ; 
We  must  needsdinetogether. — Sir,  yourjewel 
Hath  sufTer'd  under  praise. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord?  dispraise  ? 
Tim.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations 
If  I  should  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoll'd, 
It  would  unciewt  me  quite. 

Jeiv.  My  lord,  'tis  rated  [know, 

As  those,  which  sell,  would  give:  But  you  well 
Things  of  like  value,  dilVering  in  tiie  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  masters't :  believe't,  dear, 
X'^ou  mend  the  jewel  by  wearing  it.  [lord, 
Tim.  Well  mock'd. 

J\ier.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  speaks  the  com- 
mon tongue. 
Which  all  men  speak  with  him. 

Tim.  Look,  who  comes  here.    Will  you  be 
chid  ? 

Enter  Apemaxtcs. 

.h'U).  We  will  bear,  with  your  lordship. 

J\fer.  He'll  spare  none. 

Tim.  Good  morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apeman- 

tus ! 

P  Apem.  Till  I  be   gentle,  stay  for  thy  good 

morrow ;  [honest, 

^Vhen  thou  art  Timon's  dog,  and  theseknaves 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  call  them  knaves?  thou 
know'st  them  not. 

JJpem.  Are  they  not  Athenians  ? 

Tim.  Yes. 

Jiptm.  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jew.  You  know  me,  Apemantus. 

Ji'pem.  Thou  know'st  I  do  ;  I  call'd  tbce  by 
thy  name. 

Tim.  Thou  art  proud,  Apemantus. 

,.3pem.  Of  nothing  so  much,  as  that  I  am  not 
like  Timon. 

Tim.  Whither  art  going  ? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's 
brains. 

Tini.  That's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 

Apem.  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by 
the  law. 

Tim.  Howlikest  thou  this  picture,  Apeman- 
tus ? 

Apem.  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim.  Wrought  he  not  well,  that  painted  it  ? 


Apem.  He  wrought  better,  that  made  the 
painter ;  nnd  yet  he's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain.  You  are  a  dog. 

Apem.  Thy  mother's  of  my  generation; 
What's  she,  if  I  be  a  dog  ? 

Tim.  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  No;  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim.  And  thou  should'st  tliou'dst  anger 
ladies. 

Apem.  0,  they  eat  lords ;  so  they  come  by 
great  bellies. 

Tim.  That's  a  lascivious  apprehension. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehend'st  it :  Take  it  for 
thy  labour. 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Ape- 
mantus ? 

Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plain-dealing,*  which 
will  not  cost  a  man  a  doit. 

Tim.  What  dost  thou  think  'tis  worth  ? 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking. — How  now, 
poet? 

Poet.  How  now,  philosopher? 

^'ipem.  Thou  liest. 

Poet.  Art  not  one  ? 

Jipem.  Yes. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not. 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet  ? 

Poet.  Yes. 

^pem.Th^n.  thou  liest:  look  in  thy  last 
work,  where  thou  hast  feign'd  him  a  worthy 
fellow. 

Poet.  That'.s  not  feign'd,  he  is  so. 

Apem.Yf.Sfhe  is  worthy  of  thee, and  to  pay 
thee  for  thy  labour :  He,  that  loves  to  be  Hal- 
tered, is  worthy  o'the  flatterer.  Heavens,that 
I  were  a  lord  ! 

Tim.  What  would'st  do  then,  Apemantus? 

Jlpem.  Even  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate 
a  lord  with  my  heart. 

Tim.  What,  thyself? 

Jipem.  A}'. 

Tim.  Wherefore? 

-(4/^em.  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  bea  lord. — 
Art  not  thou  a  merchant.' 

Mer.  Ay,  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will 
not! 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Jipem.  Traffic's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  con- 
found thee! 

Trumpels  sound.    JE;»;er  a  Servant. 

Tim.  What  trumpet's  that? 
Serv.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and 
Some  twenty  horse,  al!  of  companionship. 
Tvn.  Pray,  entertain  Ihem ;  give  them  guide 
to  us. —  [Exeunt  some  Attendants. 

You  must  needs  dine  with  me  : — Go  not  you 
hence,  [done, 

Till  I  have  thank'd  3'ou;  and,  when  dinner's 
Show  me   this  piece. — 1  am  joyful   of  your 
sights. — 

£?i/er  Alcibiades  withhis  Company. 

Most  welcome,  Sir !  [They  salul/: 

Apem.  So,  so; there! — 
Aches  contract  and  starve  yoursupple  joints! — 
That  there  should  be  small  love 'niongst  these 
sweet  knaves,  [out 

And  all  this  court'sy !  The  strain  of  man's  bred 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. + 

Alcib.  Sir,  you  have  sav'd  my  longing,  and  I 
Most  hungrily  on  your  sight.  [feeJ 

Tim.  Right  welcome,  Sir : 


■'  rictures  have  no  livpocrisv,  they  are  what  they  pro-    *  Alluding  to  the  proverb:  plain-dcalin,^  is  a  jewel,  bn* 
ftss  to  be.  f  to  uncfew  a  jnaii  is  to  draw  out   they  who  use  it  beggars.  t  Man  is  degenerated  j  bis 

ihewhols  massof  bi?  fortunes.  strain  or  lineage  is  worndowTi  toa  monkey. 
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Ere  we  depart,  we'll  share  a  bounteous  time 
In  diflerent  pleasures.    Pray  you,  let  us  in. 
lExtnnt  all  hit  Apemantus. 

Enter  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  What  time  a  day  is't,  Apemantus  ? 
jJpem.  Time  to  be  honest. 

1  Lord.  That  time  serves  still. 

JJpetn.  The  most  accursed  thou,  that   still 

omit'st  it. 
r  Lord.  Thou  art  n:oingfolordTimon's  feast. 
Apem.  Ay ;  to  see  meat  fill  knaves,  and  wine 

heat  fools. 

2  Lord.  Fare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 
Apem.  Thou  art  a  fool,  to  bid  me  farewell 

twice. 
2  Lord.  \Vhjv,  Apemantus? 
Apem.  Shooldsthavekeptone  to  thysclf,for 
I  mean  to  give  thee  none. 

1  Lord.  Hang  thyself. 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding ; 
make  thy  requests  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord.  Away,  unpeaceable   dog,    or    I'll 
spurn  thee  hence. 

Apem.  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  of  the 
ass.  [Exit 

1  Lord.  He's  opposite  to  humanity.  Come, 

shall  we  in, 
And  taste  lord  Timon's  bounty  ?  he  outgoes 
The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

2  Lord.  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god 

of  gold. 
Is  but  his  steward :   no  meed,*  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself;  no  gift  (o  him. 
But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exeeeding 
All  use  of  quittance. t 

1  Lord.  The  noblest  mind  he  carries, 
That  ever  govern'd  man. 

2.  Lord.  Long  me  he  live  in  fortunes!  Shall 
we  in  .' 

J  Lord.  1 11  keep  j'ou  company.      [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL—The  snme.~A  Room  of  State  in 
TiKo\'s  House. 

Hautboys  playing  loud  music.  A  great  banquet 
served  in;  Fi.avius  and  others  attending; 
then  enter  Timon,  Ai,ciBiAnKs,  Lucius, 
LucuLLUs,  Sempronius, flndo//*er  Athenian 
Senators,  with  Ventidius,  and  Attendants. 
Then  comes,  dropping  after  all,  Apemantus, 
discontentedly. 

Ven.  Most  honour'd  Timon,  't  hath  pleas'd 
the  gods  remember 
My  father's  age,  and  callbim  to  long  peace. 
He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich: 
Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 
To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents. 
Doubled,   witli   thanks,    and  service,    from 

whose  help 
I  deriv'd  liberty. 

Tim.  O,  by  no  means. 
Honest  Ventidius:  you  mistake  ray  love; 
I  gave  it  freely  ever ;  and  there's  none 
Can  truly  say,  he  gives,  if  he  receives: 
If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not 

dare 
To  imitate  them;  Faults  that  are  rich,  are  fair. 
Ven.  A  noble  spirit. 
[  They  all  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on 

TlMO.V. 

Tim.  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony 
Was  but  devis'd  at  first,  to  set  a  gloss 
On  faint  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 

*  Meed  here  means  desf  rt.         t  T.  e.  AH  the  customary 
I  eturns  uiiixie  in  discharge  of  o'jlijfations. 


Recanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  'tis  shown  ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship,  there  need? 

none. 
Pray,  sit;  more  welcomeareye  to  my  fortunes. 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  sit. 

1  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confess'*! 

it. 
Apem.  Ho,  ho,  confess'd  it  ?  hang'd  it,  hav« 

you  not  ? 
Tim.  O,  Apemantus  ! — you  are  welcome. 
Apem.  No. 
You  shall  not  make  me  welcome: 
I  came  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 
Tim.  Fie,  thou  art  a  churl  ;  you  have  got  a 
humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man,  'tis  much  to  blame  : 
They  say,  my  lords,  that  ira  furor  brevis  est," 
But  yond'  man's  ever  angry. 
Go  .let  him  have  a  table  by  himself ; 
For  he  does  never  aflfect  co,mpany, 
Nor  is  he  fit  for  it,  indeed. 
Apem.  Let  me  stay  at  thine  own  peril,  Ti- 
mon ; 
I  come  to  observe  ;  I  give  thee  warning  on't. 
Tim.  I  take  no  heed  of  thee  ;   thou    art   an 
Athenian;  therefore  welcome  :  I  myself  would 
have  no  power  :  pr'ythee,  let  my  meat  make 
thee  silent. 

Apem.  I  scorn  thy  meat ;  'twould  choke  me, 
for  I  should  [her 

Ne'er  flatter  thee. — O  you  gods  !  what  a  nuni- 
Of  men  eat  Timon,  and  he  sees  them  not! 
It  grieves  me,  to  see  so  many  dip  their  meat , 
In  one  man's  blood;  and  all  the  madness  is. 
He  cheers  them  up  too.t 
1  wonder,  mendare  trust  themselves  with  men: 
Methinks  they    should  invite    them  without 

knives ; 
Good  for  their  meat,  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow,  that 
Sits  next  him  now,  parts  bread  with  him,  and 

pledges 
The  breath  of  him  in  a  divided  draught. 
Is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him  :    it  has  been 
'fl  [prov'd, 

Where  a  huge  man,  I  should  fear  to  drink  at 

meals  ; 
Lest  they  should  spy  my  windpipe's  danger- 
ous notes ; 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness^  on  their 
throats. 
Tim.  My  lord,  in  heart  ;§  and  let  thehealih 
go  round. 

2  Lord.  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lorii. 
Apem  Flow  this  way !        '  [mon, 

A  brave  fellow! — he  keep?  his  tides  well.    'J"i- 
Those  healths  will  make  thee,   and  thv  state, 

look  ill. 
Hcre'sthat,  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner. 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'lhe  miiv : 
This, and  my  food,  are  equals;  there's  no  odds. 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Apemantus'  Gkace. 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf; 
/  pray  for  no  man,  bat  myself: 
Grant  [may  never  prove  so  fond,\\ 
To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond ; 
Or  a  harlot,  for  her  weeping  ; 
Or  a  dog,  that  seems  a  sleeping ; 

'■  Anfrpr  is  a  short  mndness. 

t  The  allusion  is  to  a  pack  of  hourxis  frainad  to  pursuit, 
by  being  gratified  with  the  blood  of  animal  whichtliey 
kill,and  the  wonder  is,  that  the  animal,  on  whicli  tbfy 
are  feeding',  cheers  to  tlie  chase. 

+  Armour.        §  Wilh  sincerity.  ||  Foolish. 
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Or  a  keeper  willi  my  freedom  : 
Or  my  friends,  if  I  should  need  'em. 
Amen.     So  fall  to't  : 
Rich  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root. 

[Eats  and  drinks. 
jVInch  good  dich  thy  good  heart,  Apemanfiis  ! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart's  in  the 
field  now. 

Alcih.  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my 
lord. 

Tim.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfast  of 
enemies,  than  a  dinner  of  friends. 

Albic.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord, 
there's  no  meat  like  them ;  1  could  wish  my 
best  friend  at  such  a  feast. 

Apem.  'Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine 
enemies  then;  that  then  thou  might'st  kill  'em, 
and  bid  me  to  'em. 

1  Lord.  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness, 
my  lord,  that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts, 
whereby  we  might  express  some  part  of  our 
zeals,  we  should  think  ourselves  for  ever  per- 
fect.* 

Tim.  0,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the 
gods  themselves  have  provided  that  I  shall 
have  much  help  from  you;  How  had  you  been 
my  friends  else?  why  have  you  that  charita- 
blet  title  from  thousands,  did  you  not  chiefly 
belong  to  my  heart?  I  have  told  more  of  you 
to  myself,  than  you  can  with  modesty  speak  in 
your  own  behalf;  and  thus  far  1  confirm  you. 
O,  you  gods,  think  I,  what  need  we  have  any 
friends,  if  we  should  never  have  need  of  them  ? 
they  were  tiie  most  needless  creatures  living, 
should  we  ne'er  have  use  for  them:  and  would 
most  resemble  sweet  instruments  hung  up  in 
cases,  that  keep  their  sounds  to  tiiemselves. 
^Vhy,  I  have  often  wished  myself  poorer,  that 
I  might  come  nearer  to  you.  ^Ve  are  born  to 
•do  benefits  :  and  what  better  or  properer  can 
we  call  our  own,  than  I  lie  riches  of  our  friends  ? 
O,  what  a  precious  comfort  'tis,  to  have  so 
many, likebrotherSjComniandingone  another's 
fortunes  !  O  joy,  e'en  made  away  ere  it  can  be 
^orn !  Mine  eyes  cannot  hold  out  water,  me- 
fhinks  :  to  forget  their  faults,  I  drink  to  you. 

Apem.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink, 
Timon. 

2  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our 

eyes. 
And,  at  that  instant,  like  a  babe  sprung  up. 
Apem.  Ho,  ho  !  I  laugh  to  think  that  babe  a 
bastard. 

3  Lord.  I  promise  you,  my  lord,  you  mov'd 

me  much. 
Apem.  Much.t  [Trumpet  snvnded. 

Tim.  What  means  trump  ? — How  now  1 

Enter  a  SEnvAKX. 

Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  there  are  certain 
ladies  most  desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim.  Ladies?  what  are  their  wills? 

Serv.  There  comes  with  them  a  forerunner, 
my  lord,  which  bears  that  office,  to  signify 
their  pleasures. 

Tim.  I  pray,  let  them  be  admitted. 


Elder  Cupid 

Cup.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon  ;— and  to 

all  [ses 

That  of  his  bounties  taste! — The  five  best  sen- 

*  I.  e.  AiTived  at  the  perfection  of  happiness. 
T  Kndearins;. 

J  Much,  was  formerly  an  expression  of  contemptuous 
admiraliou. 


Acknowledge  thee   their  patron  ;  and  come 

freely 
To  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom:  The  ear, 
Taste,  touch,  smell,  all  pleas'd  from  thy  table 

rise ; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  feast  thine   eyes. 
Tim.  They  are  welcome  all ;  let  them  liave 

kind  admittance: 
Music,  make  their  welcome.         [Exit  Cupid. 
1  Lord.  You  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  you 

are  belov'd. 

Music.  Re-enter  Cupid,  with  a  masque  o/ La- 
dies as  ^masons,  with  lutes  in  their  hands, 
dancing,  and  playing. 

Apem.  Hey  day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity 
comes  this  way  I 
They  dance  !  they  are  mad  women. 
Like. madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life, 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil,  and  root. 
We  make  ourselves  fools,  to  disport  ourselves ; 
And  spend  our  flatteries,  to  drink  those  men, 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again. 
With  poisonous  spite,  and  envy.     Who  lives, 

that's  not 
Depraved,  or  depraves  ?  who  dies,  that  bears 
Not  one  spurn  to  their  graves  of  their  friends' 

gift? 
I  should  fear, those,  that  dance  before  menow, 
Would  one  day  stamp  upon  me:  It  has  been 

done  ; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun. 

The  Lords  rife  from  table  with  much  adoring  nf 
Timon  ;  and,  to  show  their  loves,  each  singlea 
out  an  Amazon,  and  all  dance,  menwith  wo- 
me  n,a  lofty  strain  or  two  to  the  hautboys,  and 
cease. 

Tim.  You  liave  done  our  pleasures  much 
grace,  fair  ladies. 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was'not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind; 
You  have  added  worth  unto't,  and  lively  lus- 
tre. 
And  entertain'd  me  with  mine  own  device: 
I  am  to  thank  yon  for  it. 

1  Lady.  My  lord,  you   take  us  even  at  flie 

best. 
Apem.  'Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy;    and 
would  not  hold  taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet 
Attends    you :   Please  you  to   dispose   your- 
selves. 
All  Lad,  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exejtnt  CuriD,  and  Ladies. 

Tim.  Flavins. 

Flav.  My  lord. 

Tim.  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Flav.  Yes,  my  lord. — More  jewels  yet .' 

There  is  no  crossing  him  in  his  humour  ; 

[Jhidc. 
Else  I   should    tell   him,— Well,— i'faith,    I 
should,  [could. 

When  all's  spent,  he'd  be  cross'd*  then,  an  he 
'Tis  pity,  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind; 
That    man   might   ne'er  be   wretched  for  his 
mind.i 

[Exit,  and  returns  ivith  the  casket. 

1  Lord.  Where  be  our  men  ? 
Serv.  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

2  Lord.  Our  horses. 

Tim.  O  my  friends,  I  have  ^ne  word 

*  Shaltspeare  plays  on  the  word  crossed:  alhidlng  to 
the  piece  of  silver  money  called  a  cross. 
1  For  his  nobless  of  soul. 


Ad  IL] 

To  say  to  you : — Look  yon,  my  good  lord,  I 

must 
Entreat  you,  honour  me  so  much,  as  to 
Advance  this  jewel; 
Accept,  and  wear  it,  kind  my  lord. 

!  Lord.  1  am  so  far  already  in  your  gifts, — 

Jill.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of 
the  senate 
Newly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 

Tim.  They  are  fairly  welcome. 

Flav.  I  beseech  your  honour,  [near 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word  ;  it  does  concern   you 

Tim.  Near?  why  then  another  time  I'll  hear 
I  pr'ythee,  let  us  be  provided  [thee. 

To  show  them  entertainment. 

Flav,  I  scarce  know  how.  [Aside. 

Enter  another  Servant. 

2  Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  the  lord 

Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  (o  you 
Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 
Tim.  I  shall  accept  them  fairly:  let  the  pre- 
sents 

Enter  a  third  Servant. 

Be  worthily  entertained. — How  now,   what 
news  ? 

3  Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable 
gentleman,  LordLucullus,  entreats  your  com 
pany  to-morrow  to  hunt  with  him  ;  and  has 
sent  your  honour  two  brace  of  greyhounds. 

Tim.  I'll  hunt  with  him;  And  let  them  be 
Not  without  fair  reward.  [receiv'd, 

Flav.  [aside.]  What  will  this  come  to? 
He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great 
And  ail  out  of  an  empty  coffer. —  [gifts, 

Nor  will  he  know  his  purse;  or  yield  me  this, 
To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  heart  is. 
Being  of  no  power  to  make  his  wishes  good; 
His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state, 
That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes 
For  every  word  ;  he  is  so  kind,  tliat  he  now 
Fays    interest  for't  ;  his  lands   put   to  their 

books. 
Well,  would  I'were  gently  put  out  of  office, 
Before  I  were  forc'd  out! 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed. 
Than  such  as  do  even  enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 
Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own 

merits: — 
Here,  my  lord,  a  trifle  of  our  love. 

'2  Lord.  With  "more  than  common  thanks  I 

will  receive  it. 
3  Lord.  O,  he  is  tiie  very  soul  of  bounty! 
Tim.  And   now  I  remember  me,  my  lord, 
you  gave 
Good  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on :   it  is  yours,  because  you  lik'd  it. 
2  Lord.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord, 

in  that. 
Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I 
know,  no  man 
Can  justly  praise,  but  what  he  does  effect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  affection  with  mine  own; 
I'll  tell  you  true.     I'll  call  on  you. 
All  Lords.  None  so  welcome. 
Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give; 
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Methinks,   I   could   deaP   kingdoms  to  my 

friends. 
And  ne'er  be  weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich, 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee;  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead;  and  all  the  lands  thou 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field.  [has't 

Alcib.   Ay,  defiled  land,  my  lord. 

1  Lord.  We  are  so  virtuously  bound, 
Tim.  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord.  So  infinitely  endear'd, 

Tim.  All  to  you.t — Lights,  more  lights. 

1  Lord.  The  best  of  happiness,  [mon .' 

Honour,  and  fortunes,  keep  with  you,  lordTi- 
Tim.  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Exeunt  Alcibiades,  Lords,  &c, 
Afem.  What  a  coil's  here  ! 
Serving  of  becks,t  and  jutting  out  of  bums  1 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.    Friendship's  full  of 
dregs:  [legs. 

Methinks, false  hearts  should  never  have  sound 
Thus   honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on 
court'sies. 
Tim.  Now,    Apeicantus,  if  thou  wert  not 
I'd  be  good  to  thee.  [sullen, 

.4/Jem.  No,  I'll  nothing:  for,  [left 

If  I  should  be  brib'd  too,  tliere  would  be  none 
To  rail  upon  thee:  and  then  thou  would'st  siu 

the  faster, 
Thou  giv'st  so  long,  Timon,  I  fear  me,  thou 
Wilt  give  away  thyself  in  jjajier^^  shortly: 
What  need  these  feasts  pomps,  and  vain  glo- 
ries? 
Tim.  N.'iy, 
And  you  begin  to  rail  on  society  once, 
I  am  sworn,  not  to  give  regard  to  you. 
Farewell;  and  come  with  better  music.  [Exit. 

Apem.  So; — 
Thou 'It  not  hear    me   now, — thou  shalt  not 

then,  I'll  lock 
Thy  lieavenjj   from  thee.     O,  that  men's  cars 

should  be 
To  counsel  deaf,  but  not  to  flattery  !       [Exit. 

ACT  II. 

SCEJVE  L — The  same. — JlRoom  in  a 
Senator's  House. 

Evter  a  Senator,  with  papers  in  his  hand. 

Sen.  And  late,  five  tkousaud  to  Varro;  and 
to  Isidore  [sum, 

He  owes  nine  thousand  ;  besides  my  former 
Which  makes  it  five  and  twenty. — Still  in  mo- 
tion 
Of  raging  waste  ?   It  cannot  hold ;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  gold,  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog, 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  dog  coins  gold  :  1 
Ifl  would  sell  my  horse,  and  buy  twenty  more 
Better  than  he,  why,  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  straight. 
And  able  horses:  No  porter  at  his  gate; 
But  rather  one  that  smiles,  and  still  invites 
All  that  pass  by.    It  cannot  hold;  no  reason 
Can  found  his  state  in  safety.     Caphis,  ho! 
Caphis,  1  say  ! 

Enter  Caphis. 

Caph.  Here,  Sir;  What  is  your  pleasure ? 

*  i.  e.  Could  dispense  them  on  every  side  with  an  np- 
grudging  distribulion,  like  that  with  which  I  could  deal 
but  cards. 

I  i.  e.  All  happiness  to  you.        J  Offeringf  salutions. 
§  i.  e.  Be  ruined  by  liis  securities  entered  into. 

II  By  his  heaven  he  mean;?  good  a<Hirf,  (he  only 
th  in  eb^WiicMi^Oulc^^jmjj^ 
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Sen.   Get  on  your  rloack,  and  haste  you  to 
loicl  Timon  ; 
Importune  him  for  my  monies;  bonotceas'd* 
With  slight  denial :  nor  then  silenc'd,  when — 
Commend  me  to  your  7nas'r.r — and  the  rap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus  : — but  tell  liim, 

Sirrah, 
I\Iy  uses  cry  to  me,  1  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own  ;  his  days  and  times  are  past, 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracteil  dates 
Have  smit  my  credit :  I  love,  andhonour  him; 
But  must  not  break  my  back,  to  heal  his  fin- 
ger : 
Immediate  are  my  needs  ;  and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toss'd  and  turn'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  supply  immediate.  Get  you  gone  : 
Put  on  ii  most  importunate  aspect, 
A  visage  of  demand  :  for,  I  do  fear, 
AVlien  every   feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing, 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull, 
Which  flashes  now  a  phccnix.  Get  you  gone. 

Cnph.  I  go.  Sir  ? 

Sen.  I  go,  Sir  ? — take  thebonds  along  with 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt.  [>'""> 

Capli.    1  sviii,  Sir. 

Sen,  Go.  lExeunl. 

Scene  II. —  The  same. — .1  Hall  in  Ttmon's 

Hott.'sr. 
Enter  Fi-avii.s,  with  many  hills  in  his  hand. 
Flav.  No  care,  no  stop!    so  senseless  of 
e.iipeuse. 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it, 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot :  Takes  no  account 
Howthings  go  from  him  ;  nor  resumi-s  nocare 
Of  what  is  to  continue  ;  Never  mind 
A\'as  to  be  so  unwise,  to  he  so  kind. 
What  shall  be  done?  He  will  not  hear,  till  feel: 
I  must  be  round  with  him  now  he  comes  from 

hunting. 
Fie,  fic,  fie,  fie  ! 

Enter  Cwnis,  and  the  Servants  of  Isidore 
and  V'a«ko. 

Caph.  dood  even,t  V\irro:  what, 
YoM  come  for  money  ? 

('«»•.  Sen.  Is't  not  your  business  too  ? 

Cnph.  It  is  ; — .And  yours  too,  Isidore  ? 

/.?/(/.  Serv.    It  is  so. 

Caph.  '^Voul<l  we  were  all  discharg'd! 

Var.  Serv.  1  fear  it. 

Caph.   Here  comes  the  lord. 

E/(/fr  TritoN,  Alcibi\dks,  a?u/ Lords,  ^t- 

Tim.    So  soon  as  dinner's  done,  we'll  forth 
again,]: 
My  Alcibiades. — Willi  me  ?  VVhai'syour  will? 

Caph.  -My  lord,iiercis  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim.  Dues  .''  Whence  are  you  .•' 

Caph.   Of   Athens  here  my  lord. 

Tim.  Go  to  my  steward. 

Cajih.  Please  it   }our  lord^hij),  he  hath  put 
me  ofl' 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month  : 
My  iTiasler  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion. 
To  call  upon  his  own;  an<i humbly praysyou, 
That  with  your  other  noble  parts  you'll  suit, 
In  giving  him  his  right, 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 
1  pr'ythce,  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Caph.  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Tim.  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

*  Stoppeil.  t  Good  even  wa-«  the  usual  salutation 

f.tom  noon.        X  I.  e.  To  hunting ;  in  our  author's  time 
it  was  the  custom  to  hunt  as  wtU  after  dinner  as  before,  j 


Var.  Serv.   One  V'arro's  servant,  my  good 

lonl. — 
hid.  Serv.  From  Isidore  ; 

He  humbly  prays  your  speedy  pavment, 

Capli.  If  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  masters 

wants, 

Var.  Serv.  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord, 
six  weeks, 

And  past, 

Isid.  Serv.    Your  steward   puts  me  ofT,  mv 
lord  ; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Give  me  breath  : 

I  do  bcseecli  you,  good  my  lord,  keep  en  u 

[Exeunt  Alcibiades  and  Lords. 

I'll  wait  npon    you  instantly. — Come  hither, 

pray  you,  [To  Flavhts, 

He  goes  the   world,  that   I  am  thus  eneoun- 

ter'd 
With  clamorous  demandsof  date-hroke  bonds, 
And  the  detention  of  long-since-due  debts, 
Againct  my  honour  ? 

Flav.   Please  you,  gentlemen. 
The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business  : 
Your  importunacy  cf  nse,  till  after  dinner  ; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  imdcrstand 
Wherefore  yon  are  not  paid. 
Tim.   Do  so,  my  frieiuls  : 
See  them  well  entertaiu'd.  [Exit  Timov. 

Flav.  I  pray,  draw  near.       [£j.v7  Flavius. 

Enter  Apemantus  and  a  Fool. 

Caph.  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with 
Apemantus ;  let's  have  some  sport  with  'ent. 

J'ar.  Serv.  IJang  him,  he'll  abuse  tis. 

hid.  Serv.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog  .' 

Far.  Serv.  How  dost,  fool  ? 

Apcm.  Dost  di.doguewith  thy  shadow  i" 

Var.  Serv.   I  speak  not  to  thee. 

Jjpem.   No  ;  'tis  to  thyself, — Come  awav. 
[To  the  Foot . 

Isid.  Serv.  [To  Var.  Serv]  There 's the fo(d 
Hangs  on  your  back  already. 

Ape.n.  No,  thou  staud'st  single,  thou  art  not 
on  him  yet. 

Caph.   Where's  the  fool  now  ? 

Apem.  He  last  asked  (he  question. — Poor 
rogues,  and  usurers'  men !  baw  ds  between  gold 
and  want ! 

All.  Serv.    What  are  we,  Apemantus  .' 

Apem.   Asses. 

All  Serv.   Why  ? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and 
do  not  know  yourselves. — Speak  to  'em,  fool. 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen  ? 

All  Sen-.  Gramercies,  good  fool:  How  does 
3'our  mistress  .'' 

Fool.  She's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald 
such  chickens  as  vou  are.  'Woidd,  we  couid 
see  you  at  Corinth. 

Apem.  Good  !  gra mercy. 

Elder  Pace. 

Fool.  Look  yoa,  here  comes  my  mi;(rrss* 
page. 

Page.  [To  the  Fool.]  Why,  how  now,  cap- 
lain  ?  what  do  you  in  this  wise  company  .' — 
How  dost  thou,  .\pemantus  ? 

Apem.  'Woufd  I  had  a  rod  in  my  mouth, 
that  I  might  answer  thee  profitably. 

Fag,e.  Pr'ythce,  Apemantus,  read  me  the 
superscription  of  these  letters ;  I  know  not 
which  is  which. 

.9pe7n.  Canst  not  read  ? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.There  will  little  learning  die  then, 
that  day  thou  art   hanged.     This    is  to  lord 
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Timon;  this  to  Alcibiades.  Go;  thou  wastboni 
A  bastard,  and  thou  'It  die  a  bawd. 

rage.  Tliou  wast  vvlielpcd  a  dog ;  and  tliou 
Shalt  famish,  u  <loj;'s  death.  Ansvycr  not,  I 
an)  gone.  [Exit  Pace. 

.'Ipcm.  Even  so  fliou  ont-rnn'st  grace.  Fool, 
I  ^l  go  with  you  to  Lord  Tiuion's. 

Fool.  AVill  you  leave  nie  there  ? 

Apetn.  If'Tinion  stay  at  home.— You  three 
serve  three  usurers  ? 
'  Jill  Serv.  Ay,  'would  they  served  us  ! 

.Ipem.  So  would  I,— as  good  a  trick  as  ever 
han>cinan  served  ihief. 

Fool.  Are  you  three  usurers'  men  't 

All  Sen.  Ay,  iool. 

Fool.  I  tiiink,  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  (o 
his  servant :  My  mistress  is  one,  and  1  am  her 
fool.  When  men  coaie  to  borrow  ol"  your  mas- 
ters, they  approach  sadly,  and  go  away  mer- 
ry: but  they  enter  my  mistress'  liouse  nieriily, 
and  go  away  sadiy  :  The  reason  of  this  ■ 

Far.  Serv.  1  could  render  one. 

Aptm.  Do  ittiien,tiiat  we  may  accountthee 
a  whorcmaster,and  aknave;  which,  notwith- 
standing, thou  shalt  be  no  less  esteemed. 

Viir.  Serv.  What  is  a  whoremaster,   fool  ? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something 
like  thee.  'Tis  a  spirit  :  sometime,  it  appears 
like  a  lord  :  sometime,  like  a  lawyer  ;  some- 
time, like  a  pliilosopber,  with  two  stones  more 
than  his  artificial  one  :  He  is  very  often  like 
a  knight ;  and,  generally  in  all  shapes,  that 
man  goes  up  and  down  in,  from  fourscore  to 
thirteen,  this  spirit  walks  in. 

I'ar.  Serv.   Thou   ai't  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fool.  Nor  tliou  altogether  a  wise  man  :  as 
)nuch  foolery  as  i  have,  so  much  wit  thou 
lackest. 

./ipem.  That  answer  might  have  become 
Apemantus. 

Alt  Serv.  Aside,  aside;  here  comes  lord 
Tiinon. 

Re-cnlcr  Timon  and  Flavius. 

A  pern.    Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 
Fool.  I  do    not   always  follow  lover,  elder 
lirother,  aod  women;  sometime,  the  pljiloso- 
pher.  [E.veu)ii  Apemantus  and  Fool. 

Flav.  'Pray  you,  walk  near ;  I'll  speak  with 
you  anon,  ^[Exeunt  Serv. 

Tim.  You  make  me   marvel  :  Wherefore, 
ere  this  time. 
Had  you  not  fully  laid  my  state  before  me  ; 
That  I  might  so  have  rated  my  e.'cpense. 
As  i  had  leave  of  means  ? 

Flav.    You  would  not  hear  mc, 
At  many  leisures  I  propos'd. 

Tim.  Go  to  : 
Perchance,  some  single  vantages  you  tookj 
When  my  indisposition  put  you  back  ; 
\nd  that  unaptness  made  your  minisier, 
liius  to  excuse  yourself. 

Flav.  0  my  good  lord  ! 
At  many  times  I  brouglit  in  my  account.^, 
'     Laid  them  before  you  ;  you  would  throw  them 
ofl", 
And  say,  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
-   When,  for  some  trilling  present,  you  have  bid 
me 
Tteturn  so  much,*  I  have  shook  my  head,  and 

wept ; 
Yea,  'gainst  the  authority  of  manners,  pray'd 

you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close  ;  I  did  endure 

'  He  does  uot  mean,  so  great  a  sum,  but  a  certainsum. 


Not   seldom,   nor    no  slight   checks  ;  when  I 

■  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate. 
And  your  great  "tlow  of  debts.  IVly  dear-lov'd 

lord,  [time. 

Though  you  hear  now,  (too  late!)  yet  novv's  a 
The  greatest  of  your  having  lacks  a  half 
To  pay  your  present  debts. 
Tim.  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 
Flav.    'Tis  all   engag'd,  some  forfeited  and 

gone  ; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  moiitU 
Of  present  dues  :  the  future  comes  apace  : 
What  shall  defend  the  interim  .■■  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning  .' 

y'JHi.  To  Laceducmon  did  my  land    extend. 
Flat:  O  n)y  good  lord,  the    world   is  but  <i 

word  ;* 
Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone  :* 
Tim.  You  tell  me  true. 
Flav.  Ifyou  suspect  my  husbaiulry, or  false- 
Call  me  before  the  exactest  auditors,  [hood, 
And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless 

me. 
When  all  our  offices!  have  been  oppress'd 
With  riotous  feeders  ;  when  our   vaults  hav« 

wept 
With  drunken  spilth  of  wine;  wheneveryroom 
Hath  blaz'd  with  lights,  and  bray'd  with  miu- 

stressly  ; 
I  have  retir'd  me  to  a  wasteful  cock,t 
And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 
Tim.  Pr'yihee,  no  more. 
Flav.  Heavens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  of 

tiiis  lord  !  [sants. 

How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves  and  pea- 
This  night  englutted  !  Who  is  not  Timon's  ? 
What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  but  is 

lord  Timon's  ? 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon  ? 
Ah  !  when  the  means  are  gone,  that  buy  this 

praise. 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  made: 
Feast-won,    fast-lost ;  one     cloud  of  winter 

sliowers, 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  further  : 
No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  pass'd  my  heart'. 
Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  dost  thou  weep  ?  Canst  thou   the  con- 

science  lack. 
To  think  f  shall  lack  friends?  Secure  thyheart; 
If  I  would  liroach  the  vessels  of  my  love, 
And  try  the  argument^  of  hearts  by  borrow- 

Men,  and  men's  fortunes,  could  I  frankly  use, 
As  1  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav.  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts  ! 

Tim.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine 
are  cro\vii'd,]| 
That  I  account  them  blessings  ;  for  by  these 
Shall  I  try  friends  :  You  shall  perceive,  how 
you  [friends. 

I\Iistake    my  fortunes  ;  I  am   wealthy  in  my 
Wiliiin  there,  ho ! — Flaminius  !   Servilius  ! 

Enter  Flajunius,  Seuvilujs,  and  other 
Sekv^nts. 

Serv.  My  lord,  my  lord,-  ■    - 

*  i.  e-  As  the  world  itself  may  Ijp  comprised  in  a  word, 
you  might  five  ilaway  in  abreadi, 

t  Tht"  apartments  allotted  to  culinary  odicers,  &<-. 
+  Apipewiili  a  tuniinif  stopple  runninsj  t<»  wa5le. 

*  If  I  would,  (says  Timon,)  by  borrowing  try  of  wliat 
men's  hearts  are  composed,  wliat  they  have  in  them,  &c- 

II  i)i'3'uiliv:d,  luade  respectable. 
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[Settle  I- 


Tim.  I  will  (lespafcii  you   severally.— You,  < 
•o  lord  Lucius, — 
To  lord  Lucullus  you  :  I  hunted  with  his 
Honour  to-day; — You,  to  Sempronius; 
Commend  me  to  their  loves;  and, !  am  proud, 

say> 
Thatmy  occasions  have  found  time  to  use  them 
'J'oward  a  supply  of  money  :  let  the  request 
Be  fifty  talents. 

Flam.  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 
Flav.  Lord    Lucius,  and    Lord   Lucullus .' 
humph  !  [Aside. 

Tim.  Go  you,  Sir,  [  To  another  Serv.]  to  the 
senators, 
(Of  whom,  even    to  the  state's  best    liealth,! 
have  [stant 

Deserv'd  this  liearin-::,)  bid  'em  send  o'thein- 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 
Flav.   I  have  been  bold, 
CFor  that  I  knew  it  the  mostgener.il  way,) 
To  them  to  use  your  signet,  and  your  name  ; 
But  they  do  shake  their  heaas,  and  I  am  here 
iS'o  richer  in  return. 

Tim.  Is't  true  ?  can  it  be  ? 
Flav.  They  answer,   in  a  joint  and  corpo- 
rate voice, 
That  now  they  are   at  fall,*  want   treasure, 

cannot 
Do  what  they  would;  are  sorry — you  are  hon- 
ourable,— 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — they  know 

not—  but 
Something   hath  been  amiss — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench — would  all  were  well — 

'tis  pity — 
And  so,  intendingf  other  serious  matters. 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  frac- 
tions,! 
With  certain  half-caps,§  and  cold  moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tim.  You  gods,  reward  them  I — 
1  pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly  ;  These  old  fel- 
lows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  them  hereditary: 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows  ; 
'  Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth,  they  are  not  kind; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows   again  toward  earlh. 
Is  fashion'd  for  the  journey,  dull,  and  heavy. — 
Go  to  Ventidius,— [To  aSERV.]  Pr'ythee,  [To 

Flavius,]  be  not  sad. 
Thou  art   true,   and   honest ;  ingeniouslyjl  I 

speak, 
No  blame  belongs  to  thee: — [To Serv.]  Ven- 

tidius  lately 
Buried  his  father;  by  whosedeath,he'sstepp'd 
Into  a  great  estate :  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprison'd,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
Iclear'd  him  with  five  talents;  Greet  iiim  from 
Bid  him  suppose,  some  good  necessity     [me; 
Touches   his   friend,    which   craves  to  be  re- 

raember'd 
With  thrtse  five  talents;— that  had, — [To  Fjla.] 

give  it  these  fellows 
To  whom  'tis   instant   due.    Ne'er  speak,  or 
think,  [sink. 

That  Timon's  fortunes    'mong  his  friends  can 
Flav.  \  would,  I  could  not    think  it ;  That 
thought  is  bounty's  foe  ; 
Being  freeU  itself,  it  thinks  all  others  so. 

[Exeunt. 

*  i.  e.  At  an  ehb. 

t  Inteniling,  had  anciently  the  same  meaning  as  at- 
tpndinp'-       "         %  Broken  hints,  abrupt  remarks. 
ci  A  half-cap  is  a  cap  slightly  moved,  not  put  ofl'. 
fl  For  ingenuously. 
1?  Liberal,  not  parsimoniou? . 


ACT  in. 

SCEjVE  /.—  The  same. — A  Eoovi  in  Lucul- 
lus' House. 
Flaminius  waiting.  Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 

Serv.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you,  he  is  com- 
ing down  to  you,  .m 

Flam.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 
Serv.  Here's  my  lord. 
Lucul.  [.^side.]  Oue  of  lord  Timon's  men  ^ 
a  gift,  I  warrant.  Why,  this  hits  right  ;  I 
dreamt  of  a  silver  basin  and  ewer  to-night. 
Flaminius,  honest  Flaminius ;  you  are  very 
respectively*  welcome.  Sir. — Fill  me  some 
wine. — [Exit  Servant.]  And  how  does  thai 
honourable  ,  complete,  free-hearted  gentle- 
man of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord 
and  master  ? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well.  Sir, 
Lucul.  I  am    right  glad  that  his  health  is 
well,  Sir :  And  what  hast  thou  there   under 
thy  cloak,  pretty  Flaminius  ? 

Flam.  'Faith,  nothing  but  an  empty  box, 
Sir;  which,  in  my  lords  behalf,  I  come  to  en- 
treat your  honour  to  supply  ;  who,  having 
great  and  instant  occasion  to  use  fifty  talents, 
hath  sent  to  your  lordship  to  furnish  him  ; 
nothing  doubting  your  present  assistance 
therein. 

Lucul.  La,  la,   la,  la, — nothing   doubting, 
says  he.'  alas,  good  lord!  a  noble  gentleman 
'tis,  if  he  would  not  keep    so  good  a  house. 
Many  a  time  and  often  1  have  dined  with  him 
and  told  him  on't  ;  and  come  again  to  supper 
to  him,  of  purpose  to  have  him  spend  less;  and 
yet  he  would   embrace  no  counsel,  take  no 
warning  by  my  coming.    Every  man  has  his 
fault,  and    honestyt  in    his  ;  I  have    told  him 
on't,  but  I  could  never  get  him  from  it. 
Re-enter  Servant,  with  wine. 
Serv.  Pleaseyour  lordship,  here  is  the  wine, 
Lucul.  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  tbee  always 
wise.     Here's  to  thee. 

Flam-  i'our  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 
Lucul.  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a 
towardly  prompt  spirit, — give  thee  thy  due, — 
and  one  that  knows  what  belongs  to  reason  : 
and  canst  use  the  time  well,  if  the  time  use 
thee  well :  good  parts  in  thee. — Get  you  gone. 
Sirrah.— [To //le  Servant,  w/io  goes  out.]— 
Draw  nearer,  honest  Flaminius.  Thy  lord's  a 
bountiful  gentleman  :  but  thou  art  wise  ;  and 
thou  knowest  well  enough,  although  thou 
comest  to  me,  that  this  is  no  time  to  lend 
money ;  especially  upon  bare  friendship,  with- 
out security.  Here's  three  soUdares  for  thee; 
good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  say  thou  saw'st 
me  not,  Fare  thee  well. 
Flam.  Is't  possible,  the  world  should  so 
much  differ  ;  [ness, 

And  we  alive,  that  liv'd?i  Fly, damned  base- 
To  him  that  worships  thee. 

[Throwing  the'money  aicay. 
Lucul.  Ha!  Now  I  see  thou  art  a  fool,  and 
fit  for  thy  master.  [Exit  Lucullus. 

Flam.  May  these   add  to  the   number  that 
may  scald  thee  ! 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation. 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend,  and  not  himself  ! 
Has  friendship  such  a  faint  and  milky  heart, 
It  turns  in  less  that  two  nighu  .'    O  you  gods 

*  For  respectfully,    t  Honesty  here  means  liberality, 

*  i.  e."'  And  we  who  were  alive  then,  alive  now. 
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I  feel  my  master's  passion  !*  This  slave  say :— I  wasscndmg  to  use  lord  limon  mysell, 

Unto  his  honour,  has  my  lord's  meat  in  him  :   these  gentlemen  cnii  witness  ;  but  I  would  not, 
VVhv  should   it  thrive,  and  turn  to  nutriment,  for  the  wealth  of  Athens,  I  had  done  it  now. 

Commend  me  bountifully  to   his  good   lord- 
ship ;  and  I  hope,  his  honour   will  conceive 


When  he  is  turn'd  to  poison 

O,  may  diseases  only  work  upon'tl 

And,  when    he  is  sick   to  death,  let  not   that  ,  tiie  fairest  of  me,  because  1  have  no  power  to 


part  of  nature 
Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour  !f 

[Exit- 

SCEjYE  II.— The  same.— a  public  place. 

Enter  Lucius,  icilli  three  Strangers. 
Luc.  Who,  the  lord  Timon?  he  is  my  very 
good  friend,  and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Slran.  We  knowj  him  for  no  less,  though 
V  e  are  but  strangers  to  him.  Rut  I  can  tell 
vou  one  thing,  my  lord,  and  which  I  hear 
"from  common  rumours  ;  now  lord  Timon's 
happy  hours  are  done§  and  past,  and  his  es- 
tate shrinks  from  him. 

Luc.  Fie  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot 
want  for  money. 

2  Stran.  But  believe  you  this,  my  lord,  that, 
not  long  ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  thelord 
Lucullus,  to  borrow  so  many  talents;  nay, 
urged  extremely  for't,  and  showed  what  ne- 
cessity belonged  to't,  and  yet  was  denied. 

Luc.   How  ?  , 

2  Slran.  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 

Luc.  What  a  strange  case  was  tiiat  ?  now, 
before  the  gods,  I  am  ashamed  on't.  Denied 
that  honourable  man  ?  there  was  very  little, 
honour  showed  in't.  For  my  own  part,  I  must 
needs  confess,  I  have  received  some  small 
kinilness  from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels, 
and  such  like  trifles,  nothing  comparing  to 
his  ;  yet,  had  he  mistook  him,  and  sent  to 
me,  I  should  ne  er  have  denied  his  occasion 
so  many  talents. 


k 


Enter  Servilius. 
Ser.  See,  by  good   hap,  yonder's  my  lord  ; 
I  have  sweat   to  si^e  his    honour. — My  hon- 
oured lord,—  [To  Lucius. 

Luf.  Servilius  !  you  are  kindly  met,  Sir. 
Fareihee  well: — Commend  me  to  thy  honour- 
able-virtuous lord,   ray  very  exquisite  friend. 
Ser.  Way  it  please  your  honour,  my    lord 

liatli  sent " 

Luc.  Ha  !  what  has  he  sent  ?  I  am  so  much 
endeared  to  that  lord  ;  he's  ever  sending; 
How  shall  I  thank  him,  tliinkest  thou?  And 
what  has  he  sent  now  .^ 

Ser.  He  has  only  sent  his  present  occasion 
now,  my   lord  ;  requesting  your  lordship   to 
supply  his  instant  use  with  so  many  talents. 
Luc.  I  know,  his  lordship  is  but  tnerry  with 
me  ; 
He  cannot  want  fifty-five  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  mean  time  he  wants  less,  my 
Tfhis  occasion  were  not  virtuous, ||  [lord. 

I  should  not  urge  it  half  so  faithfully, 

Imc.  Dost  thou  speak  serious!}',  Servilius  .'' 
Ser,  Upon  my  .<:(>ul,  'tis  true,  SiV. 
Luc.  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I,  to  disfiu-- 
nish  myself  against  such  a  good  time,  wh»n  I 
might  have  shown  myself  iuinourablc  .'  how 
unluckily  it  happened  that  Ishould  purchase 
the  day  before  for  alittle  part, andundo  a  great 
deal  of  honour  ? — Servilius,  now  I'lYort;  the 
gods,  I  ara  not  able  to  do't ;  the  more  beast,  I 

"  Suffering;  "  By  his  blood  v  cross  and  passiou."  Li- 
tur^'- 
t  i.  e,  Hss  life.       J  Acknowledg:e.        §  Consumed- 
II  "  If  he  did  not  want  it  tor  a  good  use." 


be  kind  :  And  tell  him  this  from  me,  I  count 
it  one  of  my  greatest  afilictious,  say,  that  I 
cannot  pleasure  such  an  honourable  gentle- 
man. Good  Servilius,  will  you  befriend  me  so 
far,  as  to  use  mine  own  words  to  him  ? 

Ser.  Yes,  Sir,  1  shall. 

Luc.  I  will  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Servi- 
lius.—  [Exit  Servilius. 
True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrunk,  indeed  ; 
And  he,  that's  once  denied,  will  hardly  speed, 
[Exit  Lucius. 

1  Slran.  Do  you  observe  this,  Hostilius? 

2  Stran.  Ay,  too  well. 
1  Slran.  Why  this 

Is  the  world's  soul ;  and  just  of  the  same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.     Who  can  call  hini 
His  friend,  that  dips  in  the  same  dish  ?  for,  iu 
My  knowing,  Timon  bath  been  this  lord's  fa- 
And  kept  his  credit  with  his  purse;         [ther, 
Supported  his  estate  ;  nay,  Timon's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages:  He  ne'er  drinks, 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip  ; 
And  3'et,  (O,  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape  '.) 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his. 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars, 

3  Stran.  Religion  groans  at  it, 
1  Stran.  For  mioe  own  part, 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life, 

Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me, 

To  mark  me  for  his  friend  ;  yet,  I  protest, 

For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 

And  honourable  carriage. 

Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me,^ 

i  would  have  put  my  wealth  info  donation,*' 

And  the  best  half  should  havereturn'd  to  him, 

So  much  I  love  his  heart .   But  I  perceive, 

Men  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense  : 

For  policy  sits  above  conscience.      [Exeunt. 


SCEjYE  III.- 


-The  same.— A  Room  in  Sem- 
pRONius'  house. 


Enter  SEMPRONius.ojfrf  a  Servant  o/ Timon's, 
Sem,  Must  he  needs  trouble  me  in't  ? 
Humph!  'Bove  all  others? 
He  might  have  tried  lord  Lucius,  or  Lucullus  ; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  lie  redeem'd  from  prison:  All  these 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him.  [three 

Serv.   0  my  lord. 
They  have  all  been  touch'd,t  and   found  base 

metal:  for 
They  have  all  denied  him  ? 

Stm.  How  !  h.'ivethcy  denied  him? 
Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him  ? 
And  does  he  send  to  me?  Three?  humph  !— < 
It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgement  in  him. 
Must   I  be  his  last  refuge  I  His  friends,    like 

physicians, 
Thrive,  give  him  over  ;  Must  I  take  the  cure 

upon  me  ?  [him, 

He  has  much  di.^grac'd  me  in't;  lam  angry  at 
That  might  have   known  my*p]ace:  I  see  no 

sense  for't. 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first  ; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  receiv'd  gift  from  him  : 

*•  This  means,  to  put  his  wealth  down  in  account  as  a 
donation.  t  Tried. 


TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 


i!8t) 

And  does  he  tliink  so  liackwaidly  of  rae  now, 
That  I'll  requite  it  lasl?  No:  So  it  may  iirovc 
All  argument  of  laughter  to  the  rest, 
And  [  amongst  the  lords  be  thought  a  fool. 
1  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  thrice  the  sum, 
lie  hud   sent  to  urn  fust,  but  fur  my  miud's 

sake ; 
I  had  such  a  courage*  to  do  him  good.     But 

now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join; 
■Who  bates  mine  honour,   shall  not  know  my 

coin.  [ExU. 

Sen'.  Excellent!  Your  lordship'.s  a  goodly 
villaiD.  The  devil  knew  not  what  he  did, 
when  he  made  man  politic;  he  crossed  himself 
bv't:  and  1  cannot  think,  but,  in  the  end,  the 
villanies  of  man  will  set  him  clear.  How 
fairly  this  lord  strives  to  apear  foul !  takes 
virtuous  copies  to  be  wicked;  like  those  that, 
under  hot  ardent  zeal,  would  set  whole  realms 
on  fire. 

Of  such  a  nature  is  his  polilic  love. 
This  way  my  lord's  best  hojie;  now  all  are  fled, 
Save  the  gods  only.  Now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their 

wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows  ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth,  must   keep  his 

house.!  [Exit. 

SCEXE  IV.— The  same.— .i  Hall  in  Tmo^^'s 

House- 
Elder  two  Servants  of  Varro,  and  the  Servant 

of  Lvcivs,  tnedinir Tit ivs,  HoKTENsius,a'/ifZ 

other  Servants  to  Timon's  Creditors,  waiting 

his  coming  out. 

Var.  Serv.  Well  met ;  good-morrow,  Titus 
and  Hortensius. 

Til.  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro. 

Hur.  Lucius? 
What,  do  we  meet  together  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Ay,  and,  I  think, 
One  business  does  command  us  all;  for  mine 
li  inone^'. 

Tit.  So  is  theirs  and  ours. 

Enter  Puilotus. 

Luc.  Serv.  And  Sir 
I'liilotus  too ! 

Phi.  Good  day  at  once. 

Luc.  Serv.  Welcome,  good  brother. 
What  do  you  think  the  hour? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

l,uc.  Serv.  So  much  ! 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet  .' 

Luc.  Serv,  Not  yet. 

Phi.  I  wonder  on't ;  lie  was   wont  to  shine 
at  seven. 

Lv.c  Serv.   \y,  but  the  days    are  waxed 
shorter  with  him : 
"Vou  must  consider,  that  a  prodigal  cours 
l>like  tlie  sun's  ;t  but  not,  like  his,  recoverable. 
I  fear, 

'i'is  deepest  winter  in  lord  Tiinon's  purse; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough,  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.  I  am  of  your  fear  for  tliat. 

Tit.  Til  show  you  how  to  observe  a  strange 
Your  lord  sends  now  for  money.  [event. 

Hor.  Most  true,  he  docs. 

'i'i7.  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's 
For  which  I  wait  for  money.  [S'ft, 

Hor.  It  is  against  my  heart, 

•Ardour,  eager  desu-e.       t|  1.  e.  Keep  within  doors  Tor 
if-'.i-  ol'iluDS.        1 1,  e.  Like  him  in  blaze  and  splendour. 


[Scene  IV. 


Luc.  Serv.  MarU,  how  strange  it  shows, 
Tinion  in  this  sliould  pay  more  tiian  he  owes  : 
And  e'en  as    if  your    lord  should  wear  rich 
And  send  for  money  fer  'em.  [jewels, 

Hor.  I  am  weary  cf  this  charge,*  the  gods 
can  witness  : 
I  know,  my  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon's  wealth, 
Aud   now  ingratitude    makes  it  worse    than 
stealth. 
I  Var.  Serv.    Yes,  mine's   three  thousand 

crowns:  What's  yours? 
Luc.  Serv.  Five  thousand  mine. 
1  ?  e/.  Sen.  "I'm  much  deep  :  and  it  should 
seem  by  the  sura, 
Your  master's  confidence  was  above  mine  : 
Else,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flxui^ivs. 

Tit.  One  of  lord  Timon's  rnen. 

Luc.  Serv.  Flaminius  !  Sir,  a  word:  'Prav^ 
is  my  lord  ready  to  come  forth? 

Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 

Tii.  We  attend  his  lordship;  pray,  signify 
so  much. 

Fluni.  I  need  not  tell  Iilin  that ;  he  knows, 
you  are  too  diligent.  [Exit  Flaminius. 

Enter  Flavius  in  a  cloak,  muffled. 

Luc.  Serv.  Ha  I  is  not  that  his  steward  muf- 
fled so ! 
He  ?oes  away  in  a  clould  :  call  him,  call  him. 
Tit.  Do  you  hear.  Sir? 

1  Ver.  .itn-.  By  your  leave,  Sir, 

Fla.  What  do  you  ask  of  nie,  uiy  friend  ? 
Tit.  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  Sir. 
Ftav.  Ay, 
If  money  weieas  certain  as  your  waiting, 
'Twere  sure  enough.  Why  then  preferr'd  you 
not  ■      [eat 

Your  sums  and  bills,  when  your  false  masters 
Of  my  lord's  meat  ?    Then  they  could  smile, 

and  fawn 
Upon  his  debts,  and  take  down  the  interest 
Into  their  gluttonous    maws.     You   do  your- 
selves but  wrong. 
To  stir  me  up  ;  let  me  pass  quietly  : 
Believ't,  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end  ; 
[  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 
Luc.  Serv.  Ay,  but  this   answer  will  not 

serv. 
Flav.  If  'twill  not, 
'lis  not  so  base  as  you ;  for  you  serve  knaves. 

[Exit. 

1  Vur.  Serv.  How  I  what  does  his  cashier'U 
worship  mutter .' 

2  I'ar.  Serv.  No  matter  what ;  he's  poor,  and 
that's  revenge  enough.  Whocanspoakbroadt-i* 
than  he  that  has  no  hou^e  to  put  iiis  liead  in  ? 
such  may  rail  against  great  buildings. 

Enter  Seiivilius. 

Til.  0,  here's  Servilius;  now  we  shall  know 
Some  answer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  beseech  you,  gentlemen. 
To  repair  some  other  hour,  I  should  much 
Derive  from  it:  for  to  take  it  on  my  soul,. 
i\ly  lord  leans  wond'rously  to  discoiiieni. 
His  conifortable  temper  has  forsook  hini  ; 
He  is  ntiich  out  of  health,  and  keeps  his  cliam- 

Lac.  Surv.  Many  do  keep  their  chambers, 
are  not  sick: 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
iMethinks,  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

*  Commission,  emplojment. 
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5"er.  Good  gods  ? 

Tit.  Wccnnnotfakn  tills  for  an  ansxver,  Sir. 
Flam.  [JVHIiin  ]  Scrviliiis,  help  !— my  lord  ! 
my  lord ! — 
Enter  Timon,  in  a  rage  ;  Thx^usifs following. 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  opposM  against 
my  passage  ? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  imist  my  house 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  jail : 
Ihe  place  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now, 
Like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart  ? 

Luc.  Serv.  Put  in  now,  Titns. 

Tit.  My  lord,  here  is  my  bill. 

Luc.  Sen:  Here's  mine. 

Hor.  Serv.  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Ftntli.  Var.  Sen:  And  onrs,my  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills. 

Tim.  Knock  me  dowu  w il!i  'em  ':*  cleave  me 
to  the  girdle. 

Luc.  Serv.  Alas!  my  lord, 

Tim.  Cut  mv  heart  in  sums. 

Tit.  Mine,  fifly  talents. 

Tim.  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Serv.  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord. 

Tim.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that. — 
What  yours  ?— and  yours? 

1  Var.  Sen:  My  lord, 

2  Var.  Sen:  My  lord. 

Tim.  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall 
upon  you !  [Exit. 

Hnr.  'Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may 
Ihrow  (heir  caps  at  their  money;  these  debts 
snay  well  be  called  desperate  ones,  for  a  mad- 
en  an  owes  'em.  [E.it7. 

Reenter  Timox  and  Fr.Avirs. 

Tm.  They  have  e'en_put  my  breath  from  me, 
the  slaves  : 
Creditors  ! — devils. 

Fl.tv.  My  dear  lord, 

Tim.  What  if  it  should  be  so  ? 

Flnv.  My  lord, 

Tim.  I'll  have  it  so: — My  steward! 

Flav.  Here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly?  Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  Lucullus,  and  Sempronius  ;  all : 
ill  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flai:  0  my  lord. 
You  only  speak  from  your  distracted  soul ;. 
There  is  not  so  much  left,  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim.  Be't  not  in  thy  care :  go, 
I  charge  thee;  invite  them  all:  let  in  tlie  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide. 

SCE.XE  v.— The  same.— The  Senale-Hbuse. 
The  Senatesilling.  Enter  Xi.cns^ATiEs,n(teniIc(1. 

1  Sen.  My  lord,  you  have  my  voice  to  it ;  the 
Bloody  ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die:  [fault's 
IVothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen.  Most  true ;  the  law  shall  bruise  him. 
Alcib.  Honour,  health,  and  compassion  to 

the  senate  1 

1  Sen.  Now,  captain  ? 

.-1/r('6. 1  amanhumblesuilor  to  your  virtues  ; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law, 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
Tt  pleases  time,  and  fortune,  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  stepp'd  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  that,  without  heed,  do  plunge  into  it. 

*  Timnn  quibble'.  They  present  their  written  blss : 
he  catchts  at  llie  word,  and  alludes  to  bills  or  battle-axes. 


He  is  a  man,  sitting  his  fate  aside.* 

Of  comely  virtues  : 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice  ; 

(An  honour  in  him  which  buys  out  his  faults,) 

But,  with  a  noble  fury,  and  fair  spirit. 

Seeing  his  reputation  touch'<l  to  death, 

He  did  oppose  his  foe  : 

And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passiont 

He  did  behavej  his  anger,  ere  'twas  spent, 

As  if  he  had  but  prov'd  an  argument. 

1  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox,^ 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair  : 
Your  words  have  took  such  pains,  as   if  they 
labour'd  [ling 

To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  set  quarel- 
Upon  lh>*  head  of  valour ;  wbici),  indeed, 
Is   valom-  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  born  ; 
He's  truly  valiant,  t!)at  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe  ;    and  make 
his  wrongs  [lessly  ; 

His  outsides;  wear  ibem  like  his  raiment,care- 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger.  i. 

If  wrongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 
What  folly  'tis,  to  hazard  life  for  ill  ? 

Alcib.  My  lor*l, 

1  Sen.Yoa  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  clear: 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 

Mcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon 
If  1  speak  like  a  captain. —  [me, 

Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle, 
Anfl  not  endureallthreat'niiigs  ?  sleep  upon  it, 
And  let  the  toes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
Without  repugnancy  ?  but  if  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abioad?||  why  then, women  are  more  valianf, 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ;    [Ion, 
And  th'ass,  more  captain  that)  the  lion;  the  <e- 
Loaden  with  irons,  wiser  than  the  judge. 
If  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lords, 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good  : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust  ;1I 
But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  'tis  most  just.** 
To  be  in  anger,  is  impiety  ; 
But  who  is  a  man,  that  is  not  angry? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen.  You  breathe  in  vain, 
Alcib.  \n  vain  ?  his  service  clone 

At  Laceda?mon,  and  Byzantium, 
Were  a  sufficient  briber  for  his  life. 

1  Sen.  What's  that  ? 

Alcib.  Why,  I  say,  my  lords,  h'asdone  fai:' 
service. 
And  slain  in  fight  many  of  your  enemies: 
How  full  of  valour  did  ho  bear  himself 
In  the  last    conflict,  and     made    plenteouj. 
wounds  ? 

2  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with 

'em,  he 
Is  a  snoni  rioter:   h'as  a  sin  that  often 
Drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prisoner  : 
If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough  alone 
To  overcome  him:  in  that  beastly  fury 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages. 
And  cherish  factions  :   ''i"is  infcrr'd  to  us. 
His  days  are  foul,  and  his  »!iink  dangerous.] 


*  i,  e.  Putting:  tliis  action  of  lijs,  which  waspreJiler- 
niined  by  fate,  out  of  tlie  (jiiestion. 

t  i.e.  Passion  so  subdued  that  no  spectator  ronld  note 
hs  operation  J  Manajje,  govern. 

f,  Vou  undertake  a  paradox  too  hard 

fl  What  liave  we  to  do  in  the  field  .' 

IT  For  aggravation. 

**  "  Homicide  in  our  own  defence  by  a  niercifijl  in- 
terpretation of  the  law  is  confidere<l,institlablo. 
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[Scene  VI. 


1  Sen.  He  dies. 

Alcib.  Hard  fate !  lie  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, 
{Though  his  right   arm    might  purchase  his 
own  time,  [.Von, 

And  be  in  debt  to  none,)   yet,  more  to  move 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join   thera  both  : 
And,  fori  know,  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  I'll  pawn  my  victorirs,  all 
My  honour  to  you,  upon  his  good  returns. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  life. 
Why,  let  the  war  receiv't  in  valiant  gore  ; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen.  We  are  for  law,  he  dies ;  urge  it  no 

more,  ]ther, 

On  height  of  our  displeasure  :  Friend,  or  bro- 

Hc  forfeits  his  own  blood,  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.  Must  it  be  so  ?  it  must  not  be.     My 

I  do  beseech  you,  know  me.  [lords, 

2  Sen.  How  ? 
Alcib.  Call  me  to  your  remembrances, 

3  Sen.  What  ? 

Alcib.  I  cannot^think,  but  your  age  has  for- 
got me ; 

It  could  not  else  be,  I  should  prove  so  base,* 
To  sue/ and  be  denied  such  common  grace  ; 
My  wounds  ache  at  you. 

1   Sen.  Do  you  dare  our  anger  ? 
'Tis  in  {cw  words,  but  spacious  in  effect ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib.  Banish  me  ? 
Banish  your  dotage;  banish  usury,         ^ 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

1   Sen.  If,  after  two  days'  shine,    Athens 
contain  thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  judgement.     And,  not 

to  swell  our  Spirit,! 
He  shall  be  executed  presently. 

[Exeunt  Senators. 
Mcib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough; 
that  you  may  live 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you  ! 
I  am  worse  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their 

foes, 
"While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest  ;  I  myseU, 
Kich  only  in  large  hurts  ;— All  those,  for  this  r 
Is  this  the  balsam,  that  the  usuring  senate 
Pours   into  captains'    wounds .'  ha  !   banish- 
ment .' 
It'comes  not  ill ;  I  hate  not  to  be  banisb'd  ; 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury. 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up 
My  discontented   troops,  and  lay  for  hearts,^ 
'Tie honour,  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds; 
Soldiers  should    brook   as   little    wrongs,  as 
gods.  [Exit. 

SCENE  VI. — Amapiificenl  Room  mTiMON's 

House. 

Music.     Tables  set  out:  Servants  attending. 

Enter  divers  Lords,  at  several  doors. 

1  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  Sir. 

2  Lord  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  I  think,  this 
hou.ourable  lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  <!ay. 

;.  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring,§ 
wb  en  we  encountered  :  I  hope,  it  is  not  so 
low  with  him,  as  he  made  it  seem  in  the  trial 
of  his  several  friends. 

2  Lord.  It  should  not  be,  by  the  persuasion 
o£  his  new  feasting 

"*  For  dishonoured. 
T  i.  e.  Not  to  put  ourselves  in  any  tumour  of  rage, 
j    We  should  now  say-.-to  lay  out  for  hearts,  i.  e.  the 
:afl«   -tions  of  the  people. 

^   To  tire  on  a  Ihiug  meant  to  be  idly  employed  on  it. 


1  Lord.  I  should  think  so  :  He  hath  sent 
me  an  earnest  inviting,  which  many  ray  near 
occasions  did  urge  me  to  put  off;  but  he  hath 
conjured  me  beyond  thera,  and  I  must  needs 
appear. 

2  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my 
importunate  business,  but  he  would  not  hear 
my  excuse.  I  am  sorry,  when  he  sent  to  bor- 
row of  me,  that  my  provision  was  out. 

1  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  I  un- 
derstand how  all  things  go. 

2  Lord.  Every  man  here's  so.  What  would 
he  have  borrowed  of  you  .'' 

1  Lord.  A  thousanil  pieces. 

2  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces  ! 
I  Lord   ^Vhat  of  you  ? 

3  Lord.  He  sent  to  nie,  Sir.— Here  he  comes. 


Enter  Timon,  and  attendants. 
Tim.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both : — 
And  how  fare  you  ? 

1  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of 
your  lordship. 

2  Lord.  The  swallow  follows  not  the  sum- 
mer more  willing,  than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim.  [Aside.]  Nor  more  willingly  leaves 
winter;  such  summer-birds  are  men. — Ijentle- 
nien,  our  dinner  will  not  recompense  this  long 
stay,  feast  your  ears  with  the  music  awhile  ; 
if  they  will  fare  so  harshly  on  the  trumpet's 
sound  :  we  shall  to't  presently. 

1  Lord.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly 
with  your  lordship,  that  returned  you  an 
empty  messenger. 

Tim.  O,  Sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Lord.  My  noble  lord, 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend  !  what  cheer  7 

[TIte  banqutl  brought  in. 

2  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord, I  am  e'en 
sick  of  shame,  that,  when  your  lordship  this 
other  day  sent  to  me,  I  was  so  unfortunate  a 
beggar. 

Tt7?i     Think  not  on'l.  Sir. 

2  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours  be- 
fore,— 

Tim.  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remem- 
brance.*— Come,  bring  in  all  together. 

2  Lord.  All  cover'd  <iishes  ! 
1   Lord.  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  yon. 

3  Lord.  Doubt  not  that,  if  money,  and  the 
season  can  yield  it. 

1  Lord.  How  do  you  ?  What's   the  news  ? 
3  Lord.  Alcibiades  is  banished:  Hear  you 
of  it  ? 

1  fc  2  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished  ! 
3  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it. 

1  Lord.  How  ?  how  ? 

2  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 
Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near.' 

3  Lord.  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a 
noble  feast  toward. 

2  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still, 

3  Lord.  Will't  hold  ?  will't  hold  .' 

2  Lord.  It  does  :  but  time  will — and  so — 

3  Lord.  I  <lo  conceive. 
Tim.  Each  man  to  his  stool,  with  that  spur 

as  be  would  to  the  lip  of  his  mistress  :  your 
fliet  shall  be  in  all  places  alike.  Make  not  a 
city  feast  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  cool  ere  we  ran 
agree  upon  the  first  place  :  Sit,  sit.  The  gods 
require  our  thanks. 

You  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  our  socicl;/ 
wilk  thankfulness.  For  your  own  gifts,  make 
yourselves'praised:  but  reserve  still  to  give,lesl 

*  i.  e.  Your  good  memory. 
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1/oiir  deities  be  despised.  Lend  to  each  man 
enough,  that  one  need  not  lend  to  the  other : 
J'or,  were  your  godheads  to  borrow  of  men, 
men  ivould  forsake  the  gods.  Make  the  meat  be 
beloved,  more  than  the  man  that  i^ives  it.  Let 
1)0  nssembli/  of  twenty  be  witlioiU  a  score  of 
villains  :  If  there  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table, 
let  a  dozen  of  them  be — as  they  are. —  The  rest 
of  your  fees,  O  gods, — the  senators  of  Athens, 
together  with  the  common  lag*  of  people, — 
wfiat  is  amiss  in  them,  you  gods  make  suitable 
for  destruction.  For  these  my  present  friends, — 
as  they  are  tome  nothing,  so  in  nothing  bless 
them,  and  to  nothing  they  are  toelcome. 
Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

f  The  dishes  uncovered  are  full  of  warm  water. 

f>ome  speak.  Wliat  does  his  lordship  mean? 

''iotne  other.  I  know  not. 

Tim.  May  you  a  belter  feast  never  behold, 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends  !  smoke,  and  luke- 
warm water 
Is  your  perfection.     Tliis  is  Timon's  last ; 
Who  stuck  and  spangled  you  with  flatteries, 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Throwing  water  in  their  faces. 
Your  reeking  villany.     Live  lonth'd,  and  long, 
JMost  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
Courteous   destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek 
bears,  [flies, t 

You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute- 
jacks!}: 
Of  man,  and  beast,  the  infinite  malady 
Crust  you  quite  o'er  t — What,  dost  tliou  go  ? 
Soft,  take  thy  physic  first — thou  too, — and 
thou; — 

[Throws  the  dishes  at  them,  and  drives 
them  out. 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 
What,  all  in  motion?  Henceforth  be  no  feast, 
Whereat  a  villain's  not  a  welcome  guest,  [be 
Burn,  house  ;  sink,  Athens  !  henceforth  hated 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity  !      [Exit. 

Re-enter  the  Lords,  with  other  Lords  and 
Senators. 

1  Lord.  How  now,  my  lords  ? 

2  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  lord  Ti- 
mon's fury  ? 

3  Lord  Pish!  did  you  see  my  cap  .'' 
<i  Lord.  I  have  lost  my  gown. 

3  Lord.  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  nought 
but  humour  sways  him.  He  gave  nie  a  jewel 
the  other  day,  and  now  lie  has  beat  it  out  of 
my  hat : — Did  you  see  my  jewel  ? 

4  Lord.   Did  you  see  my  cap  ? 

3  Lurd-   Here  'tis. 

4  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Lord.  Let's  make  no  stay. 

2  Lord.  Lord  Timon's  mad. 

3  Lord.   I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 

4  Lord.  One  day  he   gives  us  diamonds, 

next  day  stones.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L  —Without  the  walls  of  Athens. 
Enter  Timon. 
Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee,  O  thou 
wall,  [earth. 

That  girdlest  in  those  wolves  !     Dive  in  the 
And  fence  not  Athens  !  Matrons,  tuia  incon- 
tinent ; 


*  The  lowest.  t  Flies  of  e  season. 

X  Jacks  of  the  clock  ;  like  thosp  at  St-   Dnnstan's 
church,  in  Fleet-street. 
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Obedience  fail  in  children  I  slaves,  and  fools, 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled     senate   from  the 

bench, 
And  minister  in  (heir  steads !  to  general  filths^' 
Convert  o't.'ie  instant,  green  virginity  !  [fast ; 
Do't  in  your  parents'  eyes  !  bankrupts,  hold 
Rather  than  render  back, out  with  your  knives, 
Andcutyourtrusters'  throats!  bound  servants, 

steal  ! 
Large  handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  arc, 
And  pill  by  law!  maid,  to  tliy  master's  bed  ; 
Thy  mistress  is  o'the  brothel!  son  of  sixteen, 
Pluck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  the  old  limping 

sire, 
With  it  beat  out  his  brains!  piety,  and  fear, 
Religion  to  the  gods,  peace,  justice,  truth. 
Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood. 
Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades. 
Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws, 
Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries,! 
And  yet  confusion  live  ! — Plagues,  incident  to 
Your  potentand  infectious  fevers  heap   [men, 
On  Athens,  ripe  for  stroke!  thou  cold  sciatica. 
Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 
As  lamely  as  their  manners!  lust  and  liberty:!: 
Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth; 
That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  may 

strive, 
And  drown  themselves   in  riot!  itches, blains, 
Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms;  and  their  crop 
Be  general  leprosy!  breath  infect  breath  ; 
That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 
Be  merely  poison!  Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee, 
But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town  ! 
Take  thou  tliat  too,  with  multiplying  banns  !§ 
Timon  will  to  the  woods  ;  where  he  shall  find 
The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  man- 
kind. 
'J'he  gods  confound  (hear  me,ye  good  gods  all,) 
The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall  J 
And  grant,  as  Timon    grows,  his  hate  may 

grow 
To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high,and  low"! 
Amen.  [Exit. 


SCENE  IL— Athens.— A 
House. 


Room  in  Timon's 


Enter  Flavius,  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

1  Ser.  Hear  you,  master  steward,  where's 
our  master? 
Are  we  undone.?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining? 
Flav.  Alack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say 
to  you  ? 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  Ser.  Such  a  house  broke ! 

So  noble  a  master  fallen?  All  gone!  and  not 
One  friend,  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm, 
And  go  along  with  him  ! 

2  Ser.  As  we  do  turn  our  backs 

From  our  companion,  thrown  into  his  grave ; 
So  his  familiars  to  his  buried  fortunes 
Slink  all  away;  leavetheirfalsevowswithhim, 
Like  empty  purses  pick'd  :  and  his  poor  self, 
A  dedicated  beggar  to  the  air, 
With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty, 
Walks,  like  contempt,  alone.— More  of  our 
fellows. 

Enter  other  Servants. 
Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  aruiu'd  house. 

*  Common  sewers. 

t  i.  e.  Contrarieties,  whose  nature  it  is  to  waste  or 
destroy  each  other. 
I  For  libertinism.  §  Accumulated  curseft 
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TIMON  OF  ATHEN.-. 


[Scene  ///. 


5  Sen.  Yet  do  our  hearls  Avear  Timou's 
livery. 
That  see  1  by  our  f.ices;  we  are  fellows  still, 
Serving  alike  in  sorrow  .  Lcak'ii  is  our  bark ; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck, 
Hearing  the  surges  threat :  we  nrust  all  part 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav.  Good  fellows  all, 
The  latest  of  my  wealth  I'll  share  amongst  you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timoii's  sake. 
Let's  yet  be  fellows  ;  let's   shake  our  heads, 

and  say. 

As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortunes, 

tl'ehave  seenbdtcr  days.     Let  each  take  some ; 

[Giving  tlieiii  money. 

IS&y,  put  out  all  your  hands.     iNot  one  word 

more : 
Thus  part  we  rich  in  sorrow,  parting  poor, 

[Exeunt  Servants. 
0,th«  fierce*  wretchedness  that  glory  brings 
us !  [empt, 

Who  would  not  wish   to  be  from  wealth  ex- 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt? 
VVho'd  be  so  mock'd  with  glory  .'  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ?  [pounds. 

To  have  his    pomp,  and   all  what  state  coni- 
But  only  painted,  like  his  varnish'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own 

heart ; 
Undone  by  goodness!  Strange, unusual  blood,! 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too   much 

good  ! 
Who  then  dnies  to  be  half  so  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  gods,  does  still  mar 

men. 
My  dearest  lord, — bless'd,  to  be  most  accurs'd 
Rich,  only  to  be  wretched ;— thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas,   kind 

lord ! 
He's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ungrateful  seat 
Of  monstrous  friends:  nor  has  he  witli  him  to 
Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  cammand  it. 
I'll  follow,  and  inquire  him  out : 
1 11  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 
Whilst  I  have  gold,  I'll  be  his  steward  still. 

[Exit. 

SCEA'Eni.—Tlie    Woods. 

Enter  Timok. 

Tim.  0  blessed  breeding  sun,  draw  from  the 
earth 
Rotten  humidity;  below  thy  sister's  orbj 
Infect  the  air  ITwinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth. 
Scarce  is  dividant, — touch  them  with  several 

fortunes; 
Tlie  grater  scorns  the  lesser:  Not  nature, 
To  whom   all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great 
But  by§  contempt  of  nature.  [fortune. 

Raise  me  this  beggar,  and  denude  that  lord  ; 
The  senator  shall  bear  contempt  hereditary, 
T'he  beggar  native  honour. 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  brother's  sides. 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares, 

who  dares. 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  upright. 
And  say,  This  ma7i's  a  flatterer  ?  if  one  be, 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grize  of  fortune 
Is  smooth'd  by  that  belovv :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool:  All  is  oblique; 
T'liere's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures. 
But  direct  villany,     Therelbre,  be  abhorr'd 

*  Hasty,  precipitate.  t  Propensity,  diposition. 

J 1.  e.  The  moon's,  this  Kubluoary  world. 

■^  But  by  i;  here  Uied  for  willioat. 


All  feasts,  societies  and  throngs  of  men  ! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself,  Timon  disdains! 
Destruction  fang* mankind  ! — Earth,  yield  me 
roots!  [bigginu;. 

Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  palate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison  !  What  is  here  ! 
Gold?  yellow,  glittering,  precious  gold  ?  JVo, 
gods,  [vens  '■ 

I  am  no  idle  votarisf.t  Roots,  you  clear  hea- 
Thus  much  of  this,  will  make  black   white; 

foul,  fair ; 
Wrong,  right ;  base,  noble  ;  old,  young;  cow- 
ard, valiant. 
Ha,  you   gods!  why   this?    What  this,  you 
gods  ?  Why  this  [sides  ; 

Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their 
This  yellow  slave  [heads  : 

Will   knit   and  break  religions  ;   bless  the  ac- 
curs'd; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  ador'd  ;  place  thieves. 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  approbation, 
With  senators  on  the  bench  :  this  is  it, 
That  makes  thewappen'dt  widow  « ed  again; 
She,  whom  the  spital-house,  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and 

spices 
To  -the   April  day  again.§     Come,  demned 

earth. 
Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  put'it 

odds 
Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 
Do  thy  right  nature. — [March  afar  off.] — Ha  ! 

a  drum  ? — Thou'rt  quick, 
But  yet  I'll  bury  thee  :  Thou'lt  go,  strong  thief. 
When  gouty  keepers  of  thee  cannot  stand  : — 
ISay,  stay  thou  out  for  earnest. 

[Keeping  some  gold. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  drum  andjife,  in  war- 
like  mariner;  Phrynia  and  Timasdka. 

Alcib.  What  art  thou  there  .' 
Speak. 

Tim.  A   beast,    as  thou  art.    The  canker 
knaw  thy  heart. 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man  ! 
Jllcib.  What  is  thy  name  ?  Is  man  so  hateful 
to  thee. 
That  art  thyself  a  man  ? 

Tim.  lam  misanthropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  weart  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib.  I  know  thee  well ; 
But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unlearn'd  and  strange. 
Tim.  I  know  thee  too  ;  and  more,  than  that 
I  know  thee, 
I  not  desire  to  know      Follow  thy  drum : 
With  man's    blood  paint  the  ground,  guies, 

gules : 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore 

of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword, 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 
Phr.  Thy  lips  rot  off  i 
Tim.  I  will  not  kiss  thee  ;  then  the  rot  re- 
To  thine  own  lips  again.  [turns 

^Icib.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this 

change  ? 
Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  by  wanting  light  to 
i  give : 

*  Seize,  gripe, 
t  No  insincere  or  inconstaut  supplicant.    Gold  will 
I  not  serve  me  instead  of  roots.  +  Sorrowful. 

^  1.  e.  (iold  restores  her  to  all  the  sweetness  and  Irerh. 
ness  of  youth. 
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But  then  renew  I  cmild  not  like  tlie  moon ; 
There  were  no  snns  to  borrow  of. 

Alcib.  Noble  Timon, 
What  friendship  may  I  do  thee  ? 

Tim.  None,  bnt  to 
Maintain  my  opinion. 

Alcib.  What  is  it,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Promise  me  friendship,   hut  perform 

none  :  If  [for 

Thou  wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plagne  thee: 

Thou  art  a  man  !   if  thou  dost  perform,  con- 

foinid  thee, 
For  thou'rt  a  man  1 
Alcib.   I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy 

miseries. 
Tim.  Thou  saw'st  them,  when  I  had  pros- 
perity. 
Aldb.  I  see  them  now ;   then  was  a  blessed 

time. 
Tim.  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of 

harlots. 
Timan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion,  whom 
the  world 
Voic'd  so  regardfnlly  ? 
Tim.  Art  thou  Timandra  ? 
Timan.  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  still!  tbey  love  thee  not, 
that  use  thee  ;  [lust. 

Give  thcni  disease,  leaving  with  thee  their 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours,:  season  the  slaves 
For  tubs, and  baths;  bring-  down  rose-cheeked 
To  the  tub-fast,  and  the  diet.*  [youth 

Timan.  Hang  thee,  monster! 
Alcib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra ;  for  his 
wits 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. — 
!  have  but  little  gold  oflafe,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  wherof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  penurious  band :    I   have    heard  and 

griev'd, 

How  cursed  .Athens,  mindless  of  thy  wortl), 

Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour 

states,  [them. 

But  for   thy  sworil    and   fortune,    trod  upon 

Tim.  I  pr'ythee, beat  thy  drum, and  get  thee 

gone. 
Alcib.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear 

Timon. 
Tim.  How  dost  thou  pity  him,  whom  thou 
dost  trouble  ? 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fare  thee  well : 
Ilere'^s  some  gold  for  thee. 
Tim.  Keep't,  I  cannot  eat  it. 
Alcib.  When  1  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a 

heap, 

Tim.  Warr'st  thou  'gainst  Athens? 
Alcib.  A3',  Timon,  and  have  cause. 
Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  all  i'thy  con- 
quest ;  anil 
'j'liec  after,  when  thou  hast  conquer'd  ! 
Alcib.  Why  me,  Timon  ? 
Tim.  That, 
By  killing  villains,  thou  wast  born  to  conquer 
My  country.  [oh  ; 

Put  up  thy  gold  ;   Go  on, — here's    gold, — go 
Be  as  a  planetary  plague^  when  Jove 
Will  o'er  some  high-vic'd  city  hang  his  poison 
Tn  the  sick  air:  Let  not  thy  sword  skip  one; 
Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard, 
He's  a  usurer  :  Stiike  me  the  counterfeit 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest,      [matron  ; 
Herself's  a  bawd:  Let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make   soft  thy  trenchantt  sword  ;    for  those 
milk-paps, 

l\<c1ing  to  the  cure  of  the  lues  venereatheii  in  practice. 

1   CuUijlET. 


That  through  the  window. I>«is  bore  at  men's 
Are  not  within  the  leaf  of  pity  writ,  [eyes. 
Set  them  <lown  liorrible  traitors :   Spare  not 

the  babe,  [mercy ; 

Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their 
Think  it  a  bastard,*  whom  the  oracle 
Hath   doubtfully  pronounc'd  thy  throat  shall 

cut,  [objects  ;i: 

And  mince  it  sans  remorse;!  Swear  against 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears,  and  on  thine  eyes: 
Whose  proof,  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor 

l>abes. 
Nor  sight  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding, 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There's  gold  to  pay  thy 

soldiers  ; 
Make  large  confusion  :  and,  thy  fury  spent. 
Confounded  by  thyself  I   Speak  not,  be  gone. 
Alcib.  Hast  thou  gold  yet  ?    I'll  take  the 

gold  thou  giv'st  mc. 
Not  all  thy  counsel. 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's 

curse  upon  thee ! 
Phr.  ^  Timan.  Give  us  some  gold,  good  Ti» 

men:  hast  thou  more? 
r/w;  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her 

trade,  [sluts, 

And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.    Hold  up,  you 
V^our  aprons  mountant :    You  are  not  oatha- 
ble,— 
Alfhotigh,  I  know, you'll  swear,  terribly  swear, 
Into  strong  shudders, and  to  heavenly  agues, 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you,-spare your 

oaths, 
I'll  trust  to  your  conditions  :§  Be  whores  still; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert 

you, 
Be  strong  in  whore,  allure  him,burn  him  up  ; 
Let  your  close  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no   turncoats:  Yet  may  your  pains, 

six  months,  [roofs 

Be  quite  contrary  :  And  thatch  yourpoor  thin 
With  burdens  ot  the  dead  ; — some  that  were 

hnngd'd. 
No  matter:    wear  them,  betray  with  them: 

whore  slill; 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face  : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles! 

Phr.  ^  'Timan.  AVcll,  more  gold ; — What 

t'tien  .'' — 
Believ't,  (hat  we'll  do  any  thing  for  gold. 

Tim.  Consumptions  sow  [shms, 

In  hollow  bones  of  man  ;  strike   their  sharp 
And  mar  men's  spurring.     Crack  the   law- 
yer's voice, 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead. 
Nor  sound  '   squillets||  shrilly:  hoarthellamen, 
That  scolds  against  ti)e  quality  of  flesh. 
And  not  believes  himsell :  down  with  the  nose, 
Down  v^ifh  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him,  (haihis  particular  to  forsee. 
Smells  from  the  general  weal  :  make  curl'd- 

pate  rulBan's  bald  ; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
Derive  some  pain  from  you  :  Plague  all; 
That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 
The  source  of  all  erection. — There's    more 

gold  :— 
Do  you  damn  others,  and  let  this  damn  you, 
And  ditches  gravelT  you  all  ! 

Plir.  4'   Timan.  More  counsel   with  more 

money,  bounteous  Timon. 
Tim.  More  whore,   more  mischief  first ;  I 

have  given  you  earnest. 


An  allusion  to  the  fale  of  Oedipus.         f  Wiihoufpiiy, 
X  i.e.  Aa^ainstobiectsof  charity  and  compassion. 
§  Vocations.  |i6al„iltie=. 
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[Scfne  ///. 


^Icib.  Strike  up  the  drum  towards  Athens. 
Farewell,  Titnon; 
If  I  thrive  well,  I'll  visit  thee  again. 

Tim.  If  I  hope  well,  I  '11  never  see  thee  more. 
Alcib.  I  never  did  thee  harm. 
Tim.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  well  of  me. 
Alcib.  Call'st  thou  that  harm.'' 
Tim.  Men  daily  Cud  it  such.  Get  thee  away, 
and  take  thy  beagles  with  thee. 
Alcib.   We  but  offend  him. — 
Strike. 

[Dnim  beals.    Exeunt  Aicibiades, 
Phrynia,  and  TiMANDnA. 
Tim.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  un- 
kindness, 
Should  yet  be  hungry! — Common  mother,thon, 

[Digging. 
Whose    womb    unmeasurable,    and    infinite 

breast,* 
Teems,  and  feeds  all;  whose  self-same  mettle, 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is 

puff'd. 
Engenders  the  black  toad,  and  added  blue, 
The  gilded  newt,  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm.t 
With  all  the  abiiorred  births  below  crispt  hea- 
ven [shine; 
Whereon  Hyperion's    quickening  fire   doth 
Yield  him,  who  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom  one  poor  i-oot ! 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  concepiious  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  ingrateful  man! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,    and 

bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above  [face, 
P>ecer  presented! — O,  a  root, — Dear  thanks! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn 
leas;  [draughts. 

Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  liquorish 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  mind, 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips  ! 

Enter  Apemamus. 

More  man?  Plague!  plague! 

Apem.  I  was  directed  hither:  Men  report, 
thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use 
them. 

Tim.  'Tis  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep 

a  dog  [thee  ! 

Whom  I  would  imitate:  Consumption  catch 
Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected; 
A  poor  unmanly  mslancholy,  sprung  [place? 
From  change  of  fortune.  Why  this  spade.''  this 
This  slave-like  liabit.^  and  these  looks  of  care  .-' 
Thy  flatterers   yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie 

soft. 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes, §  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.  Shame  not  these  woods, 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. || 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has   undone  thee :  hinge  thy 

knee. 
And  let  his  very  breath,  whom  thou'lt  observe. 
Blow  off  thy  cap  ;  praise    his   most    vicious 

strain, 
And  call  it  excellent:  Thou  wast  told  thus; 
Thou  gav'st  tliine  ears,  like  tapsters,  that  bid 

welcome. 
To  knaves,  and  allapproachers:  'Tis  most  just. 
That  thou    turn   rascal;  had'st  thou  wealth 

again,  [ness. 

Rascals  should  hav't.   Do  not  assume  my  like- 

*  Boundless  surface. 

t  The  serpent  called  the  blind -worm.        J  Bent. 
&  i.e. Their  diseased parfumed  mistresses. 
(I  i.  e.  Shame  not  these  words  by  finding  fault. 


Tjmi.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  m\- 
self. 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself,  being 

like  thyself; 

A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fool:  What,  think'st 

That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain, 

Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm?  Will  these  moss'd 

trees , 
That  have  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels. 
And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out?     Will  the 

cold  brook, 
Candied  with  ice,  candle  thy  morning  taste, 
To  cure  thy  o'er-night's  surfeit.''  call  the  crea- 
tures,— 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven ;  whose  bare   unhoused 
To  the  conflicting  elements  exposed,  [trunks, 
Answer  mere  nature, — bid  them  flatter  thee  ; 
O !  thou  shalt  find 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee:  Depart. 

Ape7n.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  e'er  I  did. 

Tim.  I  hate  thee  worse. 

Apem.  Why? 

Tim:  Thou  flatter'st  misery. 

Avetn.  I  flatter  not;  but  say,  thou  art  a  cai- 
tiff. 

Ti)n.  Why  dost  thou  seek  me  out  ? 

Apem.  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.   Always  a  villain's  oflice,  or  a  fool's. 
Dost  please  thyself  int.^ 

Ajjem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What!  a  knave  too? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour  cold  habit 
on 
To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well:  biit  thou 
Dost  it  enforcedly  ;  thou'dst  courtier  be  again, 
Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  misery 
Outlives  incertainpomp,  is  crown'd  before:* 
The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete;    [less, 
The  other,   at  high  wish:  Best  state  content. 
Hath  a  distracted  and  most  wretched  being, 
Worse  than  the  worst,  content. 
Thou  should'st  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim.  ISot  by  his  breath, t  that  is  more  mis- 
erable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd :  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thou,  like  us,  from   our  first  swatb,t 

proceeded 
The  sweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  affords 
To  such  as  may  the  passive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  would'st  have  plung'd 

thyself 
In  general  riot;  melted  down  thy  youth' 
In  different  beds  of  lust;  and  never  learn'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,§  but  follcw'd 
Thesugar'd  game  before  thee.     But  myself, 
Who  had  the  world  a*  my  confectionary ; 
The  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts 

of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  employment; 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  uith  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare 
For  every  storm  that  blows; — I,  to  I  ear  this, 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in'f.  Why  should'st  thou 
hate  men  ?  [given  .' 

They  never  flatter'd  thee:     What  hast  thou 
If  thou  wilt  curse, — thy  father,  that  poor  rag, 
Must  be  thy  subject;  who,  in  spite,  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar,  and  compounded  thee 

*  i.  e.  Arrives  sooner  at  the  completion  of  its  wishp?. 
t  By  his  voice,  sentence.  j  From  inl'anry. 

§  The  cold  admonitions  of  cautious  prudence. 


Act  L] 

Poor  rogue  heredilary.  Hence!  begone! — 
If  thou  hadst  not  been  born  the  worst  of  men, 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave,  and  flatterer. 

Apcm.  Art  thou  proud  yet? 

Tim.  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem.  I,  that  1  was 
No  prodigal. 

Tim.  I,  tliat  I  am  one  now; 
Were  all  the  wealth  I  have,  shut  up  in  thee, 
I'd  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.   Get  thee  gone — 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Ealing  a  root. 

Apem.  Here;  I  will  mend  thy  feast. 

[Offering  him  something. 

Tim.  First  mend  my  company,  take  away 
thyself. 

Aptm.  So  1  shall  mend  mine  own,    by  the 

lack  of  thine. 
Tim.'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  but  botch'd 
M  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  would'st  thou  have  to  Athens  ? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou 
wilt, 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold;  look,  so  I  have. 

Jjpem.  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tim.  The  best,  and  truest: 
For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  liest  o'nights,  Timon  ? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 
Where  feed'st  thou  o'days,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Where  my  stomach  finds  meat ;  or, 
rather,  where  (eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  poison  were  obedient  and  knew 
my  mind  ! 

Apem.  Where  would'st  thou  send  il? 

Tim.  To  sauce  thy  dishes. 

Apejyi.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never 
knewest,buttheextreraity  of  both  ends:  When 
thou  wast  in  thy  giltj  and  thy  perfume,  they 
mocked  thee  for  too  much  curiosity  ;*  in  thy 
rags  thou  knowest  none,  but  art  despised  for 
the  contrary.  There's  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate,  I  feed  not, 

Apem.  Dost  hate  a  medlar? 

3-iOT.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  Anthouhad'st  hated  medlers  sooner, 
thou  should'st  have  loved  thyself  better  now. 
What  man  didst  thou  ever  know  unthrift,  that 
was  beloved  after  his  means? 

Tim.  Who,  without  those  means  thou  talk- 
est  of,  didst  thou  ever  know  beloved .' 

Apem.  Myself. 

3'm.  I  understand  thee;  thou  hadst  some 
means  to  keep  a  dog. 

Apem.  What  things  in  the  world  canst  thou 
nearest  compare  to  thy  flatterers? 

Tim.  Women  nearest;  but  men,  men  are 
the  things  tliemselves.  What  would'st  thou  do 
with  tlie  world,  Apemantus,  if  it  lay  in  thy 
power? 

Apem.  Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the 
men. 

Tim.  Would'st  thou  have  thyself  fall  in  (he 
confusion  of  men,  and  remain  a  beast  witli 
the  beasts.' 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 
V  Tim.  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods 
grant  thee  to  attain  to!  If  thou  wert  the  lion, 
the  fox  would  beguile  thee!  if  thou  wert  the 
lamb,  the  fox  would  eat  thee :  if  thou  wert  the 
fox,  the  lion  would  suspect  thee,  when,  perad- 
venture,  thou  wert  accused  by  the  ass:  if  thou 
■wert  the  ass,  thy  dulness  would  torment  thee : 
and  still  thou  livedst  but  as  a  breakfast  to  the 
wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolf,  thy  greediness 

*  For  too  mucb  finical  delicacy. 
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would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  tiiou  shouldst  hazard 
thy' life  for  thy  dinuer:  wert  thou  the  unicorn 
pride  and  wrath  would  confound  thee,  and 
make  thine  own  self  the  conquest  of  thy  fury  : 
wert  thou  a  bear  thou  would'st  he  killed  by  the 
horse;  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  would'st  be 
seized  by  the  leopard;  wert  thou  a  leopard, 
thou  wert  german  to  the  lion,  and  the  spots 
of  thy  kindred  were  jurors  on  thy  life:  all  thy 
safety  were  remotion  ;*  and  thy  defence,  ab- 
sence. What  beast  could'st  thou  be,  that  were 
not  subject  to  a  beast?  and  what  a  beast  art 
thou  already,  that  seest  not  thy  loss  in  trans- 
formation? 

Apem.  If  thou  could'st  please  me  with  speak- 
ing to  me,  thou  might'st  have  hit  upon  it  here : 
The  commonwealth  of  Athens  is  become  a 
forest  of  beasts. 

Tim.  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that 
thou  art  out  of  the  city? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet,  and  a  painter: 
The  plague  of  company  light  upon  thee!  I 
will  fear  to  catch  it,  and  give  way:  When  I 
know  not  what  else  to  do,  I'll  see  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee, 
thou  shalt  be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beg- 
gar's dog,  than  Apemantus. 

Apem.  Thou  art  the  captofall  the  fools  alive. 

Tim.  'Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  spit 
upon. 

Apem.  A  plague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad 
to  curse. 

Tim.  All  villains,  that  do  stand  by  thee, 
are  pure. 

Apem.  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou 
speak'st. 

Tim.  If  I  name  thee. — 
I'll  beat  thee, — but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

Apem.  I  would,  my  tongue  could  rot  thcni 
off! 

Tim.  Away,  thou  issue  of  a^mangy  dog! 
Choler  doth  kill  me,  that  thou  art  alive; 
I  swoon  to  see  thee. 

Apem.  'Would  thou  would'st  burst ! 

Tim\  Away, 
Thou  tedious  rogue!  I  am  sorry,  I  shall  lose 
A  stone  by  thee.  [Tltruus  a  stone  at  him^ 

Apem.  Beast! 

Tim.  Slave! 

Apem.  Toad ! 

Tim.  Rogue, rogue, rogue  J 
[.\pEMANTus  retreats  backward,  asgoinif. 
I  am  sick  of  this  false  world;  and  will  love. 

nought 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon  it. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  llie  sea  may  beat 
,  Thy  grave-stone  daily  :  make  thine  epitaph, 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
0  thou  sweet  king-killer,  and  dear  divorce 

[Looking  on  the  gold. 
'Twist  natural  son  and  sire!  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hymen's  purest  bed!  thou  valiant  Mars! 
Thou  ever  young,   fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate 

wooer. 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap!  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities, 
And   mak'st  them  kiss  !    that   speak'st   with 

every  tongue, 
To  every  purpose!  O  thou  touchy  of  hearts! 
Think,  thy  slave  man  rebels;  ami  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire! 

*  Remotenesii,  the  beings  placed  at  a  distance  from  the- 
lion.       t  The  top,  tlie  principal.       I  For  toucUstoiw, , 
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Jipem.    'Would  'twnrc  so  : 
But  not  till  I  am  dead  ! — I'll  say,   thou  hast 
'J'liou  wilt  be  fhronc^'d  to  shortly.  [gold  : 

Tim.  Throng'd  to  ? 

Apern.  A_v. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythce.' 

Apeyn.  Live,  and  love  thy  misery  ! 

T'im.  Long  live  so, and  so  die ! — 1  am  quit. — 
[Exit  Apkmantl's. 
More  things  like  men.' — Eat,  Timon,  and  ab- 
hor them. 

Enter  Thieves. 

1  Thief.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  ? 
It  is  some  poor  fragment,  some  slender  ort  of 
his  remainder  :  The  mere  want  of  gold,  and 
the  falling-from  of  his  friends,  drove  him  into 
this  melancholy. 

2  Thief.  It  IS  noised,  he  hath  a  mass  of 
treasure. 

3  Thief.  Let  us  make  tlie  assay  upon  him  : 
if  be  care  not  fort't,  he  will  supply  us  easily  ; 
If  he  covetously  reserve  it,  how  stall's  get  it? 

2  Thief.  True  ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about 
him,  'tis  hid.  ' 

1  Thief.  Is  not  this  he  ? 

Thieves:  Where  ? 

"l  Thief  'Tis  his  ilescription. 

I]  Thief.  He  ;  I  know  him. 

Thieves.  Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tim.  Now,  thieves? 

Thieves.  Soldiers,  not    thieves. 

Tim.  Both  too  :  and  women's  sons. 

Thieves.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that 
much  do  want; 

'Tim.  Your    greatest  want   is,   you    M'ant 
much  of  meat,  [roots  ; 

Why  should  you  want  ?  Behold,  the  earth  hath 
Within  this  mile  break  forth  a  hundred  springs: 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briers  scarlet  bips; 
The  bounteous  housewife.nature,oneach  bush 
Lays  her  full  mess  before  you.  Want?  why 
want  ? 

1  Thief.  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries, 
As  beasts,  and  birds,  and  fishes.  [water, 

Tim.  Nor  on   the  beasts    themselves,  the 

birds,  and  fishes  ;  [con, 

Tou  must  eat   men.     Yet   thanks  I  must  you 

That  you   are    thieves   profess'd  ;  that  you 

work  not 
In  holier  shapes  ;  for  there  is  boundless  theft 
Inlimited**  professions.     Rascal  thieves, 
Here's  gold  :  Go,  suck  the   subtle    blood  of 

the  grape. 
Till  the  high  fever  seeth  your   blood  to  froth, 
Andso'scape  hanging:  trust  not  the  phj'sician; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
iMore  than  you  rob :   take  wealth    and   lives 

together; 
D.->  villany,  do,  since  you  profess  to  do't, 
Like  workmen.        I'll    example    you    with 

thievery  : 
The  sun's  a  thief,an'l  with  his  great  attraction 
Hobs  the  vast  sea ;  the  moon's  an  arrant  thief, 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun  : 
The  sea's  a  thief,  wliose  liquid  surge  resolves 
'J'he  moon  ii.ro  salt  tear?  :  the  earth's  a  thief, 
That  fee, is  and  breeds  by  acomposturef  stolen 
From  general  excrement;  each  thing's  a  thief; 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whi]),  in  their  rough 

power,  [away  ;  . 

1  lave  uncheck'd  theft.     Love  not  yourselves  : 
Knb  one    another.     There's  more  gold  :  Cut 
throats  ; 


For  lejHl. 
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All  that  you  meet  are  thieves;  To  Athens,  go, 
Break  open  shops;  nothing  can  you  steal. 
But  thieves  do  loye  it:  Steal  not  less,  for  thi< 
I  give  you;  and  gold  confound  you  howsoever! 
Amen.  [Timon  retires  to  his  ravf. 

3  Thief.  He  has  almost  charmed  me  from 
my  ]>rofession,  by  persuading  me  to  it. 

1  Thief.  'Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind,  that 
he  thus  advises  us  ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in 
our  mystery. 

2  Tliief  I'll  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and 
give  over  my  trtide. 

1  Thief.  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens : 
There  is  no  time  so  miserable,  but  a  man  may 
be  true.  [Exeunt  Thu-vk'^ 

Eyiler  Flavius. 
Flav.  0  you  gods  ! 
Is  yon  despis'd  and  ruinous  man  my  lord  ? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing  .'  O  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  betsow'd  ! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour*'  has 
Desperate  want  made  ! 

What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth, than  friends. 
Who  can  bring  noblest  minds  to  basest  ends  ! 
How  rarelyt   does  it  meet  with   this  time's 

guise, 
When  man  was  wish'dj  to  love  his  enemies  : 
Grant,  I  rnay  ever  love,  and  rather  woo  [do! 
Those  that  would  mischief  me,  than  those  that 
He  has  caught  me  in  his  eye  :  I  will  present 
My  honest  grief  unto  him  ;  and,  as  my  lord, 
Still  serve  him  with  my  life. — My  dearest 
master  ! 

TiMOx  comes  forward  from  his  Cave. 

Tim,.    Away  !   what  art  thou  .' 

Flav.  Have  you  forgot  me.  Sir  ? 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that.'  1  have  forgot  aU 
men  ; 
Thou,  if  thou  granfst  thou'rtman,!  have  for- 
got thee. 

Flav.  An  honest  poor  servant  of  yours. 

Tim.  Then 
I  know  thee  not :   I  ne'er  had  honest  man 
About  me,  I  ;    all  that  I  kept  were  knaves, 
To  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Flav.    The  gods  are  witness. 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord,  than  mine  eyes  for  you. 

Tim.  What,  dost  thou  weep  ? — Come  near- 
er ; — then  I  love  thee. 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'.-=t 
Flinty  mankind  ;  whose  eyes  do  never  give, 
But  thorough  lust,  and  laughter.  Pity's  sleep- 
ing: 
Strange  times,  that  weep  with  laughing,  not 
with  weeping  I 

Flav.  I  beg  of  you  to  know   me,  good  my 
lord,  .  [last?, 

To  accept  my  grief,and  Avhilst  this  poor  wealth 
To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  still. 

Tim.  Had  I  a  steward  so  true,  so  just,  and 
So  comfortable  ?   It  almost  turns  [now 

My  dangerous  rwture  wild.    Let  me  heboid 
Thy  face. — Surely,  this  man  was  born  of  wo- 
man.— 
Forgive  my  general  and  exceptless  rashness, 
Perpetual-sober  gods  !  I  do  proclaim 
One  honest  man,*— mistake  me  not, — but  one  ; 
No  more,  1  pray, — and  he  is  a  steward. — 
How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind, 
And  thou  redeem'st  thyself:  But  all,  save  thee, 

*  An  alteration  of  honour  is  an  alteration  of  an  hon- 
fiurable  state  t<i  a  state  of  di.<grac". 

t  How  happily.  *  R  peommended. 
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1  fell  with  curses.  [wise, 

Methiuks,  thou  art  more  lionest    now,  than 
For,  by  oppressing  and  betraying  nie. 
Thou  niiglit'sthavcsoouergotanother  service: 
For  many  so  arrive  at  second  masters, 
Upon  their  tirst  lord's  neck.  But  tell  me  true, 
CForl  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure,) 
Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous. 
If  not  a  usuring    kindness;  aud  as  rich  men 

deal  gifts, 
Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one  ? 

Flat).    No,    my  most    worthy  master,   in 

whose  breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  plac'd  too  late  : 
You  should  have  fear'd  false  times,  when  you 

<lid  feast : 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least. 
That  which  I  show,  I'.eaven  knows,  is  merely 

love. 
Duty  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  j'our  fooil  and  living:  and,  believe  it, 
My  most  honour'd  lord. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me, 
Either  in  hope,  or  present,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one   wish,  That  you  had  power  and 

wealth 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself. 

Tim.  Look  thee, 'tis  so.' — Thou  singly  honest 
Here  take: — the  gods  outof  my  misery  [man. 
Have  sent   the   treasure.  Go,  live  rich,  and 

happy  :  [men  ;♦ 

But  thus  condition'd  ;  Thou  shalt  build  from 
Hate  all,  curse  all  ;  show  charity  to  none  ; 
But  let  the  faraish'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone, 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :   give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men;  let  prisons  swal- 
low them. 
Debts  withTthem ;  Be  men  like  blasted  woods, 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  false  bloods ! 
Aud  so,  farewell,  and  thrive. 

Flav.  O,  let  me  stay, 
And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'st 
Curses,  stay  not ;  fly,  whilst  thou'rt  bless'd 

and  free  : 
Ne'er  see  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  see  thee. 
lExeu7it  severally. 

ACT  V. 

-CEXE  I.— The  same.— Before  Timon's  cave. 
] Inter  Poet  aud  Painter;  Timon  behind,  un- 
seen. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  can- 
not be  far  where  he  abides. 

Foet.  What's  to  he  thought  of  him?  Does 
the  rumour  hold  for  true,  that,  he  is  so  full  of 
;jold .' 

Pain.  Certain :  Alcibiades  reports  it ;  Phry- 
nia  and  Timandra  had  gold  of  him:  he  like- 
wise enriched  poor  straggling  soldiers  with 
great  quantity  :  'Tis  said,  he  gave  unto  his 
steward  a  mighty  sura. 

Poet.  Then  this  breaking  of  his  has  been 
but  a  try  for  his  friends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else :  you  shall  see  him  a 
palm  in  Athens  again,  and  flourish  with  the 
highest.  Therefore,  'tis  not  amiss,  we  tender 
-  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  supposed  distress  of 
his :  it  will  show  honestly  in  ns  ;  and  is  very 
likely  to  load  our  purposes  with  what  they 
travel  for,  if'it  be  a  just  and  true  report  that 
goes  of  his  having. 

Poet.  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto 
him  ? 

*  From  human  habitation. 


Pain.  Nothing  atthis  time  but  my  visitation: 
only  I  will  promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Puel.  I  must  serve  him  so  too ;  tell  him  of  an 
intent  that's  coming  toward  hiui. 

Pain,  Good  as  the  best.  Promising  is  the 
very  air  o'the  time  :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  ex- 
pectation :  performance  is  ever  the  duller  for 
his  act  ;  and,  but  in  tiie  plainer  and  simpler 
kind  of  people,  the  deed  of  saying'  is  quiti? 
out  of  use.  To  promise  is  most  courtly  and 
fashionable:  performance  is  a  kind  of  will 
and  testament,  which  argues  a  great  sickness 
in  his  judgement  that  makes  it. 

Tim.  Excellent  workman  !  Thou  canst  not 
paint  a  man  so  bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking,  what  I  shall  say  Thave 
provided  for  him  :  It  must  be  a  personating 
of  himself :  a  satire  against  the  softness  of 
prosperity ;  with  a  discovery  of  the  infiniti: 
flatteries,  that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Tim.  iMust  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain 
in  thine  own  work?  Wilt  thou  whip  thine 
own  faults  in  other  men  ?  Do  so,  I  have  gold 
for  thee. 

Poet.  Nay,  let's  seek  him : 
Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate. 
When  we  may  profit  meet, and  come  too  late, 

Pain.   True  ; 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black-corner'd 

night, 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  oflVr'd 
Come.        '  [I'tthl, 

Tim.  I'll    meet  you  at  the  turn.     What  a 
god's  gold, 
That  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple, 
Than  where  swine  feed  ! 
'Tis  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark,  and  plough'st 

the  foam  ; 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  slave  : 
To  thee  be  worship  !  and  thy  saints  for  nye 
Be  crown'd  with  plagues,that  thee  alone  obey! 
'Fit  I  do  meet  them.  l.'ldvancing. 

Poet.  Hail,  worthy  Timon  I 
Pain.  Our  late  noble  master. 
Tim.  Have  I  once  liv'd  to  see  two  honest' 

men  ? 
Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  lasted. 
Hearing  you  were  retir'tl,  your  friends  fali'n 

oil'. 
Whose  thankless  natures — 0 abhorred  spirits  ! 
Not  alithe  whips  ofheavenarelarge enough — 
What  !  to  you  ! 

Whose  star-like  nobleness   gave  life  and  in- 
fluence [cover 
To  their  whole    being!  I'm   rapt   and  cannot 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words. 

Tim.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see't  (he 
better  : 
You,  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are., 
MaketherVi  best  seen,  and  known. 

Pain.  He,  and  myself. 
Have  travell'd  in  thegieat  showerof  yourgit'ts, 
And  sweetly  felt  it. 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our 

service. 
Tim.  Most  honest  men  !  Why,  how  shall  I 
requit  you  ? 
Can  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water?  no. 
Both.  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you 

service. 
Tim.  You  are  honest  men:  You  hare  heard 
that  I  have  gold  ; 

*  Thedoinsf  of  that  we  said  we  would  do. 
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I  am  sure  you  have  :  speak  truth ;  you  are 
honest  men. 
Pain.  So   it  is  said,  'my  noble   lord :  but 
Came  not  my  friend,  nor  I.  [therefore 

Tim.  Good  honest  men  ! — Thou  draw'st  a 
counterfeit* 
Best  in  all  Athens:   thou  art,  indeed,  the  best; 
Thou  counterfeit'st  most  lively. 
Pain.    So,  so,  my  lord. 
Tim.  Even  so,  Sir,  as  laay:— And,  for  thy 
fiction,  [To  the  Poet. 

Why  thy  verse  swells   with  stuff  so   fine  and 

smooth, 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art. — 
But,  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur'd  friends, 
I  must  needs  say,  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  'tis  not  monstrous  in  you ;  neither  wish 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend.  [I, 

Both.  Beseech  your  honour, 
To  make  it  known  to  us. 
Tim.  You'll  take  it  ill. 
Both.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 
Tim.  Will  you,  indeed  ? 
Both.  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 
Tim.  There's  ne'er  a  one  of  you  but  trusts 
That  mightily  deceives  you.  [a  knave. 

Both.  Do  we,  my  lord  ? 
Tim.  Ay,  and  you  hear  him   cog,  see  him 
dissemble, 
Know  his  gross  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  in  your  bosom  :  yet  remain  assur'd, 
That  he's  a  made-up  villain! 

Pain.  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 
Poet.  Nor  I. 

Tim.  Look  you,  I  love  you  well ;  I'll  give 
you  gold, 
Rid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies  ; 
Hang  them,  or  stab  them,  drown   them  in  a 

draught,t 
Confound  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough.  [me. 

Both.  Namethem,  my  lord,  let's  know  them. 
Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this,  but  two 
in  company  : — 
Each  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone, 
Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 
If,  where  thou  art,  two  villains  shall  not  be. 

[Ttf  the  Painter. 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  would'st  not  re- 
side [  To //le  Poet. 
But  where  one  villain  is,thenhim  abandon. — 
Hence!  pack!  there's  gold, ye  came  for  gold, 
ye  slaves :  ^  [Hence  ! 
You  have  done  work  for  me,  there's  payment : 
You  are  an  alchymist,  make  gold  of  that : — 
Out,  rascal  dogs  ! 

[Exit,  beating  and  driving  them  out. 

SCEKE  II.— The  same. 

Enter  Flavius,  and  two  Senators. 

Flav.  It  is  in  vain  thatyou  would  speak  with 

For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself,  [Timon; 

That  nothing  but  himself,   which  looks  like 

Is  friendly  with  him.  [man, 

1  Sen.  Bring  us  to  his  cave  : 

It  is  our  part,  and  promise  to  the  Athenians, 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

2  Sen.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same :  'Twas  time,  and 
griefs,  [hand. 

That  fram'd  him  thus  :  time,  with  his  fairer 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days, 
The  former  man  may  make  him  :  Bring  us  to 
And  chance  it  as  it  may.  [him, 


*  A  portrait  was  so  called. 
t  A  complete,  a  finisbed  villain- 


I  In  a  Jakes. 


[Scene  U. 

Flav.  Here  is  his  cave. —  [mon 

Peace  and  content  be  here!  Lord  Timon  !  Ti- 
Lookout,and  speak  to  friends:  The   Athe. 

nians. 
By  two  of  their  most  reverend   senate,  greet 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon.  [thee  : 

Enter  Timon. 
Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  burn  ! — 
Speak,  and  be  hang'd: 
For  each  true  .word,  a  blister!  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  caut'rizing  to  the  root  o'the  tongue. 
Consuming  it  with  speaking  ! 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon — 

Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of 
Timon. 

2  Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  greet  thee, 

Timon. 
Tim.  I  thank  them  ;  and  would  send  them 
back  the  plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen.  0,  forget 

What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators,  with  one  consent  of  love,* 
Entreat    thee   back   to  Athens  ;    who   have 

thought 
On  special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 
For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

2  Sen.  They  confess, 

Toward  thee,  forgetfulness  too  general,  gros.st 
Which  now  the  public  body, — which  doth  sel- 
Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itself         [dom 
A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hath  sense  withal 
Of  its  own  fall,  restraining  aid  to  Timon  ; 
And  send  forth  us,  to  make   their  sorrowed 

render,t 
Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 
Than  their  offence  can  weigh   down  by  the 
dram;  [wealth. 

Ay,  even  such   heaps   and  sums  of  love  and 
As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were 

theirs, 
And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love, 
Ever  to  read  them  thine. 

Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it ; 
Surprise  me  to  the  very  brink  of  tears  : 
Lend  me  a  fool's  heart,  and  a  woman's  eyes. 
And  I'll  bevveep  these  comforts,  worthy  sena- 
tors. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  bo  please  thee  to  return 

with  us, 
And  of  our  Athens    (thine,  and  ours,)  to  take 
Thecaptainship,thou  shah  be  met  with  thanks, 
Allow'df  with  absolute  power,  and  thy  good 

name 
Live  with  authority : — so  soon  we  shall  drive 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild  ;       [back 
Who,  like  a  boar  too  savage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2  Sen.  And  shakes  his  threat'ning  sword 
Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon, — 

Tim.  Well,    Sir,  I  will ;   therefore,  I  will, 
Sir ;  Thus, — 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countrymen,     " 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon,  [Athens, 
That— Timon  cares  not.    But  if  he  sack  fair 
And  take  our  goodly  agedmenby  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war  ; 
Then,  let  him   know,— and  tell  him,  Timon 

speaks  it. 
In  pity  of  our  aged,  and  our  youth, 
I  cannot  chuse  but  tell  him,  that— I  care  not, 

*  With  one  anited  voice  of  affection. 

t  ConieKion.       ?  Licensed,  uncojiirollea. 
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And  let  him  tak't  at  worst;  for  their   knives 

care  not, 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer:  for  myself, 
There's  not  a  whittle*  in  tlie  unruly  camp, 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before  [you 

'I'he  reverend'st  throat  in  Athens.    So  I  leave 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gocis,t' 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flav.  Stay  not,  all's  in  vain. 

Tim.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph. 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow  ;  My  lonp  sickness 
Of  health,t  and  living,  now  beeins  lo  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  things.     Go,  live 
Re  Alcibiades your  plague, you  his,         [still; 
And  last  so  long  cnotigh  ! 

1  Sen.  We  speak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  common  wreck, 
As  common  bruit^  doth  put  it. 

)  Sen.  That's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  country- 
men,— 

1  Sen.  These  words  become  your  lips  as 

they  pass  through  them. 

2  Sen.  And  enter  in  our  ears  like  great  tri- 

umphers 
In  their  applauding  gates. 

'Tim.  Commend  me  to  them  ; 
And  tell  them, that,  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs, 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches, 

losses, 
T'heirpangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
Tliat  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kind- 
ness do  them  : 
I'D  teach  them   to  prevent    wild    Alcibiades' 
wrath. 
2  Sen.  I  like  this  well,  he  will  return  again. 
Tim.  I  have  a   tree,  which    grows    here  in 
my  close. 
That  mine  own  use  invites  me  to  cut  down. 
And  shortly  must  I  fell  it;  Tell  my  friends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree,|| 
From  high  to  low  througiiout,  that    whoso 

please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  haste. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hang  himself: — I  pray  you,  do  my  greet- 
ing, 
Flav.  Trouble  him  no  further, thus  you  still 

shall  find  him. 
Tijn.  Come  not   to  me  again  :   but  say  to 
Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood  ; 
Which  once  a  day  with  his   embossed  frothH 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover;  thither  come, 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle, — 
Lips,  let  sour  words  go  by,  and  language  end  : 
What  is  amiss,  plague  and  infection  mend  ! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works;  and  death, their 

gain ! 
Sun,  hide   thy  beams !  Timon  hath  done  his 
reign.  [Exit  Timon. 

1  Sen.  His  discontents   are  unremoveably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead:  let  us  return, 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 
In  our  dear**  peril. 

3  Sen-  It  requires  swift  foot.  lExeunt. 


L 


*  A  clasp  knive. 

t  i.  e.  The  gods  who  are  the  authors  of  the  prosperity 
of  mankind. 

^  He  means— the  disease  of  life  begins  to  promise  me 
a  period.  §  Report,  rumour. 

jl  Methodically,  from  hig-hest  to  lowest.  I 

«  Swollen  froth.  **  Dreadful.  I 
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SCEJVE  III. —The  Walls  of  .ithens. 
Enter  two  Se."».\toks,  and  a  Mkssenger. 

1  Sen.  Thou  hast  painfully  discover'd;  are 

his  fdes 
As  full  as  thy  r<*j)ort  ? 

.Mess.  I  have  spoke  thp  least : 
Besides,  his  e.\pedition  promises 
Present  approach.' 

2  Sen.    We   stand    much   liRzard,    if  they 

bring  not  Timon. 
Mess.  I  met   a  courier,    one  mine  ancient 

frientl  ; —  [pos'd. 

Whom,    tliough  in  general  part  we  were  op- 
Yet  our  old  love  made  a  particular  force. 
And  made   us  speak   IHte  friends  : — this  man 

was  riding 
From  Alcibiades  to  Timon's  cave, 
With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i'lhe  cause  against  your  city, 
In  part  for  his  sake  mov'd. 

Enter  Senators  fi-om  Tihon. 

1  Sen.  Here  come  our  brothers. 

2  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,   nothing  of  him 

expect. —  [ing 

The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  scour- 
Doth  choke  tlieair  withdust:  in  and  prepare; 
Ours  in  the  fall,  I  fear,  our  foes,  the  snare. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEjYE  IV.— The  IFoo*.— Timon's  Cave, 

and  a  tomb- stone  seen. 

Enter  a  Soldier,  seeking  Timon 

Sol.  By  all  description  this  should   be   the 
place. 
Who's  here?  speak,  ho ! — No  answer.^ — What 

is  this  ? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outslretch'dliis  span: 
Some  beast  rear'd  this  ;  there  does  not  live  a 
Dead,  sure  ;  and  this  his  grave. —  [man. 

What's  on  this  lomb  I  cannot  read  ;  thecha- 
I'll  take  with  wax.  [racter 

Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill  ; 
An  ag'd  interpreter,  though  young  in  days  : 
Before  proud  Athens  he's  set  down  by  this, 
Whose  fall  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Exit. 

SCEJVE  v.— Before  the  Walls  of  Athens. 
Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Alcibiades,  a7id 

Forces. 
Jllcib.  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious 
town 
Oiir  terrible  approach.       [A  Parley  sounded. 

Enter  Senators  on  the  Walls. 

Till  now  you  have  gone  on, and  fill'd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  yourwills 
The  scope   of  justice  ;  till    now,  myself,  ari4 

such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power. 
Have  wander'd  with  our  travers'd  arms,*  and 

breath'd  ] 

Our  sufferance  vainly :  Now  the  time  is  flush, t 
AV  hen  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong, 
Cries, of  itself,JVo  more;  now  breathless  wrong. 
Shall  sit  and  pant  in  your  great  chairs  of  ease; 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind, 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 
1   Sen.  Noble  and  young. 
When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  conceit. 
Ere  thou  hadstpower,or  we  had  cause  of  fear. 
We  sent  to  thee  ;  to  give  thy  rages  balm, 


Arms  across. 


t  Nature. 
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[Scene  V- 


To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  wUh  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen.  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love, 
By  humble  message,  and  by  promis'd  means;* 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  nor  all  deserve 
The  common  stroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.  These  walls  of  ours 

Were  not  erected  by  their  hands,  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  griefs;    nor  are  they 

such. 
Than    these    great    towers,     trophies,    and 

schools  should  fall 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen.  Nor  are  they  living-. 

Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out ; 
Shame  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess 
Hath  broke  their  hearts.      March  noble  lord, 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread  : 
By  decimation,  and  a  tithed  death, 
(If  thy  revenge  hunger  for  that  food, 
Which  nature  loaths,)  take  thou  the  destin'd 

tenth ; 
And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die, 
Let  die  the  spotted; 

1  Sen.  All  have  not  olTended  ; 

For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  squarc,t  to  take, 
On  those   that   are,    revenges:    crimes,   like 

lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then  dear  countryman, 
Bring   in  thy  ranks,   but  leave   without   thy 

rage: 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin, 
Which,  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fall. 
With  those  that  have  offended :    like  a  shep- 
herd, 
Approach  the  fold,  and  cull  the  infected  fourth, 
But  kill  not  altogether. 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wilt, 

Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile, 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  sword. 

1  Sen.  Set  but  thy  foot  [ope  ; 
Against  our  rampir'd   gates,  and   they  shall 
So  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  before. 
To  say,  thoul't  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen.  Thro.w  thy  glove  ; 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else, 

That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress. 

And  not  as  oQr  confusioni  all  thy  powers 

•  X.  e.  By  promising  him  a  competent  subsistence, 
t  Not  regular,  not  equitable. 


Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town,  tillwfe 
Have  seal'd  thy  full  desire. 

Alcib.  Then  there's  my  glove  ; 
Descend,  and  open  your  uncharged  ports  ;* 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's,  and  mine  own, 
Whom  you  yourselves  shallsetoutforreproof, 
Fall,  and  no  more:  and, — to  atonet  your  fears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  pass  his  quarter,  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  remedied,  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both.  Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

The  Senators  descend,  and  open  the  Gates. 

EntCT  a  Soldier. 
Sold.  My  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead  ; 
Entomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o'the  sea; 
And    on    his    g-rave-stone,   this   insculpture; 
which  [sion 

With  wax  I  brought  away,  whose  soft  impres- 
Interprets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.  [Reads.]  Here  lies  a  wrelehed  corse,  of 

■wretched  soul  bereft: 
Seek  not  my  name:    Aplagve   consume  you 

wicked  caitiffs  left.' 
Here  lie  I  Timon;  who,  alive,  all  living  men 

did  hate : 
Pass  by,  and  curse  thy  fill;  but  pass,  and  stay 

not  here  thy  gait. 

These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits  : 
Tbo'  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs, 
Scorn'dst  our    brains   flow,}:   and   those   our 

droplets  which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for 

aye 
On  thy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.      Dead 
Is  noble  Timon;  of  whose  memory 
Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  city, 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  mv  sword  : 
Make  war  bread  peace ;  and  make  peace  stint§ 

war;  make  each 
Prescribe  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech. || 
Let  our  drums  strike.  [Exeunt. 


*  Unattacked  gates. 
t  i.  e.  Our  tears.  §  Slop. 


f  Reconcile. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Cymbeline,  King  of  Britain. 

€loten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  hus- 
band. 

Leonatus    Posthumus,   a    Gentleman,  Hus- 
band to  Imogen. 

Belakius,  a  banished  Lord,  disguised  under 
the  name  of  Mokgan. 

f  Sons  to    Cymbeline,  disguised 

GuiDERUTs,   I      under  the  names  of  PoLYDORE 

Arvir-^gus,  I      and  Cauwal,  supposed  Sons 
(      to  Belarius. 

PhilaRio,  Friend  to  Posthumus,    )    Italians. 

Iachimo,  Friend  to  Philario,  5 

A  French  Gentleman,  Friend  to  Philario. 

Caius  Lucius,  General  of  the  Roman  Forces, 

A  Roman  Captain.    Two  British  Captains. 

Fisamo,  Servant  to  Posthumus. 


Cornelius,  a  Physician 
Two  Gentlemen. 
Two  Jailers. 

Queen,  Wife  of  Cymbeline. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline,  b)'  a  former 

Queen. 
Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  Tribunes, 
Apparitions,  a  Soothsayer,  a  Dutch  Gentle- 
man, a  Spanish  Gentleman,  Musicians,  Of- 
ficers, Captains,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and 
other  attendants. 

Scene,  sometimes  in  Britain  ;    sometimes  in 
Italy. 
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ACT  I. 


SCE.yE  I.— Britain.— The  Garden  behind 
Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 


1  Gent.  Yon  do  not  meet  a  man,  but  frowns  ; 
our  bloods* 
No  more  obey  tiie  heavens  than  our  courtiers; 
Siill  seem,  as  does  the  king's. 

•2   (ren<.  But  what's  the  matter? 

I    Gent.  His  daughter,  and  the  heir   of  his 
kingdom,  whom 
lie  purpos'd  to  his  wife's  sole  son,  (a  widow, 
That  late  he  married,;  hath  referred  herself 
Unto  a  poor  but  worthy   gentleman:    She's 

wedded  ; 
Her  husband  banish'd;  she  imprison'd  :  all 
(s  outward  sorrow;  though  I  think,  the  king 
F.f  toucli'd  at  very  heart. 

2.  Geni.  None  but  the  king  .' 

1  Gent.   He,  that  hath  lost  her,  too  :    so  is 

the  queen,  (tier, 

That  m.-)!tdesir'd  the  match:   But  not  a  cour- 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 
Of  the  kings  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  things  they  scowl  at. 

2  Gent.  And  why  so  ? 

1  Gent.  He  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess,  is 
a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report ;  and  he  that  hath  her, 
(I  mean,  that  married  her, — alack,  good  man ! 
And  therefore  banish'd)  is  a  creature  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 

*  Tni-Unati'in,  natural  disposition. 


For  one  his  lilie,  there  would    be   something 

failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.     I  do  not  think 
So  fair  an  outward,  and  such  stuff  within, 
Endows  a  man  but  he. 
2  Gent.  You  speak  liim  far.* 

1  Genl.l  do  extend  him,  Sir,  within  himself, 
Crush  him  together  rather  than  unfold 

His  measure  duly.t 

2  Gent.  What's  his  name  and  birlh  ? 

1  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root:  His 
father 
Was  cali'd  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honouff 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan  ; 
But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,t  whom 
He  serv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  success  : 
So  gain'd  the  sur-nddition,  Leonafus : 
And  had,  besides  this  gentleman  in  question, 
Two  other  sons,  who,  in  the  wars  o'lhe  time, 
Died  with  their  swords  in  hand  ;   for  which 
their  father  [row, 

(Then  old  and  fond  of  issue,)  'ook  such  sor- 
That  he  quit  being;   and  this  gentle  lady, 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceased 
As  he  was  born.  The  king,  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection  ;  calls  him  Posthumus; 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bed-cham- 
ber; 
Puts  him  to  all  tlie  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  of  which  he 

took. 
As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  minister'd;  and 
In  his  spring  became  a  harvest:  Liv'd  in  court, 

*  i.  e.  Tou  praise  him  extensively. 

tMy  praise,  however  extensive,  is^jjathin  his  merit. 

I  The  father  of  Cymbeline.    _„p  ^vjth'rc 
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[Sent  J/. 


(Which  fnrp  it  is  to  <lo,)  most  prais'd,  roost  | 

lov'd:  [tii'e, 

A  sample  to  the  youn^pst ;  to  the  more  ma- 
A  ylass  that  feated*  them ;  and  to  the  graver, 
A  child  that  guided  dotards:  to  his  mistress, 
For  whom  he  now  is  banish'd,— her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  she  esteem'd  him  and  his  virtue; 
Ey  her  election  may  be  truly  read. 
What  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent.  I  honour  him  [me, 

Even  out  of  your  report.   But,  'pray  you,  tell 
Is  she  sole  child  to  the  king.' 

1  Gent.  His  only  child.  ['"g". 
He  had  two  sons,  (if  this  be  worth  your  hear- 
Mark  it,)  the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'the  swathing-  clothes   the  other,   from  their 

nursery  [knowledge 

Were  stolen :  and  to  this  hour,   no   guess  in 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent.  How  long;  is  this  ago? 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

2  Gent.  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so 

convcy'd! 
So  slackly  guarded!  And  the  search  so  slow, 
That  could  not  trace  tlicni! 

1  Gent.   Howsoe'er  'tis  strange, 
Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  belaugh'd  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  Sir. 

2  Gent.  I  do  well  believe  you. 
1  Gent.  We  must  foibear:  Here  comes  the 

queen  and  princess.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  Tf.—Tliesavie. 
Enter  //te^QuEEN,  Posthumus,  a7id  Tmogen. 
Queen.  No,  be  assur'd,  you  shall  not  find 
me,  daughter, 
After  the  slander  of  most  step  mothers, 
Evil-eyed  unto  you:  you  ai<e  niy  prisoner,  but 
Your  jailer  shall  deliver  you  the  keys    [mus. 
That  lock  up  your  restraint.  For  you,  Posthu- 
So  soon  as  I  can  win  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate:  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him;  and,  'twere  good, 
You  lean'd  unto  his  sentence,  with  what  pa- 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you.  [tience 

Post.  Please  your  highness, 
I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen.  You  know  the  peril: — 
ril  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr'd  affections ;  though  the 

king 
Hath  charg'd  you  should  not  speak  together. 
[Exit  Queen  . 

Inio.  O 
Dissembling  courtesy!  How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds  ! — my  dearest 
husband,  [thing, 

I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath  ;  but  no- 
( Always  rescrv'd  my  holy  duty,)  what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me:  You  must  be  gone; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes;  nor  comforted  to  live. 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  this  world, 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Post.  My  queen!  my  mistress! 
O,  lady,  weep  no  more ;  lest  I  give  cause 
'Jo  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man !  I  will  remain 
The  loyal'st  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth. 
My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's; 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter:  thither  write,  my  queen, 
Aiid  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you 
Ihough  ink  be  made  of  gall.  [send, 

*  Formed  their  mannors. 


Le-enter  Q^eek. 


Queen.  Be  brief,  I  pray  you: 
If  the  king  come,  I  shall  incur  I  know  not 
How  much  of  his  displeasure: — Yet  PI!  move 
him  [Aside. 

To  walk  this  way:  I  never  do  him  wrong, 
But  he  does  buy  my  injuries,  to  be  fiiends; 
Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [Exit. 

Post.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 
As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  loathness'to  depart  would  grow:  Adieu  ! 

Imo.  Nay,  stay  a  Ijttle: 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourself, 
Such  parting  were  too  petty.  Look  here,  love; 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's:  takeit,  heart; 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Post.  How!  how!  another? — 
You  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  sear  up*^  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death! — Remain  thou  here 

[Putting  on  the  Ring. 
While  senset  can  keep  it  on!     And  sweetest, 

fairest. 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you, 
To  your  so  infinite  loss;  so,  in  our  trifles 
I  still  win  of  you:  For  my  sake,  wear  this; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  lore;  PU  place  it 
Upon  this  fairest  prisoner. 

[Putting  a  Bracelet  on  Iier  Ann. 
Imo.  O,  the  gods  ! 
When  shall  we  see  again  .' 

Enter  Cymbeline  and  Lords. 

Post.  Alack,  the  king! 
Cijm.  Thou  basest  thing,  avoid '.  hencC;  from 
my  sight! 
If,  afterthis  command,  thou  fraught:^  the  court 
With  thy  unworthiness,  thou  diest:  Away  I 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood. 

Post.  The  gods  protect  you  ! 
And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court! 
I  am  gone.  [Exit. 

hno.  There  cannot  he  a  pinch  in  death 
More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cipn.  O  disloyal  thing, 
Thatshould'st  repair  my  youth;  thouheaprst 
A  year's  age  on  me  ! 

Jmo.  I  beseech  you.  Sir, 
Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation;  I 
Am   senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears.  [rarc^ 

Cijm.  Past  grace?  obetlience? 
Imo.  Past  hope,  and  in  despair;  that  way, 

past  grace. 
Cym.  That  might'st  have  had  the  sole||  son 

of  my  queen ! 
Imo.  O  bless'd,  that  I    might  not!     I  chose 
an  eagle, 
And  did  avoid  a  puttock.!^ 

Cym.  Thou  took'st  a  beggar;  would'st  have 
made  n.y  throne 
A  seat  for  basenrss- 

Imo.  No;  I  rather  added 
A  lustre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one  ! 
Imo.  Sir, 
It  is  your  lault  that  I  have  lovd  Posthumus : 
You  bred  him  as  my  play  fellow;  and  he  is 
A  man,  worth  any  woman;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 
Cym,.  What !— art  thou  mad  ? 

♦  Close  up.  t  Sensation.'      1  Fill. 

^  A  more pxqm.'^ife  feeling.  ||  Only.  If  A  kjfp. 
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Imo.  Almost,  Sir :   Heaven  restore  me  ! — 
'Would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's*  daughter!  and  my  Leonatus 
Uur  neighbour  shepherd's  son  ! 
Re--e7iter  Queen. 
Ci/m.  Thou  foolish  thing ! — 
They  were  again  together:  you  have  done 

[To  the  Queen. 
Not  after  our  command.     Away  with  her. 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen.  'Beseech  your  patience: — Peace, 
Dear  lady  daughter,  peace; — Sweetsovereign, 
Leave  us  to  ourselves ;  and  make    yourself 

some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice. t 

Cym.  Nay,  let  her  languish 
A  drop  of  blood  a  day;  and,  being  aged. 
Die  of  this  folly !  '  [Exit. 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Queen.  Fie  ! — you  must  give  way  :  [news  ? 
Here  is  your  servant. — How  now,  Sir?  What 

Pis.  My  lord  your  son  drew  on  my  master. 

Queen.  Ha ! 
No  harm,  I  trust,  is  done? 

Pis.  There  might  have  been, 
But  that  my  master  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger:  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  I  am  vey  glad-  on't. 

Imo.  Your  son's  my  father's  friend;  he  takes 
his  part. — 
To  draw  upon  an  exile! — 0  brave  Sir! — 
I  would  they  were  in  Afric  both  together ; 
.Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
Tlie  goer  back. — Why  came  you  from   your 
master? 

Pis.  On  his  command .  He  would  not  suffer 
me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven!  left  these'Yiofes 
Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to, 
When  it  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 
Your  faithful  servant:  I  dare  lay  i»ine  honour, 
He  will  remain  so. 

Pis.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Queen.  Pray,  walk  awhile. 

Imo.  About  some  half  hour  hence, 
I-prayyou  speak  with  me:  you  shall,  at  least, 
(jo  see  my  lord  aboard:   for  this  time,  leave 
nic.  [Exeu}it. 

Scene  III. — A  public  Place. 
Enter  Cloten,  and  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advise  ycu  to  shift  a 
shirt;  the  violence  of  action  hath  made  you 
reek  as  a  sacrifice:  Where  air  comes  out,  air 
comes  in :  there's  none  abroad  so  wholesftuie 
a-'  that  you  vent. 

do.  if  my  shirt  were  bloody,  then  to  shift 
it — Have  I  hurt  him  ? 

2  Lord.  No,  faith;  not  so  much  as  his  pa- 
tience. [Aside. 

1  Lord.  Hurt  him.'  his  body's  a  passable 
carcass,  if  he  be  not  hurt:  it  is  a  thorough- 
fare for  steel  if  it  be  not  hurt 

2  Lord.  His  steel  was  in  debt;  it  went  o'the 
backsTcle  of  the  town.  [Aside. 

Clo.  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 

2  Lord.  No;  but  he  fled  forward  still,  toward 
your  face.  [Aside. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you!  you  had  land  enough 
of  your  own:  but  he  added  to  your  having; 
gave  you  some  ground. 


*  Cattle-keopor. 


f  Consideration. 


2  Lord.  As  m^any  inches  as  you  have  oceans: 
Puppies !  '  [Aside. 

Clo.  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord.  So  would  I,  till  you  had  measured 
how  long  a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

[Mde. 

Clo.  And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow, 
and  refuse  me! 

2  Lord.  If  it  be  a  sia  to  make  a  true  elec- 
tion, she  is  damned.  [Aside. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beau- 
ty and  her  brnin  go  not  together:*  She's  a 
good  sign,  but  I  have  seen  small  reflection  of 
her  wit.t 

2  Lord.  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the 
reflection  should  hurt  her.  [Aside. 

Clo.  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber  :  'Would 
there  had  been  some  hurt  done ! 

2  Lord.  I  wish  not  so;  unless  it  had  been  the 
fall  of  an  ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt.    [Aside. 

Clo.  You'll  go  with  us? 

1  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordship. 
Clo.  Nay,  come,  let's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  [Exeunt. 

Scene  IV. — Ji  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace, 

Enter  Imogen  and  Pisanio. 

Imo,  I  wotild  thou  grew'st  unto  the  shores 
o'the  haven, 
And  question'dst  every  sail:  if  he  should  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  lost 
As  oflor'd  raercy  is.     What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee? 

Pis.  'Twas,  His  queen,  his  queen! 

Imo.  Then  wav'd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis.  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

Imo.  Senseless  linen  !  happier  therein  than 
And  that  was  all?  [I! — 

Pis.  No,  madam;  for  so  long' 
As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear  '■ 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief, 
Still  wavingr,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  his  mind 
Could  best  express  how  slow  his  soul  sail'd  on, 
How  swift  his  ship. 

Imo.  Thou  should'st  have  made  him 
As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pis.  Madam,  so  I  did.  t 

Imo.  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings; 
crack'd  them,  but 
To  look  upon  him;  till  the  diminution 
Of  space  had  pointed  him  s'.iarp  as  my  needle: 
Nay,  follow'd  him,  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air;  and  then 
Have  turivd  mine  eye,  and  wept. — But  good 
When  shall  wc  hear  from  him.'         [Pisanio, 

Pis  Be  assur'd,  madam, 
With  his  next  vantage.^ 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  bad 
Most  pretty  things  to  say:  ere  [  could  fell  him, 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  cerlai|  hours. 
Such  thoughts,  and  such;  or  I  could  make  him 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray  [swear 
Mine  interest  and  his  honour ;  or  have  charg'd 
him,  [night, 

At  the  sixth  hour  of  morn,  at  noon,  at  niid- 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons, §  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss,  which  I  had  set 

*  Her  beauty  and  sense  are  not  equal. 

t  To  understand  the  force  of  this  idea,  it  should  be  re- 
membered that  anciently  almost  every  sign  had  a  moitu, 
or  some  attempt  at  a  witticism  underneath  it. 
I  Opportunity.        ^  Meetme  with  recii>rocal  prayer. 
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Betwixt  two   charming  words,  comes  in  my 

father, 
Ar»d,like  the  tyrannous  breathingof  thenortli, 
Stinkes  all  our  buds  from  growing-. 

Enter  a  Lady. 
Lady.  The  queen,  madam, 
Desires  your  highness'  company. 

Imo.    Those  things  I  bid  you  do,  get  them 
despatch 'd. — 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pis.  Madam,  I  shall.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  V. — Rome.— An  Apartment  in  Phi- 

LAKio's  House. 

Enter  Philario,   Tachimo,  a  Frenchman,  a 

Dutchman,  and  a  Spanurd. 

lack.  Believe  it,  Sir,F  have  seen  him  in  Bri- 
tain :  he  was  then  of  a  crescent  note,*  expect- 
ed to  prove  so  worthy,  as  since  he  hath  been 
allowed  the  name  of:  but  I  could  then  have 
looked  on  him  without  the  help  of  admira- 
tion ;  though  the  catalogue  of  his  endowments 
had  been  tabled  by  his  side,  and  I  to  peruse 
him  by  items. 

Phi.  You  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less 
furnished,!  than  now  he  is,  with  that  which 
makest  him  both  without  and  within. 

French.  I  have  seen  him  in  France:  we  had 
very  many  there,  could  behold  the  un  with 
as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

la^h.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's 
daughter,  Cwherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather 
by  her  value,  than  his  own,)  words  him,  I 
doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banishment  : 

lach.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those, 
that  weep  this  lamentable  divorce,  under  her 
colours,  are  wonderfully  to  extend^  him ;  be 
it  but  10  fortify  her  judgement,  which  else  an 
easy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beg- 
gar without  more  quality.  But  how  comes  it, 
he  is  to  sojourn  with  you  .'  How  creeps  ac- 
quaintance .'' 

Phi.  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  toge- 
ther; to  whom  I  have  been  often  bound  for  no 
less  than  my  life  : 

Enter  Posthbmus. 
Here  comes  the  Briton:  Let  him  be  so  enter- 
tained amongst  vou,  as  suits,  with  gentlemen 
of  your  knowing,  to  a  stranger  of  quality. — I 
btseech  you  all  ;  be  better  known  to  tliis 
gentleman;  whom  I  commend  to  you  as  a 
noble  friend  of  mine:  How  worthy  he  is,  I 
will  leave  t«  appear  hereafter,  rather  than 
story  him  in  his  own  hearing-. 

French.  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in 
Orleans- 

Post,  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you 
for  courtesies,  which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay, 
and  yet  pay  still. 

Frenc^.  Sir,  you  o'er-rate  my  poor  kind, 
ness  :  I  was  glad  I  did  atone||  my  country- 
man and  you ;  it  had  been  pity,  you  should 
have  been  put  together  with  so  mortal  a  pur- 
pose, as  then  each  bore,  upon  importance^  of 
so  slight  and  trivial  a  nature. 

Post.  By  your  pardon.  Sir,  I  was  then  a 
young  traveller:  rather  shunned  to  go  even 
with  what  I  heard,  than  in  my  every  action  to 
be  guided  by  others'  experiences  :  but,  upon 
my  mended  judgement,  (if  1  oflcnd  not  to  say 

*  Increasing  in  fame.  t  Accomplished. 

t  Forms  him.  §  Praise  him.         ||  Reconcile. 

IT  Importunity,  instigation. 


it  is  mended,)  my  quarrel  was  not  altogether 
slight. 

French.  'Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbi- 
trement  of  swords;  and  by  such  two,  that 
would,  by  all  likelihood,  have  confounded* 
one  the  other,  or  have  fallen  both. 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was 
the  difference .' 

French.  Safely,  I  think:  'twas  a  contention 
in  public,  which  may,  without  contradiction, 
suffer  the  report.  It  was  much  like  an  argu- 
ment that  fell  out  last  night,  where  each  of 
us  fell  in  praise  of  our  country  mistresses  : 
Tliis  gentleman  at  that  time  vouching,  (and 
upon  warrant  of  bloody  affirmation,)  his  to  be 
more  .  fair,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste,  constant- 
qualified,  and  less  attemptible,  than  any  tl.e 
rarest  of  our  ladies  in  France, 

Jack.  That  lady  is  not  now  living  ;  or  this 
gentleman's  opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

Post.  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  and  I  my 
mind. 

lack.  You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  'fore 
ours  of  Italy. 

Post.  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in 
France,  I  would  abade  her  nothing  ;  though 
I  profess  myself   her  adorer,  not  her  friend. t 

lach.  As  fair,  and  as  good,  (a  kind  of  hand- 
in-hand  comparison, jhad  been  something  too 
fair,  and  too  good  for  any  lady  in  Britany. 
If  she  went  before  others  I  have  seen,  as  that 
diamond  of  yours  out  lustres  many  1  have  be- 
held, I  could  not  but  believe  she  excelled 
many:  but  I  have  not  seen  the  most  precious 
diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the  lady. 

Post.  I  praised  her,  as  I  rated  her  :  so  do  I 
my  stone. 

lach.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at  ? 

Post.  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lach.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is 
dead,  or  she's  oufpriz'd  by  a  trifle. 

Post.  You  are  mistaken :  the  one  may  be 
sold,  or  given;  if  there  were  wealth  enough 
for  the  purchase,  or  merit  for  the  gift:  the 
other  is  not' a  thing  for  sale,  and  only  the 
gifts  of  the  gods. 

lach.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you  ? 

Post.   Which  by    their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

lach.  You  may  wearher  in  tittle  yours;  but 
you  know, strange  fowl  light  upon  neighbour- 
ing ponds.  Your  ring  may  be  stolen  too  :  so, 
of  your  brace  of  unprizeable  estimations,  the 
one  is  but  frail,  and  the  other  casual;  a  cun- 
ning thief,  or  a  that-way  accomplished  conr- 
lier,  would  hazard  the  winning  both  of  fiut 
and  last. 

Post.  Vour  Italy  contains  none  so  accom- 
plished a  courtier,  to  convince^;  the  honourof 
my  mistress;  if,  in  the  holding  or  loss  of  that, 
you  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing  doubt,  you 
have  store  of  thieves;  notwithstanding  I  fear 
not  my  ring. 

Phi.   Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Post.  Sir,  with  all  heart.  This  worth}*  sig- 
nior,  I  thank  him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me  ; 
we  are  familiar  at  first. 

lach.  With  five  times  so  much  conversation, 
I  should  get  ground  of  your  fair  mistress  : 
make  her  go  back,  even  to  the  yielding  ;  had 
I  admittance,  and  opportunity  i©  friend. 

Post.  No,  No. 

lach.  I  dare,  thereon,  pawn  the  moiety  of 
my  estate  to  your  ring;  which,  in  my  opinion, 
o'er-valuesit  something:  But  I  make  my  wager 
rather  against  your  confidence,than  berrepu- 

*  Destroyed.  t  Lover, — T  speak  of  her  as  a  beitij 
I  reverence,  nota.^abeautywh<ira  lenjoy.  tOvprcome. 
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tation:  and,  to  bar  your  offence  herein  too.    I 
durst  attempt  it  against  any  lady  in  the  world. 

Post.  You  are  a  great  deal  abused*  in  too 
bold  a  persuasion  ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  sus- 
tain what  you're  worthy  of,  by  your  atteinpt. 

lack.  What's  that? 

Post.  A  repulse  :  Though  your  attempt,  as 
you  call  it,  deserve  more;  a  punishment  too. 

Phi.  Gentlemen,  enough  of  this:  it  came  in 
tuo  suddenly  ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  born,  and, 
I  pray  you,  be  better  acquainted. 

lack.  'Would  I  had  put  my  estate,  and  my 
neighbour's,  on  the  approbationt  of  what  I 
have  spoke. 

Post.  What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail? 

lack.  Yours;  whom  in  constancy, you  think, 
stands  so  safe.  [  will  lay  you  ten  thousand 
ducats  to  your  ring,  that,  commend  me  to  the 
court  where  your  lady  is,  with  no  more  advan- 
tage than  the  opportunity  of  a  second  confe- 
rence, and  I  will  bring  from  thence  that  ho- 
nour of  hers,  which  you  imagine  so  reserved. 

Post.  I  will  wage  against  your  gold,  gold 
to  it  :  my  ring  I  hold  dear  as  my  finger;  'tis 
part  of  it. 

lack.  You  are  a  frirnd,and  therein  tlie  wiser. 
Ifyoubuy  ladies'sflesh  ata  million  a  dram, you 
cannot  preserve  it  from  tainting:  But,  I  see, 
you  have  some  religion  in  you,  that  you  fear. 

Post.  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue" ; 
you  bear  a  graver  purpose,  I  hope. 

lack.  I  am  the  master  of  my  speeches;  and 
would  undergo  what's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Post.  Will  you  .' — I  shall  but  lend  my  dia- 
mond till  you  return: — Let  there  be  covenants 
drawn  between  us  :  My  mistress  exceeds  m 
goodness thehugenoss  ofyourunworthy  think- 
ink  : !  dare  you  to  this  match :  here's  my  ring. 

Phi.  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  gods  it  is  one: — If  I  bring 
you  no  sufficient  testimony  that  I  have  enjoy- 
ed the  dearest  bodily  part  of  your  mistress, 
my  ton  thousand  ducats  are  yours;  so  is  your 
diamond  too.  If  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in 
such  honour  as  you  have  trust  in,  she  your 
jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and  my  gold  are  yours  : 
provided,  1  have  your  commendation,}:  for 
my  more  free  entertainment. 

Post.  I  embrace  these  conditions ;  let  us 
have  articles  betwixt  us : — only,  thus  far  you 
shall  answer.  If  you  make  your  voyage  upon 
her,  and  give  me  directly  to  understand  you 
have  prevailed,  I  am  no  further  your  enemy, 
she  is  not  worth  our  debate:  if  she  remain 
unseduced,  (you  not  making  it  appear  other- 
wise,) tor  your  ill  opinion,  and  the  assault 
you  have  raade  to  her  chastity,  you  shall  an- 
swer me  with  your  sword. 

lach.  Your  hand;  acovenant:  We  will  have 
these  things  set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and 
.straight  away  for  Britain;  lest  the  bargain 
should  catch  cold,  and  starve:  I  will  fetch  my 
gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Post.  Agreed. 

[Exeunt  Posthcmus  and  Iachimo. 

French.  Will  this  hold,  think  you  ? 

Phi.  Signior  lachimo  will  not  from  it. 
Pray,  let  us  follow  'em.  [Exeunt. 

SCEKE   VI. — Britain. — A  Room  in  Cymbe- 
line's  Falace. 
Enter  Qoeen,  Ladies,  and  Corneiics. 
Queen.  Whiles  yet  the  dew's  on   ground, 
gather  those  flowers  ; 
Make  haste  :  Who  has  the  note  of  them  ? 

*  Deceived.       J  Proof.       |Recommendation. 


1  Lady.  I,  madam. 

Queen.  Despatch. [Exeunt  Ladies. 

Now,  master  doctor;  have  you  brought  those 
drugs  .' 

Cor.  Fleaseth  your  highness,  ay:  here  they 
are,  madam :  [Presenting  a  small  Box. 
But  I  beseech  your  grace,  (wilhout  offence  ; 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask ;)  wherefore  you 
have  [pounds, 

Commande<l  of  me  these  most  poisonous  com- 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death ; 
But,  though  slow,  deadly  ? 

Queen.  I  do  wonder,  doctor,  [been 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  question  ;  Have  1  not 
Thy  pupil  long?  Hast  thou  not  learn'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes.'  distil?  preserve?  yea,  so, 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections?     Having  thus  far  pro- 
ceeded, 
(Unless  thou  thiuk'st  me  devilish,)is'tnot  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgement  in 
Other  conclusions  ?*  I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  cn^atures  as 
We  count   not  worth  the  hanging,  ("but  none 

human,^ 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Allay ments  to  their  act;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues,  and  effects. 

Cor.  Your  highness  [heart : 

Shall    from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your 
Besides,  the  seeing  these  effects  will  be 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Quetn.  O,  content  thee.' — 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Here  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  liim 
Willi  first  work  :  he's  for  his  master,  [jjside. 
And  enemy  to  my  son. — How  now,  Pisanio.'— 
Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended  ; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cor.  I  do  suspect  you,  madam  ; 
But  you  shall  do  no  harm.  [Aside. 

Queen.  Hark  thee,  a  word. —  [To  Pisanio. 

Cor.  [Aside.]  I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth 
think,  she  has 
Strange  lingeringpoisons:  I  do  knowherspirit, 
And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damn'd  nature:  Those, she  has, 
Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile  : 
Which  first,  perchance,  she'll   prove  on  cats, 
and  dogs  ;  > 

Then  afterward  up  higher  ;  but  there  is 
No  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes, 
More  than  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.     She  is  fool'd 
With  a  most  false  effect ;  and  I  the  truer. 
So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  service,  doctor, 
Until  I  send  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit. 

Queen.  Weeps  she  still,  say'st  thou  ?    Dost 
thou  think,  in  time 
She  will  not  quench;t  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses?  Do  thou  work; 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word,  she  loves  my 

son, 
I'll  tell  thee,  on  the  instant,  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  master  :  greater  ;  for 
His  fortunes  all  lie  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp  :  Return  he  cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is:  to  shift  bis  being,J 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another; 
And  every  day,  that  comes,  comes  to  decay 


Experiments.  t  ie.  Grow  cool. 
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A  day's  work  in  him :  What  shalt  thou  expect, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans  ? 
Viiho  cannot  be  new  built;  nor  has  no  friends, 
[The  Queen  drops  a  box :  Pisanio  takes 

it  up. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him  1 — Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  know'st  not  what ;  but  take  it  for  thy 

labour: 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five   times  redeem'd  from  death:  1  do  not 

know  [it ; 

What,  is  more  cordial: — Nay,  I  pr'ythee,  take 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  ttiee.     Tell  thy  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her;  do't,  as  from  thyself. 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on  ;  but 

think 
Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still ;  to  boot,.ray  son, 
Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee  :  I'll  move  the 
To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such    [king 
As  thou'lt  desire;  and  then  myself,  I  chiefly, 
That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 
To  load  thy  merit  richlj'.     Call  my  women  : 
Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  Pisa.] — A  sly  and 

constant  knave ; 
Not  to  be  shak'd  :  the  agent  for  his  master ; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her,  to  hold  [that, 
The  hand  fast  to  her  lord. — I  have  given  him 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  liegers*  for  her  sweet ;    and  wliich  she, 

after. 
Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assur'd 

-'      Re-enter  Pisanio,  aiid  Ladies. 
To  taste   of  too. — So,   so ;  well   done,   well 

done : 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses, 
Bear  to  my  closet: — Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio  ; 
Think  on  my  words. 

[Excimt  Queen  arid  Ladies. 
Pis.  And  shall  do  ; 
But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue, 
ril  choke  myself:  there's  all  Pll  do  for  you. 

[Exit^ 
SCEXE  VII. — Another  Room  in  the  same. 

Erdcr  Imogen. 
lino.  A  father  cruel,  and  a  step-dame  false; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wedded  lady,        [band  ■' 
That  hath  her  hiishnnd  h.nniiih'd  ; — 0,that  hus- 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief!    and  those  re- 
peated 
Vexations  of  it !   Had  I  been  fliief-stolen. 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  most  miser- 
able 
Is  the  desire  (hat's  glorious:  Blessed  be  tliose. 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  their  honest  wills, 
Which  seasons  comfort. —  Who  may  this  be  ? 
Fie; 
£n/er  Pisanio  and  Iachimo. 
Pis.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  lord  with  letters. 

lack.  Change  you,  madam  ? 
The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety, 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly. 

[Presents  a  Letter. 
Into.  Thanks,  good  Sir: 
You  are  kindly  welcome. 
lach.  All  of  her,  that  is  out  of  door,  most 
rich !  [Aside. 

If  she  be  furnish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare, 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird:  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.  Boldness  be  my  friend ! 

*  Ainbas;adors. 


Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot! 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight; 
Rather,  directly  fly. 

Imo.  [Reads.] — He  is  one  of  the  noblestnole, 
to  whose  kindness  I  am  most  infinitely  tied. 
Reflect  upon  him  accordingly,  as  you  value, 
your  truest.  Leonatcs. 

So  far  I  read  aloud  : 

But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  he^rt  [ly, — 
Is  warm'd  by  tlu;  rest,  and  takes  it  thankful- 
You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  Sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so. 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

lach.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 
What !    are   men    mad  /    Hath  nature  given 

them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  crop 
Of  sea,  and  land,  which  can  distinguish 'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above,  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  the  number'd  beach  ?  and  can  we  not 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
Twixt  fair  and  foul .'' 

Imo.  Wtiat  makes  your  admiration  ? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i'the  eye ;  for  apes  and 

monkeys,  [and 

'Twixt  two  suchshes,  would  chatter  this  way, 

Contemn   with  mows*  the  other :  Nor  i'tlie 

judgement; 
For  idiots,  in  this  case  of  favour,  would 
Be  wisely  definite  :  Nor  i'the  appetite; 
Sluttery,  to  no  neat  excellence  oppos'd, 
Should  make  desire  vomit  emptiness, 
Not  so  allur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter,  trow  ? 
lach.  The  cloyed  will, 
(That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire, 
That  tub  both  fiird  and  running,)  ravening  first 
The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo.   What,  dear  Sir, 
Thus  raps  you  ?  Are  you  well  ? 

lach.    Thanks,  madam  ;    well : — 'Beseedi 
you,  Sir,  desire  [To  Pisanio. 

My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him:  he 
Is  strange  and  peevish. t 
Pis.  I  was  going,  Sir, 
To  give  him  welcome.  [Exit.  Pisanio. 

Imo.  Continues  well  my  lord?  His  health, 

beseech  you  ? 
lach.  Well,  madam. 

Imo.  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth  .'  I  hope,  lie  is. 
lach.  Exceeding  pleasant ;  none  a  stranger 
there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome:  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  reveller. 

Imo.  When  lie  was  liere. 
He  did  incline  to  sadness;  and  oft-times 
Not  knowing  why. 

lach.  I  never  saw  him  sad. 
There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An    eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  mucii 
A  Gallian  girl  at  home  :  he  furnaces      [love.s 
The  thick  sighs  from  him ;  whiles  the  jolly 

Briton 
(Your  lord,  I  mean,)  laughs  from's  free  lungs, 

cries,  0! 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think,  that  vian, — who 
By  history,  report,  or  his  own  proof,     [knows 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be, — tvill  his  free  hours  languish  for 
Assured  bondage  ? 

Imo.  Will  my  lord  say  so  ? 
lach.  Ay,  madam  ?  with  his  eyes  in  flood 
with  laughter. 


'  Dlaking  mouths. 


t  Shy  and  foolish. 
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li  is  a  recreation  to  W  by, 

And    hear  him  mock  ihu  Freiichuiaii :  But, 

heavens  know,         , 
yonie  men  are  mucli  to  hlame. 

Jiiio.  iSot  he,  1  hope. 

luck.  iN'otlie:   But  yet  lienren's;  boiiuty  to- 
wards liiiii  mi^l)i 
Be   us'd    more    tliankiully.     In    himsell",   'lis 
much  ;  '  [leiits, — 

Jn   you, — wiiicli  I  count  his,  l)eyon<l  all  ta- 
^Vhilst  J  am  bound  to  vvonder,  1  am  bound 
'i'o  pity  too. 

Inio.  What  do  you  jiiiy,  Sir  ? 

lacli.  Two  creatures,  heariiiy. 

Imo.  Am  1  one,  Sir .''  [me, 

You  look  on  me  ;  What  wreck  discern  you  in 
Deserves  your  pity? 

lack.  Lamentable  !  What  ! 
To  hide  me  from  tiie  radiant  sun,  and  solace 
i'liie  dungeon  by  a  snuft'  ? 

Imo.  I  pray  >ou,  Sir, 
Deliver  uilb  more  o[)enness  your  answers^ 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  jou  pity  me.' 

lack.  That  others  do, 

)   \vas  about  to  say,  enjoy  your  But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  venge  it, 
I\ot  mine  to  speak  on't. 

lino.  You  do  seem  to  know  [you, 

Sometliing-  ot  ine,  or  \\  hat  concerns  tue;  i'ray 
( Since  douting  things  j^o  ill,  ol'ten  hurts  more 
Thau  to  be  sure  they  do  :  for  cerlainties 
Either  are  (fast  remedies  ,  or,  timely  knowing, 
'I'he  remedy  then  horn,)  discover  to  me 
VVIiat  both  you  spur  and  stoj).'' 

lack.  Had  I  this  cheek 
To  bathe  my  lij)s  upon;  thishand,  whose  (ouch, 
Whose  every  touch,  would  torce  the  feeler's 

soui 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty  ;  this  object,  which 
'lakes  prisoner  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye, 
Fixinj;'  it  only  here  :  should  1  (damn'd  then,) 
blaver  with  lips  as  connnon  as  ilie  stairs 
'J'hat    mount   the  Capitol;  join   jjrij)es   witli 
hands  [as 

Wade  hard  with  hourly  falsehood,  (falsehood, 
\\  ith  labour;)  then  lie  peej)ing  in  an  eye, 
Base  and  imlustrous  as  tlie  smoky  light 
Thai's  fed  with  stinking  tallow ;  it  were  fit, 
■j'hat  all  the  i)!agues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Itno.  JMy  lord,  1  tear, 
lias  tbrgot  Britain. 

lack.  And  liimself.     P^ot  I, 
Inclin'd  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  his  change;  but  lis  your  graces 
Thar,  from  my  nmtest  conscience,  to  my  tongue, 
,  Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  liear  no  more. 

lack.  O  dearest  soul !  your  cause  doth  strike 
uty  heart 
With  pity,  tliat  doth  make  me  sick.    A  lady 
Ho  fair,  and  jastnd  to  an  empery,t 
Would  make  the  great'st  king  doable  !  to  be 

partner'd 
Withtomboysjt  hir'd  with  that  self-e.\hibition§ 
Which  your  own  coffers  yield!  with  diseas'd 

ventures, 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold    [sfulT, 
Which  rottenness  can  lend  nature  !  such  boil'd 
As  well  might  poison  poison  !  Be  reveng'd  ; 
Or  she  that  bore  you,  was  iio  queen,  and  you 
Hecoil  from  your  great  slock. 

Imo.  lleveng'd  ! 
How  should!  be  reveng'd?  If  this  be  true, 


What  you  seem  aiaious  to  iiUer,  and  vet  withhold, 
t  Sovereifin  commauU.  "   '■  Wantons. 

(  Allowunee;  peasiou.  '' 

•o  o  % 


1  (As  J.  have  such  a  heart,  that  both  mine  cars 
■  Rhisl  not  in  haste  abuse,)  it'  it  be  true. 
How  shoidd  1  be  reveng'd  ? 
lack.   Should  he  make  ine 
Live  like  Diana's  jirlest,  betwi.xt  cold  shectJ  ; 
Whilst  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps, 
In  your  des|)ite,  upon  your  purse  .'  Revenge  it. 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  swf-et  pleasure  ; 
More  noble  than  that  rimagute  to  your  bed; 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  afl'eclioii, 
Still  close,  as  sure. 

Imo.  AV  hat  ho,  Tisanio  ' 
luck.  Let  mc  my  service  tenderon  your  lips. 
Imo.  Away  ! — 1  do  condemn  mine  ears,  that 
have  [able, 

So  long  attended  tlite. — If  thou  wert  lionour- 
Thou  u'ould'st  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue, 
not  [strange. 

J'or  such    an  end   thou  seek'st ;  as  base  as 
Thou  vvrong'st  a  gentleman,  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report,  as  thou  from  honour  ;  and 
Solicit''sl  here  a  lady,  lliaf  disdains    [anio  ! — 
Thee  and    the   devil    alike. — What    ho,    I'is- 
The  king  my  father  sh.all  be  made  ac(iuuaitcil 
Of  thy  assault :  if  he  shall  think  it  fit, 
A  saucy  siraiiger,  in  his  court,  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  laind  to  us  ;  ho  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  aud  a  daugliier  whoin 
He  not  respects  at  all. — What  ho,  Tisaniu  1 — 

lack.  O  happy  Leonatus  !   I  may  say  ; 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee,     [ness 
Deserves  thy  trust;  and  thy  most  perfect  good- 
lier assur'd  credit  I — Blessed  live  you  long  ! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  Sir,  that  ever 
Country  cail'd  his!  and  you  iiis  mistress  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  fit  I  Give  me  your  par- 
dun. 
1  have  spoke  this,  (o  know  if  your  afliancc 
Were  deeply  rooted  ;  and  shall  niakeyour  lord, 
That  which  he  is,  new  o'er  :  And  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner'd  ;  sucli  a  holy  witch. 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him  : 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 
Imo.  You  make  amends. 
lack.  He  sits  'mongst  men,  like  a  descended 
god  : 
He  halh  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off, 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.     Be  not  angry, 
Most  mighty  princess,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  false  report;  which 
hath  [ment 

Honour'd  willi  confirmation  your  great  judge- 
Jn  the  election  ol'  a  Sir  so  rare,  [hini 

Which  you  know,  cannot  err  :  The  love  I  bear 
Made  me  to  fan*  you  thus  ;  but  the  gods  made 
you,  [don. 

Unlike  all  others,  chaffless.     I'ray,  you  par- 
Jmo.  All's  well.  Sir  :  Take  my  power  i'lhc 

court  for  yours. 
lack.  Myhumblethanks.  I  had  almost  forgot 
T<»  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  small  recjuest,' 
And  yet  of  momt.-nt  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord  ;  myself,  and  oihei'  noble  friends, 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 
Imo.  Fray,  what  is't  ? 
Jack.    Some  dozen  Romans  of  us,  and  your 
told,  [sums, 

(The  best  featiier  of  our  wing)  have  mingled 
To  buy  a  ])resent  for  the  emperor; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest,  have  done 
la  France:     'Tis  plate,  of  rare  device;  and 

jewels. 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form ;  their  values  great ; 
Aud  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange,! 


To  fan,  1:  lo  w  iimo'.v. 


?  A  i'train'T. 
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To  Iiave  tlicin  in  sale  slowaoo  ;  May  i*  please 
To  take  t!i««ii  in  protection  !  [you 

Imo.  Willingly; 
And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safety  :  since 
-My  lord  lialh  interest  in  tlieni,  1  will  keep  them 
In  my  bed-chamber. 

Jarh.  They  are  in  a  trunk, 
Attendeil  by  my  men;  I  uill  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  yon,  only  for  this  nifjht ; 
1  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Jmo.  O,  no,  no. 

lack.  Yes,  I  beseech;  or  I  shall  short  my 
word, 
By  lenglh'ning  my  return.     IVom  tJullia 
I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose,  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo.  I  thank  yoii  for  your  pains  ; 
But  not  away  to-monow  .' 

lack.  O,  I  must,  madam  : 
Therefore,  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing;,  tlo"l  to-night; 
*I  have  outstood  my  time;  which  is  material 
'J"o  the  tender  of  our  present. 

Imo.  I  will  write. 
Send  your  trunk  to  me;  it  shall  safe  be  kept, 
And  truly  yielded  you:  You  are  very  welcome. 

[Lxeunt. 

ACT  II. 
SCEJVEI. — Court  before  Cvmeelint.'s  Palace, 
Enter  Clotea',  and  two  Lords. 
Clo.  Was  there  ever  man  had  such  luck ! 
v.hen  I  kissed  the  jack  upon  an  up-cast,*  to 
be  hit  away!  I  had  a  hundred  pourid  on't : 
And  then  a  whoreson  jackanapes  must  fake 
jne  up  for  swearing;  as  if  I  l)orroned  mine 
f.aths  of  iiim,  and  might  not  spend  them  at 
my  pleasure. 

1  Lord.  What  pot  he  by  that?  Vou  have 
liroke  his  pate  with  your  bowl. 

2  Lord.  If  his  ^\it  had  been  like  him  that 
broke  it,  i!  would  have  ran  all  out.         [.9dde. 

Clo.  Whcnagenlleman  isdisposedtoswear, 
it  is  not  for  any  standcrs-by  to  curtail  his 
oaths:  Ha  ! 

2,  Lord.  Nojmylord;  nor  {Aside.']  crop  the 
ears  of  (hem. 

Clo.  Whoreson  dog  1 — I  give  him  satisfac- 
tion? Would,  he  liad  been  one  of  my  rank  ! 

2  Lord.  'I'o  have  snielt  like  a  fool.     [Aside. 

Clo.  I  am  not  more  vexed  at  any  thing  in 
tlie  earth, — A  pos  on't !  1  liad  rather  not  be 
so  noble  as  I  am;  they  dare  not  fight  ^vith  me, 
because  of  the  tpieen  my  mother  :  every  jack- 
slave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I 
inust  go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  nobody 
tan  match. 

U  Lord.  You  nre  a  cock  and  capon  too ; 
i.ndyou  crow,  cock,  wiihyourcombon.f^iiifc. 

Clo.  Sayest  thou  ? 

1  Lord.  It  is  not  fit,  your  lordsliip  should 
midertake  every  companioni  that  you  give 
oii'ence  to. 

Clo.  No,  I  know  that :  but  it  is  fit,  I  should 
( oinniit  offence  to  my  inf<;riors. 

Si  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 

Clo:  AVhy,  so  1  s.iy. 

1  Lord.  Did  you  iiear  of  a  stranger,  that's 
come  to  court  to-night .' 

Clo.  A  stranger!  and  I  know  not  on't ! 

2  Lord,  lie's  a  strange  fellow  himself,  and 
knows  it  not.  [Aaid^.. 

I  Lord.  Theres  an  Italian  come  ;  and,  'tis 
thought  one  of  Lconatus'  friends. 

*  He  is  rlpsrribing his  fute  at liowls,  the  iarU  is  the 
s  mail  bowl  at  vvLicb  ibeoiheri.-ue  aimed.     '  )  Fellow. 


I       Clo.  Lconatus!  a  banished  rascal  ;  and  he' 

I  another,  whatsoever  he  be.    Who  told  you  of 

i  this  stranger? 

j       1  Lord.  One  of  your  lordship's  pages. 

I       Clo.  It  is  fit,  I  went  to  look  upon  him  ?    Is 

I  there  no  derogation  in'i? 

j       1  Lord.  You  cannot  derogate,*  my  lord. 

I       Clo.  Not  easily,  1  think. 

I      2  Lord.  You  are  a  fool  granted ;  therefore 

'  vour  issues  being  foolish,  do  not  derogate. 

!  *  .  [Aside. 

\       Clo.  Come,  I'll  go  see  this  Italian:  What 

I  I  have  lost  to-day  at  bowls,  I'll  win  to-night 

I  of  him.     Come  on. 

I       2  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordship. 

I  [Exeunt  Cloten  and  first  Loi;i.. 

1  That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Shouldyield  the  world  this  ass  !  a  woman  tliaf 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain  ;  and  this  htr 

son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princess, 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  tndur'st! 
Betwixt  a  father  by  tiiy  step-dame  goverh'd  : 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots;   a  wooer 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  tliy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make  !  The  heavens  hold 

firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour;  keep  unshak'd 
That  (cmple,  thy  fair  mind  ;  that  thou  may'st 

stand, 
Toenjoy  thybanish'd  lord,  and  this  great  land  i 

[Exit. 

SCEjXE  II. — .1  Bcd-chamher ;  in  one  part  of 

it  a  trunk. 
Imogen  reading  in  her  Bed;  a  Lady  ailcnding. 

Imo.  Who's  there  ?  py  woman  Helen  ? 

Lady.  Please  you,  madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it? 

Lady    Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have   read  tiiree  hours  then  :  mine 

eyes  are  weak  : — 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left:  To  bed: 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning  ; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'clock, 
1  I  pr'ythee,  call   me.     Sleep   halh  seiz'd  me 

wholly.  [Exit  Ladv. 

To  your  protection  1  commend  me,  gods  ! 
From  fairies,  and  the  tempters  of  the  night, 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye ! 

[Sleeps.     Iachimo,  fr07n  the  Trunk, 
lach.  The  ciickets  sing,  and  man's  o'er  la- 

bourefl  sense 
Repairs  itself  by  rest:  OurTarqviin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes,!  ere  hewaken'd 
The  chasti;y  he  wounded. — Cytherea, 
IIow  bravely  thou  beconi'at  thy  bed  !  fresh  lily  ! 
And  whiter  than  the  sheets!     That  I  might 

touch ! 
But  kiss,;  one  kiss  ! — Rubies  unparagon'd, 
HoH-dearlythcydo'i !— Tis  her  breathing  that 
Perfumes  the  chamber  thus :  The  flame  oihe 

taper  [lids, 

Bows  toward  her  ;  and  would  under-peej)  her 
To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 
Under  these  windows:  White  and  azure,  lacM 
With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tinct.+ — But  my 

design? 
To  note  the  chtimber : — I  will  write  all  down : — 
Such,  and  such,  pictures: — Theie  the  win- 
dow : — Such 


/  *  1.  e.  Degradr  yourstli". 

t  It  wa"!  anciently  tlie  custom  to  strew  chambers  vi'.h 
rushes.    ;  1.  e.  The  while  tliin  laced  with  blue  veii)»- 
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The  adornment   of  her  bed : — The  arras,* 
figures,  [story, — 

Why,  suq,li,  and  such  :— And  the  contents  o'tlie 
All,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body, 
Above  ten  thousand  meaner  moveables 
^Voldd  testily,  to  cnricli  mhie  inventory: 
O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her  I 
And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument. 
Thus   ii!  a  chapel   lyin^  ! — Come  off,   come 
ofi'; —  lTaH)i<r  off  her  Braceltl. 

As  slippery,  as  the  (iorriian  knot  was  hard  ! 
'Tis  mine;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly, 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  witliin. 
To  the  mailding  of   her  lord.     On    her  left 

breast 
\  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
Jthe  bottom  of  a  cowsli;) :  Here's  a  voucher, 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  se- 
cret [ta'en 
Will  forcehim  ihinki  havepick'd  thelocU,  and 
The  treasure  of  her  honour.     JXo  more. — To 

what  end  { 
Why  should  I  write  this  down,  that's  rivetted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory  1  She  had  been  read- 
ing- late  [down, 
The  tale  of  Tereus;  here  the  leaf's  turn'd 
AVhere  Philomel  gave  up  ; — I  have  enough  : 
To  the  trunk  again,  and  shut  the  spring  of  it. 
Swift  jswift,  you  dragons  of  the  night  !— that 

dawning 
May  bear  the  raven's  eye  :  1  lodge  in  fear  ; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here, 

[Clock  slrikes. 
One,  two,  three, — Time,  time  ! 

[Goes  into  the  Trunk.     The  scene  closes. 

SCEjXEIIL — An  Antechamber  adjoining 
Imoges's  Jipartmeat. 

Enter  Cloten  and  Lords. 

1  T.onl.  Vour  lordship  is  the  most  patient 
man  in  loss,  the  most  coldest  that  ever  turned 
up  ace. 

Clo:  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 

1  Lord.  But  not  every  man  patient,  after 
the  noble  temper  of  your  lordship;  You  are 
most  hot,  and  furious,  when  you  win. 

Clo.    Winning  would   put    u  y    man    into 
courage:  If  I  could  get  this  foolish  Imogen, 
i  should  have  gold  enough  :  It's  almost  morn- 
ing, is't  not  ? 
^  1  Lord.  Day,  my  lord. 

Clo.  I  would  this  music  would  come  :  I  am 
advised  to  give  her  music  o'  mornings ;  they 
say,  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Musicians. 

Come  on;  (une:  If  you  can  penetrate  her 
with  your  fingering,  so;  we'll  try  with  tongue 
too:  if  none  will  do,  let  her  remain;  but  I'll 
never  give  o'er.  First,  a  very  excellent' good- 
conceited  thing;  after  a  wonderful  sweet  air, 
with  admirable  rich  words  to  it, — and  then 
let  her  consider. 

Song. 

Hark  ■'  hark .'  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings, 

jlnd  Phoebus  'gins  arise. 
His  steeds  to  loater  at  those  springs 

On  chalic'd\  Jhnvers  that  lies; 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes  : 
With  every  thing  that  pretty  bin : 

My  lady  sweet,  arise  ; 
Arise,  arise. 

'  Tn-ifSlry.  ■  Ciil--. 


So,  get  you  gone:  If  this  pen:Mrate,  I  will 
consider  your  music  the  better:'  if  it  do  not, 
it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears,  which  horse-hairs,  and 
cats-guts,  nor  the  voice  ol"  unpavcd  eunucli 
to  boot, can  novcrauicnd.  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

Enter  CvniBF.MNr,  anrf  Queen. 

2  Lord.  Here  comes  the  king. 

Clo.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  so  late  ;  for  that's 
the  reason  I  was  up  so  .early:  He  cannot 
choosn  'but  take  this  service  I  have  done, 
fatherly. — Good  morrow  to  your  majesty,  and 
to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym^  Attend  yon  here  the  door  of  our  steru 
daughter  .' 
Will  she  not  forth  ? 

Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  music,  but  she 
vouchsafes  no  notice. 

Cyin.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new  ; 
She  hath  not  yet  forgot  him  :  some  more  time 
Jlust  wear  the  print  of  his  remcbrance  out. 
And  then  she's  yours. 

(^ueen.  You  are  most  bound  to  the  king; 
Who  lei's  go  by  no  vantages,  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter:  Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  solicits;  and  be  friended 
With  aptness  of  the  season  :\  make  denialSv 
Increase  your  services:  so  seem,  as  it 
You  were  inspir'd  to  do  those  duties  which 
You  tender  to  her  ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her, 
Si'n  e  when  command  to  your  dismission  tend?, 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

Clo,  Senseless  ?  JNot  sc 

Elder  a  Messexger. 

Mess.  So  like  j'ou,  Sir,  ambassadors  from 
The  one  is  Caius  Lucius.  [Rome  : 

Cym.  A  wortliy  fellow. 
Albeit  he  comes  on  angry  purpose  now  ; 
But  that's  no  fault  of  l;is:  We  must  receivi 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender;  [him 
And  towards  himself  his  goodness  forespent 

on  us 
We  nmst  extend  our  notice. — Our  dear  son, 
When  you  have  given  good  morning  lo  your 

mistress. 
Attend  the  (jucen,  and  us;  we  shall  have  neeil 
To  employ  you  towards  this  lloman. — Come, 

our  queen. 
[Exeu)il  Cym.  Queen,  Lonns,  and  INIe.--^. 
Clo.  If  she  be  up,  I'll  sprak  with  her;  if  ;iot. 
Let  her  lie  still,  and  dream. — By  your  leave 

ho: —  [Knocl:s. 

I  know  her  women  are  about  her  :  What 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands  ?  'Tis  gold 
Which  buys  adudtlnnce;  oft  it  doth  ;  yea, and 

makes 
Diana's  rangers  firlse  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  ^stuud  of  the  stealer;  and 

'tis  gohl 
Which  makes  tiie  true  man  kill'd,  and  saves 

the  thief; 
Nay,  sometime,  hangs  both  thief   and  true 

man  :  What 
Can  it  not  do,  and  undo?  I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me  ;  for 
I  yet  not  understand  the  case  myelf. 
Ry  your  leave.  [Knocks 

Enter  a  Lady. 
Lady.  Who's  there,  tiiat  knocks  ' 
Clo-  A  gentleman. 
Lady.  No  more  .' 

i  *  Will  pay  you  more  for  it. 

f  With  s'ilicitntiim'  not  ntilv  proi-f-r  but  wpII-Ium'''' 
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Clo.  Yf-",  nrnl  a  <;enliewoman"s  son. 
Lndn-  That's  more 
Tiian  some,  wlioce  tailors  arc  as  dear  as  yours 
Can  justly  lioastn!:    ^Vhafs  your  lorilsltip's 
pleasure? 
Clo.  Your  lady's  person:   Is  slie  rpaiiy? 
Lady.  Ay,  ] 

To  keep  htr  chamlior. 

Clo.  'fherr's  gold  Tor  yon;   sell   nie  your 

good  report. 
Lndy.  How  !  niy  good  name  "".    or  to  report 
of  von 
What  I  shalflliink  is  ^'ood  '—The  princess 

Enter  Imogen. 
Clo.  Good-morrow,    fairest    sister  :    Yonr 

sweet  hand. 
Imo.  Good-morrow,  Sir :    You  lay  ont  too 
much  pains  [S've, 

For  purchasino;  but   troid)le  :  the    tlianks   I 
Is  tellins^  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks, 
And  scarce  can  spare  ihem. 
Clo.  Still,  1  swear,  1  love  yon. 
Imo.  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  witn 

If  vOM  swear  stiH,  your  recompense  is  stiil 
That  I  re!;;!ird  it  not. 
Clo.  This  is  no  answer. 
Imo.  But  that  vou  shall  not  sny  I  yield,  he- 
injTsilonf,  [i'faith, 

I  would  not"  speak.     I  pray  you,   spare  me  : 
T  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy  [knowmj; 

To    vour  best  kindness  ;    one  of  your   great 
Should  learn,  btinff  taught,  forbearance. 
Clo.  To  leave  you  in  your  ina<hiess,  'twere 
my  sin : 
I  will  not. 

Jmo.  Fools  arc  not  mad  folks. 
Clo.  Do  you  call  me  fool .' 
Iwo.  As  I  am  mad,  I  do: 
tf  vou"ll  he  patient,  I'll  no  more  he.  mtid  ; 
Tliat  cures  us  both.     1  am  much  sorry.  Sir, 
Tou  put  me  to  for!j''t  a  lady's  manners, 
I5v  hein;^  so  verbal:'^  and  learn  now,  for  nil, 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,    do  here  pro- 
nounce, 
Ev  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you; 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity, 
(To  accuse  myself^  I  hate  you  :  which  I  had 
Y'ou  felt,  than  niake't  my  boast.  [rather 

Clo.  Y'nu  sin  ni^fiinst 
Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
Thecontract  you  pretend  with  that  base  wretch, 
{'One,  bred  of  alms,  and  foster'd   wiih  cold 
dishes,  [none: 

"VVith  scraps  o'the   court,)   it  is  no  contract, 
And  though  it  he  aliow'd  in  meaner  parties, 
(Yet  «  ho,  than  he,  more  mean  ?)  to  knit  their 

souls 
fOn  whom  Wirrc  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  hejrijary)  in  self-fignr'd  knot ;  1 
Yet  vou  are  curb'd  from  that  enlargement  by 
Theconsequence  o'the  crown;  and  must  not 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slave,  [soil 
A  hilding;  for  a  livery,  a  squire's  cloth, 
A  pantler,  not  so  eminent. 

Imo.  Profane  fellow  ! 
Wert  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter,  nnd  no  more. 
But  what  thou  art,  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  his  groom:  thou  wert  dignified  enough, 
F.ven  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  styl'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  kingdom;  and  hated 
For  being  preferr'd  so  well. 

>-  So  verbose,  so  full  of  talk. 

t  In  knot'!  ot"  tlieirown  tyin?. 

{  A  low  lelhcw  only  fit  lo  wear  a  livery. 


Clo.  The  south- fog  rot  him  I 
[mo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance, 
than  come  [ment. 

To  he  but  nam'<l  of  thee.  His  meanest  gar- 
Thai  ever  hath  but  clipp'd  his  body,  is  dearer. 
In  my  respect,  than  ail  the  hairs  above  thee. 
Were  they  all  made  such  men. — How  now, 
risanio  ? 

I  Enlcr  ris.\NT0. 

Clo.  ?Tis  garment?  Now,  the  devil — 
Jmo.  To  Dorothy  my  woman  hie  thee  pre- 
sently : — 
Clo.  His  garment? 
[mo.  I  am  spri°hted*  with  a  fool; 
Frighted,  and  anger'd  worse  :— Go,  bid  inv 

woman 
Search  for  a  jewel,  that  too  casually 
Hath   left  mine  arm  ;  it  was  thy  masters  : 

'shrew  me. 
If  I  would  lose  it  for  a  rcveniie 
Of  any  king's  in  Europe.     I  do  think, 
1  saw't  this  morning:  confident  1  am, 
Last  u'i<ih*  'twas  on  my  arm  ;  I  kiss'd  it : 
I  ho[)c,  it  be  not  gone,  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kiss  aught  hut  he. 
p;?.  'Twill  not  be  lost. 

Imo.  I  hope  so  :  go,  and  search.     [Exil  Pi-. 
Clo.  You  havcabus'd  me: — 
His  meanest  garment? 


[mo.  Ay  ;  I  said  so.  Sir, 
Ff  yon  will  niake't  an  action,  call  witness  to'l. 

Clo.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

[mo.  Your  molher  too: 
She's  mv  good  lady;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
p.iit  tl  0 Worst  of  u'e.     So  I  leave  yon,  Sir, 
To  the  worst  of  discontent.  [E.vit. 

Clo.  I'll  he  rcveng'd  : — 
His  meanest  garment  .'—Well.  [Exit. 

SCT.VC  IT'.— Home. — An  Apartment  hi. 
Philarki  s  House. 

Enter  Posthi'mus  nnd  Philario. 
Post.  Fear  it  not,  Sir;  I  woidd,  I  were  so 
siu'e 
To  win  the  king,  as  I  am  bold,  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi.  Whuf  means  do  you  make  to  him  .' 
Po.it.    ^'ot  any  ;  but   abide  the  change  of 
time: 
Quake  in  the  present  winlei's  state,  and  wish 
That  warmerdayswould  come:  In  thescfcar'd 

hopes, 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing 
I  must  ilie  much  your  debtor. 

P/i/.Y'our  very  goodness, and  your  company, 
O'erpavs  all  !  can  do.     By  this,  your  king 
Math  heard  of  great  Augustus:  Cains  Lucius 
Will    do    his  commission   throughly  :  and,    I 

think, 
He'll  grant  the  tribute,  send  the  arrearges. 
Or  look  upon  our  RomanSjwhose  remembrance 
Is  vet  fresh  in  their  grief. 

Post.  I  do  believe. 
(Staiistt  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  lo  he,> 
That  this  will  prove  a  war;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions,  now  in  Gallia,  sooner  landed 
[n  our  not-fearing  Britain,  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  coimtrymen 
Ate  men  more  order'd,  than  when  Julius  Cesar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their 

courage 
Worthy  his  frowning  at:  Their  discipline 
(Now  mingled  with  their  courages)  will  make 
known 
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To  their  approvers,*  they  are  pcopio,  such 
Tliat  mend  upon  the  worltl. 

Enler  Iachimo. 

Phi.  ?ep!  Iachimo? 

Post.  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  you  by 
land  : 
And  winds  of  all  I'le  corners  kiss'd  your  sails. 
To  maUe  your  vessel  nimble. 

Phi.  AVelcome,  Sir. 

Po.ot.  I  hope,  the  briefness  of  your  answer 
The  speediness  of  your  return.  [made 

farh.  Your  lady 
Is  one  the  fairest  that  I  have  lookM  upon. 

Pout.  And,  therewithal,  the  best;  or  let  her 
beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allure  false  hearts, 
And  he  false  with  ihcm. 

Irrch.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

Po!ft.  Their  tenour  good,  I  trust. 

lacli.  'Tis  very  like. 

Phi.  Was  Cains  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court, 
'When  you  were  there? 

larli.  He  w.ts  pxpected  then, 
Rut  not  approacii'd. 

Post.  All  is  well  yet. — 
Sparkles  (his  stone  as  it  was  won't  ?  or  ib't  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing? 

fnch.  If  I  have  lost  it, 
I  should  have  lost  the  wor.th  of  it  in  Efold. 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  far  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness,  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain  ;   for  the  rinj;  is  won. 

Post.  The  stone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

Inch.  Not  a  whit, 
Ycur  lady  being  so  easy. 

Post.  Make  not.  Sir; 
Y'onr  loss  your  sport:  I  hope,  you  know  that 
Must  not  continue  friends  [we 

lack.  Good  Sir,  we  must, 
If  you  keep  covenant:  Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  1  grant 
We  were  to  question  further:  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  honour, 
Together  with  your  ring;  and  not  the  w  ronger 
Of  her,  or  you,  having  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make't  apparent 
That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hand 
And  ring  is  yours:    If  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour,  gains,  or  loses, 
Y'our  sword  or  mine;  ormasterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

lack.  Sir,  my  circumstances, 
Being  so  near  the  truth,  as  I  will  make  them, 
Must   first   induce   you    to   believe  :    whose 

strength 
I  will  confirm  with  oath;   which,  I  doubt  not, 
Y'ou'llgive  me  leave  to  spare,  when  you  shall 
You  need  it  not.      •  rfirul 

Post.  Proceed. 

lack.  First,  her  bed-chamber, 
(Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not;  but,  profess 
Had  that  was  well   worth  watching.)  It  was 

hang'd 
With  tapestry  of  silk  and  silver  ?  the  storv 
Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Roman, 
And  Cydnus  swell'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 
The  press  of  boats,  or  pride:  A  piece  of  work 
So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 
III  workmanship  and  value;    which   I   won- 

der'd, 
Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 
Since  the  true  life  ou't  was 

*  To  those  «  ho  try  them. 


Po.sL  This  is  true; 
An<l  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me, 
Or  by  some  other. 

lack.  More  particulars 
Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Po.<<t.  So  (hey  must. 
Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

fach.  The  <;himney 
Is  south  (he  chamber;  and  the  chimney  piece, 
Chaste  Dian,  bathing:  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  themselves:  the  cutter 
Was  as  another  nature,  dumb;  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

Post.  'Ibis  is  a  thing, 
Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap: 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  of. 

Inch.  The  roof  o'the  chamber  [rons" 

With  golden  cherubims  is  fretted:  Her  andi- 
(I  had  forgot  them,l  were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  on  one  foot  standing,  nicelv 
Depending  on  their  brands.! 

Pos/.  This  is  her  honour ! — 
Let  it  be  granted,  you  have  seen  all  this,  (anil 
praise  [tjo,, 

Be  given  to  your  remembrancer  the  descrip- 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber,  nothin"- saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

lack.  Then  if  you  can, 

[Pulling  out  the  Brncekl. 
Be  pale;    I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel : 

See ! — 
And  now  'tis  up  again:  It  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond;  I'll  keep  them. 

Post.  Jove ! — 
Once  more  let  me  behold  it :   Is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

/ar/(.  Sir,  (I  thank  her,)  that : 
She  stripp'd  it  from  her  arm  ;  I  see  her  yet ; 
Her  pretty  action  did  outsell  her  gift, 
And  yet  enrich'd  it  too;   She  gave  it  me    and. 
She  priz'd  it  once.  ("said 

Post.  May  be,  she  pluck'd  it  off, 
To  send  it  me. 

lack.  She  writes  so  to  you?  doth  she? 

Post.  O,  no,  no,  no  ;  'tis  true.     Here,  take 
'•''sfoo;  [Gives  the  Pdn"-. 

It  IS  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye,  '^ 

Kills  me  tolookon't: — Let  there  be  nohonour. 
Where  there  is  beauty;  truth,  where  sem- 
blance ;  love  [men 
Where  there's  another  man:  The  vows  of  \vo- 
Of  no  more  bondage  be,  to  where  (hey  are 

made, 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues;   which  is  no- 
0,  above  measure  false !  [thing : 

P/ii.  Have  patience.  Sir, 
And  take  your  ring  again  :  'tis  not  yet  won 
It  may  be  probable,  she  lost  it ;  or,' 
Who  knows  if  one  of  her  women,  being  cor- 
Hath  stolen  it  from  her.  [ru'pted. 

Post.  Very  true ;  r,incr :_I 

And  so,  I  hope,  he  came  Ivy't: — Back^iny 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  sign  about  lier, 
More  evident  than  this  ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

Jack.  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post.  Hark  you,  he  swears  ;  by  Jupiter  he 

swears.  [am  sure, 

'Tistrue; — nay,  keep   the  ring — 'tis  true:    I 

She  would  not  lose  it:  her  attendants  are 

All  sworn  and  honourable: — They  induc'd  to 

steal  it  ! 
And  by  a  stranger  ?— No,  he  hath  enjoy 'd  her: 
The  cognizaucet  of  her  incontinencv 

*  Ornamented  iron  bars  which  support  wood  hiimed 
in  cliimneys  f  Torches  in  the  hanU^of  Cupids. 

%  The  badge,  the  toKen. 
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Is  this,— she  hat'n  bought  the  name  of  wliore 

thus  dearly. — 
There,  take  thy  Iiire:  andallthe  fiendsof  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you  .' 

Phi.  Sir,  be  patient : 
This  is  not  strong  enough  to  bebelicv'd 
Of  one  persuaded  well  of 

Post.  Never  talk  on't ; 
She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

lach.  If  you  seek 
For  further  satisfying,  under  her  breast 
('Worthy  the  pressing,)  lies  a  mole, right  proud 
Of  that  most    delicate   lodging  :  By  my  life, 
1  kiss'd  it;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.  You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her  .' 

Post.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confirm 
Another  stain,  as  big  as  hell  can  hold, 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

Jack.  Will  you  hear  more  1 

Post.  Spare  your  arithmetic  :  never  count 
Once,  and  a  million  !  [turns; 

lack,  ril  be  sworn, 

Post.  No  swearing. 
If  you  will  swear  you  have  not  done't,  you  lie  ; 
And  I  will  kill  thee,  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou  hast  made  me  cuckold. 

lack.  I  will  deny  nothing. 
;.  Post.  0,  thatIh'adherhcre,to  tearherlimb- 

meal ! 
I  will  go  there,  and  do't;  i'the  court ;  before 
Her  fitther  : — I'll  do  something [Exit. 

Phi,  Quite  besides 
The  government  of  (latience! — Youhavewon: 
Let's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himself. 

Inch.  With  all  my  heart.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJYE  V. — The  same.— Another    Room  in 
the  same. 
Enter  Posthumu?. 
Post.  Is    there    no  way  for  .men  to  be,  but 
women 
Mast  be  half-workers  ?    We  are  bastards  all ; 
And  thfit  most  venerable  man,  which  I 
Did  call  my  father,  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  stamp'd  ;  some  coiner  with  his 

tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit :  Yet  my  mother  seem'd 
The  Diau  of  that  time :  so  doth  my  wife 
The  nonpareil  of  this.— O  vengeance,  ven- 
geance ! 
Me  of  ray  lawful  pleasure  she  restrained, 
And  pray'd  mc,  oft,  forbearance:  did  it  with 
A  pudency*  so  rosy,  the  sweet  view  on't 
Might  well    have  warm'd  old  Saturn  ;  that  I 
thought  her  [devils  I — 

As  cl'.aste  as  unsunn'd  snow: — O,  all  the 
Thisyellowlachimo,in  an  hour, — was'tnot? — 
Or  less, — at   first :  Perchance  he  .spoke   not ; 

but, 
Like  a  full-acorn'd  boar,  a  German  one, 
Cried,  oh!  and  mounted  :  found  no  opposition 
But  what  he  look 'd  for  should  oppose,  and  she 
Should  from  encounter   guard.     Could  I  find 
out  [tion 

The  woman's  part  in  me!  For  (here's  no  rao- 
That  tends  to  vice    in    man,  but  I  aflirra 
It  is  the  woman's  part :  Be  it  lying,  note  it, 
The   woman's ;    flattering,   hers ;  deceiving, 
hers;  [dain. 

Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  dis- 
Nice  longings,  slanders,  mutability,  [knows, 
All  faults  that  may  be  nam'd,  nay,  that  hell 
^Vhv  hrrs  in  part,  or  all;  but,  rather,  all  : 


For  even  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  half  so  old  as  that.      I'll  write   against 

them, 
Detest  them, cursethem: — Yet 'lio  greater  skill 
In  a  true  hate,  to  pray  they  have  their  will  '. 
The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better. 

[Exit. 

.     ACT  HI. 

SCESE  I.—Britaiir.—A   Room   of  Stale   in 
Cymbeline's  Palace, 

Enter  CYMBEI.lNE,QuEE^f,CLOTEIT,ffnJ  LORP!, 

at  one  door;  and  at  another,  Caius  Luciu.^, 

and  attendants. 

Cym^  Now  say,  what  would  Augustus  Ce- 
sar with  us  .' 

Luc.  When   Julius  Cesar   (whose  remem- 
brance yet  [tongues. 
Lives  in   n^en's  eyes  ;  and   will  to   ears,  and 
Be  theme,  and  hearing  ever,)  was  in  this  Bri- 
tain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, 
fFamous  in  Cesar's  praises,  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it,)  for  him. 
And  his  succession,    granted  Rome  a  tribute, 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds  ;  which  by  thee; 
Is  left  untcnder'd.  [late!  .• 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 
Shall  be  so  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  Cesar?, 
Ere  such  another. fulius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;   and  we  will  nothing  pay, 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen.  That  opportunity',  [sumc 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from  us,  to  re- 
We  have  again. — Remember,  Sir,  my  liege. 
The  kings  your  ancestors;  together  with 
The  naturalbravery  of  your  isle;  whicii  stands 
As  Neptune's  park,  ribbed  and  paled  in 
With  rocks  unscaleable,  and  roaring  water?: 
With  sands,  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies' 
boats,  [conquest 

But  suck  them  up  to  the  top-mast.  A  kind  of 
Cesar  marie  here;  but  made  not  here  his  brag 
Of,  came,  and  saw,  and  overcame  :  with  shame 
("fhe  first,  that  ever  touch'd  himj  he  was  car- 
ried [P'n?> 
From  offour  coast,  twice  beaten;  and  his  ship- 
(Poor  ignorant  baubles!)  on  our  terrible  seirf, 
Like  egg-shells  mov'd  upon  their  surges, 

crack'd 
As  easily  'gainst  our  rocks:  for  joy  whereof, 
The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point 
(O,  giglot''  fortune!)  to  master  Cesar's  sword. 
Made  Lud's  town  with  rojoicing  fires  bright, 
And  Britons   strut  with  courage. 

Clo.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid : 
Our  kingdom  is  stionger  than  it  was  at  that 
time;  and,  as  I  said,  there  is  no  more  such 
Cesars :  other  of  tliem  may  have  crookcvl 
noses;  but,  to  owe  such  straight  arms,  none. 
Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 
Clo.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe- 
as  hard  as  Cassibelan  :  I  do  not  say,  I  am 
one  ;  but  I  liave  a  hand.— Why  tribute  .'  why 
sliouhl  we  pay  tribute  ?  If  Cesar  can  hide 
the  sun  from  us  with  a  blanket,  or  put  the 
moon  in  his  pocket,  wc  will  pay  him  tribute 
for  light ;  else,  Sir,  no  more  tribute,  pra  v 
you  now. 

C'//ni.  You  must  know. 
Till  the  injurious  Romans  did  extort 
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'J'liis  tribute  from  us,  we  «  ere    free  ;  Cesar's 
ambition,  [stretch 

i' Which  swell'd  so  imicli,  that  it  did  almost 
Tlie  sides  o'the  world,)  against  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  voke  upon  ui  ;  which  to  shake  off, 
llccoines  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be.  We  do  say  then  to  Cesar, 
Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius,  which 
Ordaiu'd  our  laws  ;  (whose  use   the  sword  of 

Cesar 
Ilalh  too  much  mangled;  whose  repair,  and 

franchise. 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold, be  our  good  deed. 
Though    Rome  be  therefore  angry ;)  JMulmu- 

tius, 
Who  was  tlie  first  of  Britain,  which  did  put 
His  brows  wiiliiii  a  gohlen  crown,  and  call'd 
Himself  a  king. 

IjUC.  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeliiie, 
'i'hati  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Cesar 
fCesar,  that  hath  more  kings  his  servant?,  than 
'J  liyself  doifiestic  otHoers,)  thine  enemy  : 
l\3ceive  it  from  nie,  tiien: — AVar,  and  confu- 
sion, [look 
In  Cesar's    name    pronounce  I   'gainst  thee: 
I'or  fury  not  to  be  resisted  : — Thus  defied, 
1  thank  thee  for  myself. 

Ci/m.  Thou  art  welcome,  Caias. 
Thy  Cesar  knighted  me;  my   youth,  I  spent 
IMuch  under  him  ;  of  him  1  gather'd  honour  ; 
^Vhich  he,  to  seek  of  me  agHin,  pciforce. 
Hehoves  me  keep  at  utterance;*  I  am  perfect,! 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians,  for 
Their  liberties,  are  now  in  arms  :  n  precedent 
AViiich,  not  to  read,  would  show  the  Britons 
So  Cesar  shall  not  find  them.  [cold  : 

Luc.  Let  proof  speak. 
Clo.  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make 
pastime  with  us  a  day,  or  two,  longer :  If  you 
seek  us  afterwards  in  other  terms,  you  siiall 
find  us  in  our  salt-water  girdle:  if  you  beat  us 
out  of  it,  it  is  yours;  if  you  fall  in  the  adven- 
ture, our  crows  shall  fare  tiie  belter  for  you  ; 
and  there's  an  end. 
Luc.  So,  Sir. 

Cym.  I  know  your  master's  pleasure,  an.l 
he  mine  : 
Ml  t!ie  remain  is,  welcome.  [Excwil. 

SCEA^E  JL — Another  Room  in  the  same. 
,  E7der  Pisasio. 

Pis.  How  !  of  adultery  ?  Wherefore  wri(e 

you  not 
^Vhat  monster's  lier  accuser? — Leonntus ! 
O,  master!  what  a  strange  infection 
Is  fallen  into  thy  ear?  What  false  lialian 
(As   poisonous   tongue'd,   as  handed,)    hath 

prevail'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing"  ? — Uisloval  ?  No  : 
She's  punish'd  for  her  truth  ;  and  undergoes, 
More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,such  assaults 
As  would  take  int  some  virtue. — 0,  my  mas- 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low,  as  were  [ter ! 
'J'hy  fortunes — How  !  that  1   should  murder 

her.? 
Upon  the  love,  and  truth,  and    vows,  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command  ?— I,  her  :— her 

blood.' 
If  it  be  so  to  do  good  service,  never 
Let  me  be  counted  serviceable.    How  look  I, 
That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity, 
So  much  as   this   fact   comes  to  ?  Do'l :   The 

letter  [Reading. 

*  Atthe  extremity  of  defiance.        t  Well-informed. 
;  To  take  in  a  town,  Is  to  conquer  it. 


Thai  1  hate  sent  her,  by  Iter  own  command 
Shall  give  thee  opporlunih/: — 0  damn'il  paper ! 
Black  as  the  ink  that's  on  thee  I     Senseless 

bauble, 
Art  thou  a  feodary*  for  this  act,  and  iook'st 
So  virgin-like  without  ?    Lo,  here  she  comeS; 

Eater  Lviogkn. 

I  nm  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 
Jmo.  How  now,  Pisanio? 
Pis.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 
Imo.  Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord  ?  Leo- 

uatus? 
0,  learn'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer,  , 

That  knew  the  stars,  as  I  his  characters  ; 
He'd  lay  the  future  open. — You,  good  gods,' 
liCt  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love, 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — yet  not. 
That  we  too  are  asunder,  let  that  grievehim, — 
(Some  griefs  are  med'cinable;j  that  is  one  of 

them, 
For  it  doth  physic  love  ; — of  his  content, 
All  but  in  that  I — Good  wax,  thy  leave  : — 

Bless'd  be,  [Lovers^ 

You  bees,  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel ! 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds  pray  not  alike  ; 
Though  forfeitures  you  cast  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables. — Good  news, 

gods !  [Reads. 

Justice,  and  your  father's  wrath,  should  he 
take  me  in  his  dominions,  could  not  be  so  cruel 
tome,  as  you,  O  the  dearest  of  creatures,  ivould 
not  even  renew  me  with  your  eyes.  Take  notice, 
that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  Milford-Haven. — 
What  your  own  lore  icill,  out  of  this,  advise 
you,  folloxv.  So,  he  wishes  you  all  happiness 
thai  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your  increas- 
ing in  love,  Lkonatts  Posthumus. 
0,  for  a  horse  with   wings  '. — Hear'st  thou, 

I'isanio? 
He  is  at  iMilford-IIavcn:   Read,  and  tcl!  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  afl'airs 
IMay  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  1 
Glide  thither  in  a  day  .-' — Then,  true  Pisanio, 
(Who  long'st,  like  me.  to  see  thy  lord ;  who- 

long'st,—       '  [long'st,— 

0,    let    me    'bate, — but    not   like    me  : — yet 
But  in  a  fainter  kind : — O,  not  like  me; 
For  mine  s  beyond  beyond,)  say,  and  speak 

thick, t  '  [ing,. 

(Love's  counsellor  should  fill  the  bores  of  hear- 
'J'o  the  sinolhering  of  the  sense,)  how  far  it  is 
To  this  same  blessed  Milford  :    And,  by  the 

way. 
Toll  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy,  as 
To  inherit  such  a  haven:  But,  first  of  ail, 
How  wc  may  steal  from  hence;  and,  for  the 

gap  [suing, 

Ihat  we  sliall  make  in  time,  from  our  lience- 
And   our  return,  to  excuse: — but  first,  how 

get  hence: 
^Vhy  should  e.'icuse  be  born  or  e'er  begot.? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.    Pr'ylhee,  speak,. 
How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
'Twixt  hour  and  hour  ? 

Pis.  One  score,  "twist  sun  and  sun 
iMadani,  's  enough  for  you;  and  too  much  too 
Imo.  Why,  one  that  rode  to  his  execution, 

man, 
Could  never  go  so  slow :  I  have  heard  of  rid- 
ing wagers, 
Where  horses    have  been   nimbler  than  the 

sands 


*  Confoderate. 
i  Crowd  one  v  ord  on  auotJier,  as  fast  as  possi^iJ"^ 
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but  this  is 


[Scene//;. 


That  run  i'  the  clock's  behnlf : 

foolery  : — 
Go,  hid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness  ;  say, 
She'll  home  to  lier  father;  and  provide   me 

presently, 
A  riding  suit ;  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's'*  housewife. 

Pis.  Madam,  you're  best  consider. 
Into.  1  see  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor 
here, 
Nor  what  ensues;  but  have  a  fog  in  them, 
That  I  cannot  look  through.  Away,  1  (jr'ythee; 
iio  as  1  bid  thee  :  There's  no  more  to  say; 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [Exewd. 

^CEXE  III. — Wales. — A  mountainous  Coun- 
try, ivitli  a  Cave. 

Enter  Belarius,  Gdidekius,  cJtdARViRAGus. 
Bd.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with 

such 
Whose  root's  as  low  as  ours  !     Stoop,  boys : 

This  gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens ;  and 

bows  you  [narchs 

To  morning's  holy  office :  The  gates  of  mo- 
Are  arch'd  so  high,  thatgianis  may  jett  thro' 
And  keep  their  impious  turbands  on,  without 
Good   morrow   to    the  sun. — Hail,  thou  fair 

heaveu !  [ly 

We  house  i'the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hard- 
As  prouder  livers  do. 
Gut.  Hail,  heaven  ! 
Am.  Hail,  heaven  ! 
Bel.  Now,  for  our  mountain  sport :  Up  to 

yon  hill. 
Your  legs  are  young  ;  111  tread  these  flats. 

Consider, 
■When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place  which  lessons,  and  sets  off. 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  1  have 

told  you. 
Of  courts,  of  jjrinces,  of  the  tricks  in  war  : 
This  service  is  not  servire,  so  being  done, 
But  being  so  allow'd :  To  apprehend  thus, 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see  : 
And  often,  to  our  conifor(,  shall' we  find 
The  shardedl  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  fullwing'd  eagle.     O,  this  life 
Is  nobler,  than  attending  for  a  check; 
Richer,  than  doing  nothing  for  a  babe  ; 
Prouder,  than  rustling  in  unpaid  for  siik : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  him,  that  makes  them 

fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncross'd  :  no  lifeto  oui5.§ 
Gdi.  Oiitof  your  proof  you  sjjeak:  we,  poor 

unlledg'd, 
Have  never  wing'd  from  view  o'the  nest ;  nor 

know  not 
W'hat  air's  from  home.  Hapily  this  life  is  best, 
)f  quiet  life  be  best;  sweeter  to  you, 
That  have  a  sharper  known;  well  correspond- 
\Vith  your  stiff  age  ;  but,  unto  us,  it  is       [ing 
A  cell  of  ignorance  ;  travelling  abed  ; 
A  prison  for  a  debtoi ,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit.]] 

Arv.  What  should  we  speak  of, 
When  we  are  old  as  you?  when  we  siiall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The    freezing  hoins   away  ?  We  have    seen 

nothing  : 
We  are  beastly  ;  subtle  as  the  fox,  for  prey  ; 

-  A  freebolder.  )  Strut,  walk  proudlv. 

I  ^5 aly-wmgejl.  ^  I.  y,,  Comj.ared  w  ith  ours. 

I)  1  o o\erpass  his  bound. 


Like  warlike  as  the  wolf,  for  what  we  eat  : 
Our  valour  is,  to  chase  what  flies  ;  our  cage 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison  bird, 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

Bd.   How  you  speak  ! 
Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries. 
And  felt  them  knowingly:  the  art  o'the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave,  as  keep;  whose  top  to  tliudj 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery,  that     [war, 
The   fear's  as  bad  as  falling!   the  toil  of  tii<; 
A   imin  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I'the  name  of  fame,  and  honour  ;  which  dies 

i'the  search ; 
And  hath  aa  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph. 
As  record  of  fair  act;  nay,  many  limes. 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well;  what's  worse, 
Must  court'sey  at  the  censure:— 0,  boys,  this 

story 
The  world  maj'read  in  me:  My  body's  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords  :  and  my  report  was  once 
First  V.  ith  the  best  of  note:  Cyuibeline  lov'd 

me ; 
And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  ray  name 
Was  not  far  off :  Then  was  1  as  a  tree, 
Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but  in  one 

night, 
A  storm,  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 
Shook  down   my  mellow  hangings,  uaj',  my 
And  left  me  bare  to  weather.  [leaves, 

Git?.  Uncertain  favour! 
Bd.  My  fault  being  uothiug  (as  I  have  told 

you  oft,)   ■  [vail'd 

But  that  two  villains,  wlio.ee  false  oalhs  pre- 
Before  myperfecthonour,  swore  to  Cymbeline, 
1  was  confederate  with  the  Romans  :  so, 
Follow'd  my  banishment;  and,  this  twenty 

years,  [world  : 

This  rock,  and  these  demesnes,  have  been  my 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  tVcedom;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven,  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of   my  lime. — But    up  to  the 

moimtains  ; 
This  is  not  hunters' language: — He,  that  strikes 
'J'he  venison  first,  shall  be  the  lord  o'the  least ; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  nunisler; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
Ilk  place  of  greater  state.    I'll  meet  you  in  the 

valleys.  [Exeunt  Gui.  and  Aiiv. 

How  hard  it  is,  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature! 
These  boys  know  liitle,  they  are  sons  to  the 

king ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think,  they  are  mine:  and,  though train'd 

up  thus  meanly  [hit 

I'f  hecave,  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do 
The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature   jjromjits 

then!, 
In  simple  and  low  things  to  prince  it,  much 
Beyond  the  ti  ick  of  others.  Tliis  I'olvdore, — 
'I'he  heir  of  Cymbeline  and  Brit^iin,  whom 
The  king  his  fatlier  call'd  Guiilerius, — Jove  ! 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sil,  an.l  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  f!v 

out 
Into  my  story: — say,  Thus  mine  encwy  fell ; 
And  thus  I  set  my  foot  on  his  neck ;  even  then 
'J'he  princely  blood  flowsinhischeek,hesweat>., 
Strains  bis  young  nerves,  and  puts  himself  in 

posture  [Cadwal, 

That  acts  my  words.     The  younger  brother. 
(Once  .^rviragus,)  in  as  like  a  figure, 
SiriUes  life  into  my  speech,  and  shows  much 

more  [rous'd! — 

His  own  conceiving.     Hark  !     the  game   is 
0  Cymbeline!  heaven,  and   my  conscieniis 

knows. 
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Tlioii  didst  unjustly  banish  me;  wliereon, 
At  threeandtwo  years  old,  I  stole  these  babes; 
Thinking^  to  bar  thee  of  succession,  as 
Thou  left'st  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 
Thou   wast  their  nurse;    they  took  thee  for 

their  mother, 
And  every  «lay  do  honour  to  her  grave: 
Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd, 
'I'iiey  take  for  natural  father.  Tlie  game  is  up. 

[Exit. 

SCE,\E  IV.— Mar  Milford- Haven. 
Enter  Pisanio  and  Imogen. 
Jmo.  Thou  told'st  me,  when  we  came  from 

horse,  the  place 
Was  near  at  hand:  Ne'er  long'd  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  first,  as  I  have  now:— Pisanio  ! 

Man  ! 
Where  is  Posthumus  ?   What  is  in  iliy  mind 
Tliat  makes  Ihee  stare  thus?  Wherefore  breaks 

that  sigh  [thus, 

From  the  inward  of  thee  ?  One,  but  painted 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplexed 
Beyond  self-explicafion;  Put  thyself 
Into  a  'haviour*  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 
Vanquish    my   staider   senses.      What's    the 

matter  ? 
Why  tender'st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  unfender.-'  If  it  be  summer  news. 
Smile  to't  before:  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  still. — My  hus- 
band's hand ! 
That  drug-damn'd  Italy  liath  out-craftied  him; 
And  he's  at  some  hard  poijit. — Speak,  man ; 

thy  tongue 
May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 
U  ould  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Pis.  Please  you,  read; 
And  j'ou  shall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune. 

lino.  [Reads.]  Tliy  Jiiislress,  Pisanio,  hath 
played  tlie  strumpel  in  my  bed ;  the  testimonies 
whereof  lie  bleeding  in  me.  I  speak  not  out  of 
weak  surmises;  from  proof  as  strong  as  my 
grief,  and  as  certain  as  I  expect  my  revenge. 
That  part,  thou  Pisanio,  inusl  act  for  me  if  Iky 
faith  be  not  tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers. 
Let  thine  oivn  hands  take  away  her  life  :  I  shall 
give  thee  opportunities  at  Milford-Haven  :  site 
hath  my  letter  for  the  purpose :  Where,  if  thou 
fear  to  strike,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  isdo)ie, 
thou  art  the  pander  to  her  dishonour,  and  equal- 
ly to  me  disloyal. 

Pis.  What  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword  ? 

the  paper 
Il.tth  cuther  throat  already. — No, 'lis  slander; 
Whose  edge'is sharper  than  the  sword;  whose 

tongue  [breath 

Oiitvenoms   all    the   worms    of  Nile  ;  whose 
Rides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 
All  corners  of  the  world:  kings,  queens,  and 

states, 
Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 
This  viperous  slander  enters. — What  cheer, 

madam  ? 
Jmo.  False  to  his  bed!  What  is  it,  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him .' 
Lowccp'twixt  clock  and  clock'  if  sleep  charge 

nature, 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 
And  cry  myself  awake!  that's  false  to  his  bed  ? 
Is  it  ? 

Pis.  Alas,  good  lady  ! 

lino.  I   false.'  Thy    conscience  witness: — 

lachiiuo. 


•  For  behaviour. 
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Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency  ; 
'J'hou  tlien  look'ds  like  a   villain;  now,  me- 

thinks, 
Thyfavour'sgood  enough  .-Some  jay*  of  Italy, 
Wliose    mother  was  her  painting,!  hath  be- 

tray'd  hini : 
Poor  I  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion; 
And,  for  I  am  richerthan  to  hang  by  tlie  walls, 
1  must  l)e  ripp'd  : — to  pieces  vvitii  me! — O, 
Men's  vows  are  women's  traitors!     All  good 

seeming, 
By  thy  revolt,  O  husband,  shall  be  thought 
Put  on  forvillany;  not  born,  where't  grows; 
But  worn,  a  bait  for  ladies. 
Pis.  Good  madam,  hear  me. 
Imo.  True   honest   men   being  heard,  like 
false  ,^neas,  [weeping 

Were,  in  his  time,  thought  false  :  aud  Sinon's 
Did  scandal  many  a  holy  tear;  took  pity 
From  most  true  wretchedness:  So,  thou  Post- 
humus. 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men  ; 
Goodly,  and  gallant, shall  be  false  and  {)urjur'd, 
From  thy  great  fail. — Come,  fellow,  be  thou 
honest :  [him, 

Dothou  thy  niasler'sbidding:  when  thou  see'st 
\  little  wilness  my  obedience  :   Look  ! 
I  draw  the  sword  myself:  take  it ;  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not;  'tis  empty  of  all  things,  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  tliere  ;  who  was,  indeed, 
'I'he  riciies  of  it :  Do  his  bidding;  strike. 
Thou  may'st  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause  ; 
But  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 
Pis.  Hence,  vile  instrument! 
Thou  shall  not  damn  my  hand. 

Jmo.  VVhy,  I  must  die  ; 
And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master's  :    Against   self- 
slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine. 
That  cravens*  my  weak  hand.     Come  here's 
my  heart ;  .  [fence  : 

Something's  afore't : — Soft,  soft;  we'll  no  de- 
Obedient  as  the  scabbard. — What  is  here? 
The  scriptures^  of  the  royal  Leonalus, 
All  turn'd  to  heresy  ?   Away,  away. 
Corrupters  of  my  faith  !  you  shall  no  more 
Be  stomachers  to  my  heart !  Thus  may  poor 
fools  [betray'd 

Believe  false  teachers:  Though  those  that  are 
Do  (eel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 
Stands  in  worse  of  woe. 
And  thou  Posthumus,  thou  that  didst  set  up 
My  disol)edience  'gainst  the  king  my  father, 
And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 
Of  princely  fellows,  shall  hereafter  find 
It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 
A  strain  of  rareness:  and  I  grieve  myself, 
To  think,  when  thou  shalt  be  disedg'd  by  her 
That  now  thou  tir'st||  on,  how  thy  memory 
Will  then   be  pang'd  by  me. — Pr'ythee,  de- 
spatch :  [knife  ? 
The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher  :  AVhere's  thy 
Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding, 
When  I  desire  it  too. 

Pis.  O  gracious  lady, 
Since  I  received  command  to  do  this  business, 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 
Jmo.  Do't  and  to  bed  then. 
I^is.  I'll  wake  mine  eye-balls  blind  first. 
Jmo.  Wherefore  then 
Didst  undertake  it:  Why  hast  thou  abus'd 

*  Piitta.in  Italian,  signifies  both  a  jay  and  a  whore- 
t  LikoiiesSi  J  (;owaras. 

§TUe  writings.  |[  Feedest  or  preys  ou. 
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So  many  miles  witli  a  pretence  ?  this  place? 
Mine  action,  and  thine  own?  our  horses'  la- 
bour ? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  pcrturb'd  court, 
For  my  being  absent:  wliereunlo  I  never 
Purpose  rolurn  .'    VVliy  hast  thou  gone  so  far, 
To  be  unbent,  when  thou  hast  ta'ea  thy  stand, 
The  elected  deer  before  llue? 

Pis.  But  to  win  timt 
Jo  lose  so  bad  employ nunt:  in  the  which 
I  liave  consider'd  of  a  course;  Good  lady. 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Jmo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary  ;  speak  : 
I  have  heard,  I  am  a  strumpet;  and  mine  ear, 
Therein    false  struck,    can  take    no  greater 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.  But  speak,  [wound, 

Pis-  Then,  madam, 
I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 

Imo-  Most  like ; 
Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pis.  Not  so,  neither  ; 
But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  theu 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.     It  cannot  be, 
But  that  my  master  is  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art, 
Ilalh  done  you  both  this  cursetl  injury. 
Imo.  Some  Roman  courtezan. 
Pis.  No,  on  my  life. 
I'll  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  send  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it;  tor  'tis  commanded 
I  should  do  so:  Yon  shall  be  miss'd  at  court, 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Jmo.  Why,  good  fellow,  [live.' 

What  shall  1  do  the  while.'  Where  hide.'  How 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort,  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband  .' 

Pis.  If  you'll  buck  to  the  court,— 
Imo.  No  court,  no  father;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple,  nothing: 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  rae 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court. 
Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

/mo.  Where  then  ?  ["'§''•, 

Hath   Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines?    Day. 
Are  they  not  but  in   Britain.'     I'lhe  world's 

volume 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in  it; 
In  a  great  pool,  a  swan's  nest;  Pr'y thee,  think 
There's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pis.  I  am  most  glad 
You  think  of  other  place.     The  ambassador, 
Lucius  tlie  Roman,  comes  to  Millord-Haven 
To-morrow:   Now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is;  and  but  disguise 
That  which,  to  appear  itself,  must  not  jet  be, 
But  by  self-danger;  you  should  tread  a  course 
Pretty;  and  full  of  »iew:  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Posthunms:  so  nigh,  at  least. 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

[mo.  0,  for  such  means  '. 
Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  hot  death  on'f, 
I  would  adventure. 

Pis.  Well  then,  here's  the  point: 
You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman  ;  change 
(Command  into  obedience;  fear,  and  niceness, 
(The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 
VVoman  it's  pretty  self,)  to  a  waggish  courage; 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answered,  saucy,  and 
As  quarrelons  as  the  weasel:  nay,  you  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek, 
Exposing  it  (but,  O,  the  harder  heart! 
Alack  no  remedy!)  to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  c<ftamoD-kissing  Titan;*  and  forget 

*  TijesiuJ 


Your  laboursomc  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief: 
I^ee  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one. 
Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  €t, 
('Tis  in  my  cloak-bag,)  doul)let,  hat,  hose,  all 
That   answer  to  them:    Would  you,  in  their 

serving. 
And  with  wjiaj  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Lu- 
cius 
Present  yourself,  desire  his  service,  tell  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy,*  (which  you'll  make 

him  know. 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music,)  doubtless, 
Willi  joy  he  will  embrace  you;  for  he's  hon- 
ourable, [abroad 
And,  doubling  that,  most  holy.  Your  means 
You  have  me,f  rich;  and  1  will  never  fail 
Bnginning,  nor  supplyment. 

Imo.  Thou  art  ail  the  comfort 
The  gods  will  diet  me  with.    Pr'ythee,  away : 
There's  more  to  be  consider'd;  but  we'll  even 
All  that  good  time  will  give  us  :  This  attempt 
I'm  soldier  to,+  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.     Away,  I  pr'ythee. 
Pis.  Well,  madam,  we  must  take  a  short 
farewell : 
Lest,  being  miss'd.  I  be  suspected  of     [tress 
Your  carriage  from  the  court.  My  noble  mis- 
Here  is  a  box ;  I  had  it  Irom  the  queen  ; 
What's  in't  is  precious;  if  you  are  sicji  at  sea. 
Or  stomach-qualm'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper. — To  some  shade. 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood  : — May  the  gods 
Direct  you  to  the  best! 

Itno.  Amen:  I  thank  thee.  [Exeunt, 

SCEJVE  v.— A  Boom  in  Ctmbeline's  Palace- 
Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius, 
and  Lords. 

Cyrn.  Thus  far;  acd  so  farewell. 

Luc.  Thanks,  royal  Sir. 
My  emperor  hath  wrote;  I  must  from  hence; 
And  am  right  sorry,  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  master's  enemy. 

Cym.  Our  subjects.  Sir, 
Will  not  endure  bis  yoke ;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than   they,   must 
Appear  unkinglike.  [needs 

Luc  So,  Sir,  I  desire  of  you 
A  conduct  over  land,  to  Milford-Haven. — 
Madam,  all  joy  befall  your  gjace,  and  you  ! 

Cym.  My  lords,  you  are  appointed  for  that 
office; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit: — 
So,  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc.  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clo.  Receive  it  friendly:  but  from  this  time 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy.  [forth 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 
Is  yet  to  name  the  winner  ;  Fare  you  well. 

Cym   Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  good 
my  lords. 
Till  he  have  cross'd  the  Severn.— Happiness! 
[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Lord?. 

Q,ueen.  He  goes  hence  frowning:  butit  ho- 
nours us, 
That  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Clo.  'Tis  all  the  better; 
Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it 
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Ci/m.  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  em- 
peror. 
How  it  g^oes  here.    It  fits  us  therefore,  ripely, 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  readi- 
ness : 
The  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he 
His  \var  for  Britain.  [moves 

Queen.  'Tis  not  sleepy  business; 
But  must  be  lo>)k'd  to  speedily,  and  strongly. 

Cym.  Our  e.tpectafion  that  it  would  be  thus. 
Hath  made  us  forward.  But,  my  gentle  queen, 
Where  is  our  daughter/  Site  hath  not  appear'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day;  She  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice,  than  of  duty: 
We  have  noted  it. — Call  her  before  u.<i ;  for 
We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance. 

[Exit  ail  Attendant. 

Queen.  Royal  Sir, 
Since  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been  ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
'Tis  time  must  do.     'Beseech  your  majesty, 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her:  she's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes,  that  words  are  strokes, 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  an  Attendant. 

Cym.   Where  is  she,  Sir?   How 
Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd? 

Allen.  Please  you.  Sir, 
Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd  ;  and  there's  no 
answer  [make. 

That  will  be  given  to  the  loud'st  of  noise  we 

Queen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit 
her, 
She  pray'd  me  to  c.iccuse  her  keeping  close  ; 
Whereto  constrain'd  by  her  infirmity. 
She  should  that  duty  leave  unpaid  to  you. 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer  :  this 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  known  ;  but  our  great 
Made  me  te  blame  in  memory.  [court 

Cym.  Her  doors  lock'd  ? 
IN'ot  seen  of  late  ?  Grant,  heavens,  that,  which 

I  fear, 
Prove  false !  [^Exit. 

Queen.  Son,  [  say,  follow  the  king, 

Clo.   That   man    of  hers,    Pisanio,  her  old 
I  have  not  seen  these  two  days.         [servant, 

Queen.  Go,  look  after. —  [Exit  Cloten. 
Pisiano,  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posthumus ! — 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine  :  1  pray,  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that ;  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  precious.  But  for  her, 
Where  is  she  gone.'  Haply,  despair  hath 
seiz'd  her;  [flown 

Or,  wing'd    with  fervour   of  her  love,   she's 
To  her  desir'd  Posthumus:  Gone  she  is 
To  death  or  to  dishonour  ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either:  Shebeingdown, 
I  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  son  ? 

Clo.  'Tis  certain  she  is  fled  : 
Go  in,  and  cheer  the  king ;  he  rages  ;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better :  May 
This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day  ! 
,  [Exit  Queen. 
.  00.  I  love,  and  hate  her :  for  she's  fair  and 
royal;  [quisite 

And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  ex- 
Than  lady,  ladies,  women  :*  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compounded, 
Outsells  them  all :  I  love  her  therefore,  But, 

*  Than  any  lady,  than  all  larlie?,  than  all  wnmanliind. 


Disdaining  mc,  and  throwing  favours  on 
The  low  Posthumus,  slanders   so  her  judge- 
,    '"'''"'  [point, 

Ihat  wl.at  s  else  rare,  is  chok'd;  and,  iu  that 
I  wdl  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  reveng'd  upon  her.     For,  when  fools 

Enter  Pisanio. 

Shall— Who  is  here  ?    What !  are  you  pack- 
ing. Sirrah  ?  [lain, 
Come  hither:  Ah,  you  precious  pander!  Vil- 
Where  is  thy  lady  ?  In  a  word  ;  or  else 
Thou  art  straightway  with  the  fiends. 

Pis.  O,  good  my  lord  ! 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady  ?  or,  l.y  Jupiter, 
I  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain, 
I'll  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  fmd  it.    Is  she  with  Posthumus? 
From  whose    so    many  weights   of  baseness 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn.  [cannot 

Pis.  Alas,  my  lord,  [miss'd  ? 

How  can  she  be  with  him?     When  was  she 
He  is  in  Rome. 

Clo.  Where  is  she.  Sir  ?  Come  nearer  ; 
No  further  halting:  satisfy  me  home, 
What  is  become  of  her  ? 

Pis.  O,  my  all-worthy  lord ! 

Clo    All-worthy  villain  ! 
Discover  where  thy  mistress  is,  at  once. 
At  the  nest  word, — No  more  of  worthy  lord,— 
Speak,  or  the  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  deatli. 

Pis.  Then,  Sir, 
.This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight.         [Presenting  a  Letter. 

Clo.  Let's  see't : — I  will  pursue  her 
Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pis.   Or  this,  or  perish.  "| 

She's  far  enough  ;  and  what  he  learns  !  Aside.. 

by  this,  f 

Mayprove  his  travel,  not  her  danger.  J 

Clo.  Humph! 

Pis.  I'll  write  to  my  lord  she's  dead.     O 
Imogen, 
Safe  may'st  thou  wander,  safe  return  again  ' 

[MiiU. 

Clo.  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true  ? 

Pis.  Sir,  as  I  think. 

Clo.  It  is  Posthumus'  hand  :  I  know't. — 
Sirrah,  if  ihou  would'st  not  be  a  villain,  hut 
do  me  true  service  ;  undergo  those  employ - 
nients,  wherein  I  should  have  cause  to  use 
thee,  with  a  serious  industry, — that  is,  what 
villany  soe'er  I  bid  thee  do,  to  perform  it,  di- 
rectly and  truly,  I  would  think  thee  an  hon- 
est man :  thou  shouldest  neither  want  my 
means  for  thy  relief,  nor  my  voice  for  thy  pre- 
ferment. 

Pis.  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clo.  Wilt  thou  serve  me?  For  since  patient- 
ly and  constantly  thou  hast  stuck  to  the  bare 
fortune  of  that  beggar  Posthumus,  thou  canst 
not  in  the  course  of  gratitude  but  be  a  diligent 
follower  of  mine.     Wilt  thou  serve  mc  ? 

Pis.  Sir,  I  will. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand,  here's  my  purse. 
Hast  any  of  thy  late  master's  garments  in  thy 
possession  ? 

Pis.  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the 
same  suit  he  wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my 
lady  and  mistress. 

Clo.  The  first  service  thou  dost  me,  fetch 
that  suit  hither:    let  it  be  thy  first  service  ; 

go- 

Pis.  I  shall,  my  lord.  [Exit. 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven: — I  forgot 
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to  ask  him  one  thing;  Til  reniember't  anon  :— 
Even  there  thou  villain,  Posthumiis,  will  I  kill 
,l,pe.— I  would  these  garments  were  come. 
She  said  upon  a  time,  (the  bitterness  of  it  I 
now  belch  from  rny  heart,)  that  she  held  the 
very  garment  of  Posthunius  in  more  respect 
than  my  noble  and  natural  person,  together 
with  the  adornment  of  my  qualilies.  With 
that  suit  upon  my  back,  will  I  ravish  her  : 
First  kill  him,  and  in  her  eyes  ;  there  shall  she 
see  my  valour,  which  will  then  bea  torment  to 
her  content.  He  on  the  ground,  my  speech 
of  iusultment  ended  on  his  dead  body,— and 
when  my  lust  hath  dined,  (which,  as  1  say,  to 
vex  her,  I  will  execuie  in  the  clothes  that  she 
so  praised,)  to  the  court  I'll  knock  her  back, 
foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  despised  me 
rejoicingly,  and  Til  be  merry  in  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio,  with  Ihe  Clothes. 

Be  those  the  garments  ? 
Pis.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 
Clo.  How   long  is't  since  she  went  to  ftlil- 

ford-Haven? 

P/s.  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet. 

Clo.  Bring  this  apparel  lo  my  chamber:  that 
is  the  second  thing  that  1  have  commanded 
tUee:  the  third  is,  that  thou  shalt  be  a  volun- 
tary mute  to  mv  <)esign.  Be  but  duteous,  and 
true  preferment  shall  tender  itself  to  t'lee.— 
JMy  revenge  is  now  at  Milford;  'Would  I  had 
winffs  totbllow  it!— Conn,  and  he  true.  {Exit. 

Pis.  Thou  bidd'st  me  to  my  loss :  for,  true 
to  thee. 
Were  to  prove  iaise,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  him  that  is  most  true.— To  Milford  go, 
And  lind  not  her  whom  thou  pursu'st.     Flow, 
How,  L^peed 

You  heavenly  blessings  on  lier!     This    fool's 
Be  cross'd  with  slowness;  labourbe  his  meed : 

[Exit. 

SC£jVE  n.—Be/ore  the  Cave  of  Belauius. 
Enter  laiooEN,  in  Boy's  Clothes. 


^;lo.  I  see,  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one: 
I  have  tir'd  myself;  and  for  two  nights  toge- 
ther [si<^k, 
Have  made  the  ground  my  bed.  I  should  be 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  me.— Milford, 
When  from"  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd 

thee, 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken:  OJove!  I  think, 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched :  such,  I  mean. 
Where  they  should  be  reliev'd.    Two  beggars 

told  me, 
I  could  not  miss  my  way:   Will  poor  folks  he, 
That  have  afflictions  on  them;  knowing  'tis 
A  punishment,  or  trial?  Ves  ;  no  wonder. 
When  rich   ones  scarce  tell  true:  To  lapse  in 

fulness 
Is  sorer,  than  to  lie  for  nee.l ;  and  falsehood 
Is  worse  in  kings,  than   beggars.— My   dear 

lord !  ['hee. 

Thou  art  one  o'the  false  ones:  Now  I  thmk  on 
My  hunger's  gone;  but  evm  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  sink  for  food.— But  v%hat   is  this  ? 
Here  is  a  path  to  it .  'Tis  some  savage  hold  : 
1  were  best  not  call ;  I  dare  not  call :  yet  fa- 
mine. 
Ere  clean  itov'rihrow  nature,makcs  it  valiant. 
Plenty,  and  peace,  breeds  cowards;  hardness 

ever 
Of  hardiness  is  mother. — Ho  !  who's  here  ? 
Ff  any  thing  that's  civil,  speak  ;  if  savage, 
Take,  or  lend.— Ho  !— No  answer  .'  Xheii  I'll 

eni>r 


Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  mine  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens  !  [on't. 

[She  goes  inlo  the  Cave 

Enter  BEr.ARius,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragis. 
Bel.  You,  Polydore, have  prov'd  best  wood- 
man,*  and 
Are  master  of  the  feast :  Cadwal,  and  I, 
Will  play  the  cook  and  servant ;  'tis  our 

match.:! 
Tlie  sweat  of  industry  would  dry,  and  die, 
But  for  the    end    it  works  to.     Come;    our 

stomachs 
WilliTiake  what's  homely, savoury:  Weariness 
1  Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  restive  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be 
Poor  house,  that  keep'st  thyself!  [here, 

Gui.  I  am  throughly  weary. 
.4n>.  I  am  weak    with  toil,  yet   strong  in 

appetite. 
Gui.  There's  cold    meat  i'the  cave;  we'll 
browze  on  that. 
Whilst  what  we  liave  kill'd  becook'd. 

Bel.  Stay;  come  not  in  :  [Looking  in. 

But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  should  think 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Gui.   What's  the  matter.  Sir? 
Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  angel !  or,  if  not, 
An  earthly  paragon  1 — Behold  divineuess 
No  elder  than  a  boy  ! 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  Good  masters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  enter'd  here,  I  call'd  and  thought 
To  have  begg'd,  or  bought,  what  I  have  took: 

Good  troth, 
I  have  stolen  nought ;  nor  would  not,  though  I 
iiave  found  [meat : 

Gold  strew'd  o'the  floor.  Here's  money  for  my 
1  wou'.d  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  ray  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gui.  Money,  youth  ? 

Aiv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt' 
As  'tis  no  better  reckon'd,  but  of  those 
Who  worship  »lirty  gods. 

lino.  I  see,  you  are  angry  : 
Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died,  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound  ? 

Imo.  To  Milford-Haven,  Sir. 

Bel.  What  is  your  name? 

Imo.  P'idele,  Sir;  1  have  a  kinsman,  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy  ;  he  embark'd  at  Milford  : 
To  whom  being  going,  almostspent  with  hnu- 
I  am  fallen  inj.  this  offence.  [ger, 

Bel.  Pr'yihee,  fair  youth, 
Think  us  no  churls  ;  nor  measure  our  good 
minds  [ttT'd  ! 

By  (his  rude  place  we  live  in.  We'll  encoun- 
'iis  almost  night:  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks  to  stay  and  eat 
Boys,  bid  him  welcome.  ['' — 

Gui.  Were  you  a  woman, youth,  [honesty, 
I  should  woo  hard,  but  be  your  groom. — In 
I  bid  for  you,  as  I'd  buy. 

.iJrv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort, 
He  is  a  man  ;  I'll  love  as  my  brother: — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  bim. 
After    long  absence,    such  as   yours:— Most 

welcome ! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mongst  friends. 

Jmo.  'Mongst  friends  ! 


I     ♦  r.e'i  hunter.  t  A'.'roeir.fiit. 


t  In.  ftrinto. 
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If  brothers? — 'Would  it  had  been  so,") 
that  they  ( 

Had  been  my  father's  sons !  then  had  }  Aside. 

my  prize  | 

Been  less  ;  and  so  more  equal  ballast-  j 
To  the,  Fosthumus.  t'"gJ 

Bel.  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 
Gid.  'Would,  I  could  free't ! 
Arv.  Or  I;  whate'er  it  be^ 
What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger!  Gods  ! 
Bel.  Hark,  boys.  [Whispering. 

Imo.  Great  nren, 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  vir- 
tue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them,  (lay- 
ing by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing*  multitudes,) 
Could  not  out-peer  these  tWHin.   Pardon  me, 

gods! 
I'd  change  my  sexto becompanionwith them, 
Since  Leonatus  's  false. 

Bel.  It  shall  be  so  : 
Boys,  we'll  go   dress  our  hunt. — Fair  youth, 
come  in  :      '  [supp'd. 

Discourse   is    heavy,  fasting;  when  we  have 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 
Gui.  Pray,  draw  near. 
Arv.  The  nigiit  to  the  owl,  and  morn  to 

lark,  less  welcome. 
Tnio.  Thanks,  Sir. 
^rv.  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt 

SCEJVE  Vn.—Rome. 

Ejiler  two  Senators  and  Tribunes. 

1  Hen.  This  is  the  tenour  of  the  emperor's 

writ ; 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  action 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians ; 
And  that  'he  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fallen  off  Britons  ;  that  we  do  incite 
Tlie  gentry  to  this  business;  He  creates 
Lucius  pro-consul :  and  to  you  the  tribunes, 
For  this  inmiediate  levy,  he  commands 
•  His  iibiolute  commission.  Long  live  Cesar  ! 
Tri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces  .' 

2  Sen.  Ay. 

Tri.  Remaiiig  now  in  Gallia  ? 

I  Sen.  With  those  legions 
Which  I  have  spoke  of,  whereunto  your  levy 
Must  be  supplyant  :  The  words  of  your  com- 
mission 
Will  tie    you  to  the  numbers,  and  the    time 
Uf  their  despatch. 

Tri.  We  will  discharge  our  duty.  [Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 

'  SCEKE  I.— The  Forest,  near  the  Cave. 
Enter  Clotes. 
Clo.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they 
should  meet,  if  Pisauio  have  uiapjied  it  truly. 
How  fit  his  garments  serve  me  !  Why  should 
his  mistress,  who  was  made  by  him  that 
made  the  tailor,  not  be  lit  too?  the  rather 
(saving  reverence  of  the  world)  fort  'tis  said, 
a  woman's  fitness  comes  by  tits.  Therein  I 
roust  j)lay  the  workman.  I  dare  speak  it  to 
myself,  (for  it  is  not  vain  glory,  for  a  man 
and  his  glass  to  confer  ;  iu  his  own  chamber, 
I  mean,}  the  lines  of  my  body  are  as  well 
drawn  as  his;  no  less  young,  more  strong, 
not  beneath  him  in   fortunes,  beyond  him  in 


'  Unsteacfv. 


tie.  Because. 


the  advantage  of  the  time,  above  him  m  birth 
alike  conversant  in  general  services,  and 
more  remarkable  in  single  oppositions  :*  yet 
this  imperseverant  thing  loyes  him  in  my 
despite.  What  mortality  is!  Posthumus,  thy 
head,  which  is  nowgrowing  upon  thy  should- 
ers,shall  within  this  hour  be  off;  thy  mistress 
enforced;  thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before 
thy  face:  and  all  this  done,  spurn  her  home 
to  her  father:  who  may,  haply,  be  a  little  an- 
gry for  my  so  rough  usage  :  but  my  mother, 
having  power  of  his  testiness,  shall  turn  all 
into  my  commendations.  My  horse  is  tied  up 
safe:  Out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose! 
Fortune,  put  them  into  my  hand  I  This  is  the 
very  description  of  their  meeting-place  ;  and 
the  fellow  dares  not  deceive  me.  [Exit 

SCEJVE  II.— Before  the  Cave. 

Enter,  from  the  Care,  Belarius,  Goiderios 
Arviragus,  and  Imogen. 

Bel.  You  are  not  well :  [To   Imogen.]  re- 
main here  in  the  cave  ; 
We'll  come  to  you  after  hunting. 

Arv.  Brother,  stay  here  :  [To  Imogen • 

Are  we  not  brothers  ? 

Imo.  So  man  and  man  should  be  ; 
But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity. 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  sick. 

Gui.  Go  youto  hunting,l'll  abide  with  him 

Imo.  So  sick  I  am  not; — yet  I  am  not  well: 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton, as  [me: 

To  seem  to  die,  ere  sick.    So  please  you  leave 
Stick  to  your  journalt  course  :  the  breacii  of 
custom  [me 

Is  breach  of  all.  I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by 
Cannot  amend  me  :  Society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable:  I'm  not  very  sick,  [here: 
Since  lean  reason  of  it.     Pray  you,  trust  me 
I'll  rob  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die, 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Gui.  I  love  thee  ;  I  have  spoke  it: 
How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much, 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel.  What?  how  ?  how? 

Jirv.  If  it  be  sin  to  say  so.  Sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault:  I  know  not  why 
I  love  this  youth  ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say, 
Love's  reason's   without   reason ;  the  bier  at 

door. 
And  a  demand  who  is't  shall  die,  I'd  say 
My  father,  not  this  youth. 

Bel.  O  noble  strain! 

0  worUiiness  of  nature  1  breed  of  greatness  ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,and  base  tilings  sire 

base  : 
Nature  iiath  meal,  and  bran  ;  contempt,  and 
grace. 

1  am  not  their  father;  yet  who  this  should  be. 
Doth  miracle  itself,  lov'd  before  me. — [Jside. 
'Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'the  morn. 

Arv.  Brother,  farewell. 

Imo.  I  wish  ye  sport. 

Jlrv.  You  health. — So  please  yon.  Sir. 

Imo.  [.4sj(/e.]  These  are  kind  creatures. 
Gods,  what  lies  I  have  heard  ! 
Our  courtiers  say,  all's  savage,  but  at  court: 
Experience,  O,  thoudisprov'st  report !  [dish, 
The  imperious}:  seas  breed  monsters  ;  for  the 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 
1  am  sick  still  ;  lieart-sick  : — Pisanio, 
I'll  now  taste  of  thy  drug. 

*  I«  slng^Ie  combat.  t  Keep  your  daily  eoursc- 

:  Imperial. 
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Gtii.  I  could  not  stir  him: 
He  said,  he  was  gentle,*  but  unfortunate  ; 
Dishonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  answer  me:  yet  said 
I  might  know  more.  [hereafter 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field  :— 
We'll  leave  you  for  this  time ;  go  in,  and  rest. 

Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

Bel.  Pray,  be  not  sick, 
For  you  must  be  our  housewife, 

Lno.  Well,  or  ill, 
I  am  bound  to  you. 

Bel.  And  so  shall  be  ever.  [Exit  [mogen. 
This  youth,  howe'erdistress'd, appears  he  hath 
Good  ancestors.  [had 

Arv.  How  angel-like  he  sings ! 

Gui.  But  his  neat  cookery!  He  cuts  our  roots 
in  characters ; 
And  sauc'd  our  broths,  as  .luno  had  been  sick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

Arv.  Nobly  he  yokes 
A  smiling  with  a  sigh :  as  if  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile  ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh 
\Vas  that  it  was,  for  not  being  such  a  smile ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh,  that  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  a  temple,  to  commix 
With  winds  that-sailors  rail  at. 

Gui.  I  do  note, 
That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  them  both. 
Mingle  their  spurst  together. 

Arv,  Grow,  patience  ! 
And  let  the  stinking  elder,  grief,  untwine 
His  perishing  root,  with  the  increasing  vine  ! 

Bel.  It  is  great  morning.     Come ;  away. — 
who's  there  ? 

Enter  Clotev. 

Clo.  I  cannot  find  those  runagates ;  that 
Hath  niock'd  me: — I  am  faint.  [villain 

Bel.  Those  runagates  ! 
Means  he  not  us  ?  I  partly  know  him  :  'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o'the  queen.   I  fear  some  am- 
bush. 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he  . — We  are  held  as  outlaws  : — 
Hence. 

Gui.  He  is  but  one  :   You  and  my  brother 
search 
What  companies  are  near:  pray  you,  away  ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him. 

[Exeunt  Belarxus  and  Auairagus. 

Clo.  Soft !  What  are  you 
That  fly  me  thus  ?  some  villain  moimtaineers  ? 
1  have  heard  of  such. — What  slave  art  thou  ? 

Gui.  A  thing 
More  slavish  did  I  ne'er,  than  answering 
A  slave  without  a  knock. 

Clo.  Thou  art  a  robber, 
A  law-breaker,  a  villain  ;  Yield  thee,  thief. 

Gui.  To  who?  to  tbce?   What  art  thou.' 
Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine  ?  a  heart  as  big  ? 
Thy  words,  I  grant,  are  bigger-;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.  Say,  what  thou  art ; 
Why  I  should  yield  to  thee  ? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base, 
Know'st  me  not  by  my  clothes  ? 

Gui.  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal. 
Who  is  thy  grandfather;  heniadethoseclothes, 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  precious  varlet. 
My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Gui.  Hence  thee,  and  thank  [fool ; 

The  man  that  gave  them  thee.  Thou  art  some 
I  am  loath  to  beat  thee. 


TWli-fioin. 


t  .Spurs  are  the  roots  of  tree«. 


Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief, 
Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Gui.  What's  thy  name  ? 

Clo.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gui.   Cloten,   thou  double  villain,  be  thy 
name,  [spider, 

I  cannot  tremble  at  it;  were't  toad,  or  adder, 
'T would  move  nic  sooner. 

Cto-  To  thy  further  fear, 
Nay,  to  thy  mere  confusion,  thou  shalt  know 
I'm  son  to  the  queen. 

Gui.  I'm  sorry  for't;  not  seeming 
So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo.  Art  not  afeard .'' 

Gui.  Those  that  I  reverence,  those  I  fear  , 
the  wise : 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death  ; 
When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
I'll  follow  those  that  even  now'fled  hence, 
And  on  the  gates   of  Lud's  town  set  your 

beads: 
Yield,  rustic  mountaineer.    [Exeunt  fighting. 

Enter  Belarius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company's  abroad. 

Arv.  None  in  the  world :  You  did  mistake 
him,  sure. 

Bel.  I  cannot  tell:  Long  is  it  since  I  saw 
him,  [favour* 

But  time  hath  nothing  bUirr'd  those  lines  of 
Which    then  he   wore;  the   snatches    in    his 
voice,  [solute. 

And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his  :  I  am  ab- 
'Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  thera  : 
I  wish  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him, 
You  say  he  is  so  fell. 

Bel    Being  scarce  made  up, 
I  mean,  to  man,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors :  for  the  efiect  of  judgement 
Is  oft  the  cause  of  fear  :  But  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  Guiderius,  with  Cloten's  Head. 

Gui.  This   Cloten  was  a  fool;  an  empty 
purse. 
There  was  no  money  in't:  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had 

none : 
Yet  I  not  doing  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head,  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  hast  thou  done  ? 
Gui.  I  am  perfect,!  what:  cut  off  one  Clo- 
ten's head. 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report; 
Who   call'd    me  traitor,   mountaineer;    and 

swore. 
With  his  one  single  hand  he'd  take  us  in,t 
Displace  our  heads,  where  (thank  the  gods!) 

they  grow. 
And  set  them  on  Lud's  town. 
Bel.  We  are  all  undone. 
Gui,  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to 
lose, 
But,  that  he  swore,  to  take  our  lives  ?  The  law 
Protects  not  us  :  Then  why  should  we  be  ten- 

•  der, 

To  let  an  arrogant  piece  of  flesh  threat  us; 
Play  judge,  and  executioner,  all  himself; 
For§  we  do  fear  the  law  ?  What  company 
Discover  you  abroad  ? 
Bel.   No  single  soul 
Can  we  set  eye  on,  but  in  all  safe  reason, 

*  Countenance  1 1  am  well-informed  what. 

+  Conquer,  subdue.  v  F''^  ^^^  because. 
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He  must  have  some  attendants 

humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation  ;*  ay,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worse ;  not  frenzy,  not 
Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  rav'd. 
To  bring  him  here  alone  :  Although,  perhaps, 
It  may  be  heard  at  court,  that  such  as  we 
Cave  here,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
May  make  some  stronger  head  :  the  which  he 

hearing, 
(As  it  is  like  him,)  might  break  out,  and  swear 
He'd  fetch  us  in  ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking. 
Or  they  so  suflering :  then  on  good  ground  we 
If  we  do  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail  [fear, 

More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 
Come  as  the  gods  foresay  it:  howsoe'er, 
My  brother  hath  done  well. 

Bel.  I  had  no  mind 
To  hunt  this  day ;  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth.t 

Gui.  With  his  own  sword,  [ta'en 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I  have 
His  head  from  him  :  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock  ;  and  let  it  in  the  sea,  [ten ; 
And  tell  the  fishes,  he's  the  queen's  son,  Clo- 
Thafs  all  I  reck.t  [Exit. 

Bd.  I  fear,  'twill  be  reveng'd  : 
'Would,   Polydore,  thou  had'st   not  done'tJ 

though  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  'Would  I  had  done't. 
So  the  revenge  alone  pursued  me ! — Polydore, 
1  love  thee  brotherly  ;  but  envy  much, 
.   Thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  this  deed  :  I  would, 
revenges. 
That  possible  strength   might  meet,  would 

seek  us  through, 
And  put  us  to  our  answer. 

Btl.  Well,  'tis  done  :—  [ger 

AVe'U  hunt  no  more  to  day,  nor  seek  for  dan- 
Where  there's  no  profit.     1  pr'ythee,  to  our 

rock ; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks  :  I'll  stay 
Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently. 

Arv.  Poor  sick  Fidele ! 
I'll  willingly  to  him:  To  gain§  his  colour, 
I'd  let  a  parish  of  such  Clotens'  blood. 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  [£xt/. 

Bel.  O  thou  goddess, 
Thou  divine  Nature,  how  thyself  thou  blazon'st 
In  these  two  princely  boys  !  They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs,  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Not  wagging  his  sweet  head :  and  yet  as  rough, 
Their  royal  blood  enchaf'd,  as  the  riid's  wind, 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  make  hint"  sloop  to  the  vale.     'Tis  won- 

d.;rtul 
That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
'J'o  royalty  unlearn'd  ;  honour  untaught ; 
(Civility  not  seen  from  other  ;  valour, 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  sowM  !  Yet  still  it's  strange 
What  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends  ; 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

Gui.  Where's  my  brother  ? 
I  have  sent  Cloten's  clotpoU  down  the  stream, 
fn  embassy  to  his  mother;  his  body's  hostage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  Music- 

Bel.  My  ingenious  instrument ! 


■  Cbaiice,  alteration. 
i  Care. 


t  Did  malie  my  walk  f  pdious. 
'•  lif g-iin,  restoii;. 


Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds !  But  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motoin?    Hark  ! 

Gui.  Is  he  at  home  ? 

Bet.  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Gui.  What  does  he  mean  ?   since  death  of 
my  dear'st  molher 
It  did  not  speak  before.     All  solemn  things 
Should  answer  solemn  accidents.  The  matter  ? 
Triumphs  for  nothing,  and  lamenting  toys,' 
Is  jollity  for  apes,  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad? 

Re-enter  Arviragus,  bearing  Imogen,  as  dead, 
in  his  £.rnis. 
Bel-  Look,  here  he  comes, 
And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms, ' 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for  ! 

Arv.  The  bird  is  dead, 
That  we  have  made  so  much  on.  I  had  rather 
Have  skipp'd  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to 

sixty. 
To  have  turn'd  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch, 
Than  have  seen  this. 

Gui.  0  sweetest,  fairest  lily  !  [well, 

My  brother  ,wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so 
.As  when  thou  grew'st  thyself. 

Bel.  O,  melancholy ! 
Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom  ?    find 
The  ooze,  to  show   what  cost  thy  sluggish 
craret  [thing ! 

Might  easiliest  harbour  in  ? — Thou  blessed 
Jove  knows  what  man    thou  might'st  have 
made;  but  I,  [ly  ! — 

Thou  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancho- 
How  found  you  him  ? 

Arv.  Starkjt  as  you  see  : 
Thus  smihng,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber, 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd at:  his  right 
Reposing  on  a  cushion.  [cheek 

Gui.  Where? 
Arv.  O'the  floor ; 
His  arms  thus  leagu'd :  I  thought,  he  slept ; 
and  pot  [rudeness 

.My  clouted  brogues§  from  off  my  feet,  whose 
Answer'd  my  steps  too  loud. 
Gui.  Why,  he  but  sleeps: 
If  he  be  gone,  he'll  make  his  grave  abed  ;     •• 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunteil, 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Jlrv.  With  fairest  flowers. 
Whilst  summer  lasts,  and  1  live  here,  Fidele, 
I'll  sweeten  thy  sad  grave  ;  Thou  shah  not  lack 
The  flower,  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  primrose ; 

nor 
The  azur'd  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins  ;  no,  nor 
Tlie  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out-sweeten'd  not  thy  breath  :  the  ruddock]} 

would, 
With  charitable  bill  (0  bill,  sore-shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs,  that  let  their  fathers  lie 
Without  a  monument !)  bring  thee  all  this; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are 
To  winter-groundlT  thy  corse.  [none, 

Gui.  Pr'ythee,  have  done  ; 
And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  seKious.     Let  us  bury  him. 
And  not  protract  with  admirr.tion  what 
Is  now  due  debt. — To  the  grave 
Arv.  Say,  where  sliall's  lay  him  ? 
Gui-  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 
Arv.  Be't  so: 
And  let  us,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing  him  to  the 
ground, 
*  Trifles,  t    A  slow-sailing,  umvieldly  vessel,  J  SlilT. 
5,  Shoes  plated  with  iron.  ||  The  red-breji.-i. 

t  Probabiv  a  corrupt  readii'"^,  for,  wither  round  ihy 
j  r-orf. 
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As  once  our  mother :  use  like  note,  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidele. 

Gui.  Cadwal,  [thee: 

I  cannot  sing  :    I'll  weep,  and   word    it  with 
For  notes  of  sorrow,  out"of  tune,  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  fanes  that  lie. 

Arv.  We'll  speak  it  then. 

Btl.  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less  : 

for  Cloten 

Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys : 

And,  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember. 

He  was  paid^    for  that:   Though  mean   and 

mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust;  yet  reverence, 
(That  angel  of  the  world,^  doth  make  dis- 
tinction [princely  : 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.  Our  foe  was 
And  though  you  took  hislife,asbeingourfoe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Gui.  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 
Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  AJax, 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv.  If  you'll  go  fetch  him 
We'll  say  our  song  the  whilst. — Brother,  be- 
gin. [Exit  Belarius. 

Gui.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head 
to  the  east ; 
My  father  hath  a  reason  for't. 

Arv.  'Tis  true. 

Gai.  Come  on  then,  and  remove  him. 

Arv.  So, — begin. 

SoVG. 
Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'lke  sun, 

Jfor  the  furious  winter's  rages ; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 

Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy'wages : 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must, 
,'Js  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust- 

Arv.  Fear  no  more  the  frown  o'lhe  great, 
Thou  art  past  the  tyrant's  stroke ; 

Care  no  more  to  clothe,  and  eat  : 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak  : 

The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 

M  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  lighlning-flash, 
Arv.  jVor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stove  ; 

Gui.  Fear  not  slander,  censure]  rash  ; 
Arv.  Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan : 

Boih.  AH  lovers  young,  all  lovers  tnust 

Consignt  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust. 

Gui.  Ko  exorciser  harm  thee  .' 
Arv.  Aor  witchcraft  charm  thee  ! 
Gni.   Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee  ! 
Arv.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee! 
Both.    (^n.itt  consummation  have  ; 

And  renowned  be  thy  grave  .'§ 

Reenter'RF.Lxnivs,  ivith  the  Body  o/Ci.otf.n- 
Gu(.  We  have  done  our  obsequies  :  Come, 

lay  him  down. 
Bel.  Here's  a  few  flowers,  but  about  mid- 
night more  :  [night) 

The  herbs,  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'the 

Are  strewings  fitt'st  for   graves. — Upon  their 
faces : — 

You  were  as  tlowers,  now  withcr'd  :  even  so 

Tiiese   herb'lets  shall,  which    we   upon  you 
strew. — 

Come  on,  away  :  apart  upon  our  knees. 

■J  he  ground,  that  gave  them  fiiit,  lias  them 
again  ; 

*  Punished,    t  Judgpment.  i  fesl  tlio  fame  ronlract, 
5  See  W.  CoUins' ioiig  at  the  euJ  ollUel'lay. 


Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain, 

[Exeunt  Belarius,  Guidb rius,  and 

Arvigarus, 

Imo.  [.^ivaking.]   Yes,  Sir,  to  Milford-Ha- 

ven ;  Which  is  the  way  ? — 

1  thank  you. — By  yon   bush.' — Pray,  how  far 

thither  ? 
'Ods  pittikins  !* — can  it  be  six  miles  yet  ? 
I  have  gone  all  night: — 'Faith,  I'll  lie  down 

and  sleep. 
But,  soft  !  no  bedfellow  : — 0,  gods,  and  god- 
desses !  [S.eeing  the  Body. 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the 
world;  [dream ; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't. — 1  hope,  I 
For,  so,  1  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper. 
And  cook  to  honestcreatures  :  But  'lis  not  so; 
'Twas  but  a  boltf  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing. 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes:  Our  very 

eyes 
Are  sometimes  like  our  judgements,  blind. 

Good  faith, 
I  tremble  still  with  fear  :  But  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it  ! 
The  dream's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake,  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me  ;  notimagin'd,  felt. 
A  headless  man! — The  garments  of  Posthu- 

mus  ! 
I  know  the  shape  of  his  leg  :  this  is  his  hand  ; 
His  foot  Mercurial  ;  his  martial  thigh  ; 
The  brawns    of  Hercules:    but    his    Jovialf 
face —  [anio. 

Murder  in  heaven .' — How  ? — 'Tis  gone. — Pis- 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks- 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee  !  Thou, 
Conspir'd  with  that  irregulous^  devil,  Cloten, 
Hast  here  cut  off  my   lord. — To    write,  and 

read. 
Be  henceforth  treacherous ! — Damn'd  Pisanio 
Hath  with    his  forged   letters, — damn'd   Pis- 
anio— 
From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 
Struck  the  main-top! — O,  Posthumus!  alas, 
Where    is  thy  head  ?  where's   that  ?  Ah  me  ! 

Where's  that  ? 
Pisanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart. 
And  left  this  head  on. — How  should  this  be  ? 

Pisanio? 
'Tis  he,  and  Cloten  :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 
Have  laid    this   woe  here.  O,    'tis  pregnant, 
pregnant  !||  [cious 

The  drug  he  gave  me,  which, he  said,was  pre- 
And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 
Murd'rous  to   the  senses?    That  confirms  it 

home  : 
This  is  Pisanio's  deed,  and  Clotcn's  :  O! — 
Give  colour  to  my  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood, 
That  we  the  horrider  may  seem  to  those 
Which  chance  to  tind  us  :  0,  my  lord,  my  lord! 

£n<er  Lucius, a  CAv■v\ltl,^and  o/Aer  Officers, 
and  a  Soothsayer. 

Cap.  To  them  the  legions  garrison'dinGal- 

lia,  ~  [ing 

After  your  will, have  cross'd  the  sea:  attend- 

You  here  at  Milford-Haven,with  your  shij)s: 

They  are  here  in  readiness. 

Luc.  But  what  from  Ronie  .' 

Cap.  Tliesenafe  hath  stirr'duptheconfiner«, 
.And  geullenien  of  Italy  ;  most  willing  spirits. 
That  promise   noble  service  ;  and  they  coiiie 

*  Tliis  (liniinutive  adjuration  is  derived  from  "  Gcd';; 
luy  pity."        t  An  arrow.  J  A  face lUie  Jove's. 

§  Lawless,  licentious. 
II  i.  e.  'Tis  a  ready,  ajiposife  conclusion. 
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Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna's  brother. 

Luc.  When  expect  you  them  ? 
Cap.   With  the  next  benefit  o'the  wind. 
Luc.  Til  is  forwardness 
Makes  our  hopes   fair.     Command,    our  pre- 
sent numbers  [Sir, 
Be  inuster'd;  bid  the  captains  look  to't. — Now, 
What  have  you  dreara'd,  of  late,  of  this  war's 
purpose  / 
Sooth.  Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  me 
a  vision  :                                       [Thus  : — 
(I  fast,    and  pray'd,    for  their  intelligence,) 
I  saw  Jove's  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  the  spongy  soutlilo  this  part  of  the  west, 
There  vanish'd  in  the  sunbeams  :  which  por- 
tends, 
(Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination,) 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Luc.  Dream  often  so,  [here, 

And  never   false. — Soft,    ho !  what   trunk   is 
Without  his  top  .'  The  ruin  speaks,  that  some- 
time 
It  was  a  worthy  building. — How  !  a  page! — 
Or  dead,  or  sleeping  on  him  ?  But  dead,  ra- 
ther : 
For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. — 
Let's  see  the  boy's  face. 
Cap.   He  is  alive,  iny  lord. 
Luc.  He'll  then  instruct  us  of  this  body. — 
Young  one. 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes  ;  for,  it  seems, 
They  crave  to  be  demanded  :  Who  is  this. 
Thou  niak'st  thy  bloody  pillow  ?  Or  who  was 
That,  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did,      [lie. 
Hath   alter'd  that  good  picture?  What's  tliy 

interest 
In  this  sad  wreck  ?  How  came  it  ?  Who  is  it  ? 
What  art  thou  ? 

Jmo.  I  am  nothing  :  or  if  not, 
iVothing  to  be  were  better.  This  was  my  mas- 
A  very  valiant  Brition,  and  a  good,  [ter. 

That  here  by  mountaineers  lies  slain  : — Alas  ! 
There  are  no  more  such  masters  :  I  may  wan- 
der 
From  east  to  Occident,"  cry  out  for  service, 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  such  another  master. 

Luc.    'Lack,  good  youth  I  [than 

Thou  mov'st  no  less  with    thy    complaining. 

Thy  master  in  bleeding  :  Say  his  name,  good 

friend. 

/mo.  Richard  du  Champ. — If  I  do  lie,  and  do 

No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 

I  Aside. 
They'll  pardon  it. — Say  you,  Sir  ? 
Luc.   Thy  name  ? 
Imo.  Fideie. 
Luc.  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very 


3.1  ii. 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers, 
Such. as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep,  and  sigii ; 
And,  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you. 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.   Ay,  good  youth  ; 
And  rather  father  thee,  than  master  thee. — ■ 
My  friends. 

The  boy  hath  tauglit  us  manly  duties  :    Let  us 
Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can. 
And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partizans 
A  grave  :  Come,  arm  him. — Boy,   he  is  pre- 

ferr'd 
By  thee  to  us  ;  and  he  shall  be  interr'd, 
As    soldiers  can.     Be    cheerful ;    wipe   thine 

eyes: 
Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise. 

lEitcunt. 


SCENE  III- 


-A  Room  ill  Cvmbei-ine' 
Palace. 


Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  aiid  Pisanio. 

Ci/m.  Again  ;  and  bring  me  word,  how  'tis 
with  her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son  ; 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life's  iu  danger: — 

Heavens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  dotoucli  me  !  Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone:  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed  ;  and  in  a  time 
When  fearful  wars  point  at  me ;  her  son  gone, 
So  needful   for  this  present:    It  strikes   me, 

past. 
The  hope  of  comfort. — But  for  thee,  fellow. 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  from  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  my  life  is  your's,  [tress, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  But,  for  my  mis- 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone, 
Nor  when  she  purposes  return.  Beseech  your 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant.  [highness, 

1  Lord.   Good  my  liege. 
The  day  (hat  she  was  missing,  he  was  here: 
I  dare  be  bound  he's  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
For  Cloten, — 

There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him, 
And  will,  no  doubt,  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time's  troublesome: 
We'll  slip  you  for  a  season  ;  but  our  jealousy 
Docs  yet  depend.  2'o  Fisanio. 

1  Lord.  So  please  your  majesty, 
The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Galiia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coast ;  witii  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen,  by  the  senate  sent. 
Cym.   Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son,  and 
queen  .' — 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter.* 
1  Lord.  Good  my  liege, 
Your  preparation  can  affrontt  no  less 


same:  [name. 

Thy   name  well  fits  thy  faith  ;  thy  faith,   thy  i  Than  what  you  hear  of:  come  more,  for  more 
Will  take  thy  cliance  w"ith  me  .'  I  will  not  say,  ■  you're  ready  : 

Tlie  want  is,  but  to  put  those  powersf  in  mo- 
That  long  to  move.  [tiou, 

Cym.  I  thank  you  :  Let's  withdraw  : 
And  meet  the  time,  as  it  seeks  us.  We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us  ;  but 
We  grieve  at  chances  here. — Away. -[Exeunt. 
Pis.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master,  since 
I  wrote  him,  Imogen  was  slain  :  'Tis  strancre  t 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  "tidings  ;  Neither  know  I 


ay. 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  riiaster'd  ;  but,  be  sure. 
No  less  belov'd.  The  Roman  emperor's  letters. 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  thine  own  worth   prefer  thee  :  Go  with 
me. 
Lno.  I'll  follow.  Sir.     But  first,  an't  please 
the  gods, 
I'll  hide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deeo 
As  these  poor  pickaxcst  can  dig  :   and  when 
"With  wild    wood-leaves   and   weeds   I   have 
strew'd  his  grave, 
t  The  west.  :  Urr  finWis. 

VOL    If. 


*■  Confounded  by  a  variety  ofhusineij. 
t  Knrounlcr.  *  Forces- 
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What  is  betid  to  Cloten  ;  but  remain 

Perplex'dinaH. 
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The  heavens  still  must  woi-k : 

Wherein  I  am  false,  I  am  honest ;  not  true,  to 

be  true.  [fy- 

These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  my  coun- 

Even  to  the  note*    o'the   king,   or  I'll   fall  m 

them. 
All  other  doubl.q.  by  time  let  them  be  clear  d  : 
Fortime  brings  in 'some    boats,  that  are    not 
steer'd.  [Exit. 

SCENE  IT'.— Before  the  Cave. 
T.rtler  Belarihs,  Guiderius,  and  Arviragus. 
Gui.  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 
Bel.  Let  us  from  it.  .,.,-. 

Arv.  What  pleasure,  Sir,  find  we  m  hie,  to 
lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure? 

Gui.  Nay.  what  hope 
Have  we  in  hiding  us  ?  this  way,  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  Britons  slay  us,  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts  + 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

Bel.  Sons, 
We'll  higher  to  the  mountains  ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there's  no  going ;  newness 
Of  Cloten's  death  (we  being  not   known,  not 

muster'd 
Among  the  bands)  may  drive  us  to  a  render  + 
Where  we  have  liv'd  and  so  extort  from  us 
That  which  we  have  done,  whose  answer  would 

be  death 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Gu'i.  This  is  Sir,  a  doubt, 
-in  such  a  time,  nothing  becoming  you, 
.Nor  satisfying  us. 

Arv.  It  is  not  likely. 
That  when  they  hear'lhe  Roman  horses  neigh, 
Behold  their  quarter'd  fires,  have  both  their 
And  ears  so  cloy'd  importantly  as  now,  [eyes 
Tliat  they  v.iil  waste  their  time  upon  our  note,§ 
To  know-  from  whence  we  are. 

Bel.  O,  I  am  known 
Of  many  in  the  army  :  many  years. 
Though  Cloten  then'but  young,  you  see,   not 
wore  him  _     L*^'"? 

From  my    remembrance.     And.   besides    the 
Hath  not  deserv'd  my  service,  nor  your  loves  : 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding. 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life  ;  aye  hopeless 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promis'd. 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings,  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Gui.  Than  be  so, 
Better  to  cease  to  be.  Pray,  Sir,  to  the  army  : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known  ;  yourself, 
So  out  c"f  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown, 
Cannot  be  qnestion'd. 

Arv.  Bv  tliis  sun  that  shines, 
V\\  thither  :  what  thing  is  it,  that  I  never 
Did  sec  mandic  ?  scarce  ever  look'd  on  blood, 
But  that  of  coward  hare's,  hot  goats,  and  veni- 
son ? 
Never  bestrid  ,i  liorse,  save  one,  tliat  had 
\  rider  like  myself,  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  hi's  heel ''  I  am  asham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benefit  of  his  bless'd  beams  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Gin'.  By  heavens,  Fll  go  : 
Tf  you  will  bless  me,  Sir,  and  give  mo  leave, 
Fli  take  the  beUer  care  ;  but  if  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me,  by 
The  hands  of  Romans  1 

*  Noticr-.  t  Revnllcrs.  ;  .4n  account. 

■  Noticing  us. 


Arv.  So  say  I ;  Amen. 

Bel.  No  reason  I,  since  on  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
I\Iy  crack'd  one   to   more    care.     Have  with 

you, boys : 
If  in  your  country  wars  you  chance  to  die, 
That  is  my  bed  too  lads,  and  there  Fll  lie  : 
Lead,  lead. — The  time  seems  long  ;  their  blood 
thinks  scorn,  \^  Aside. 

Till  it  fly  out,  and  show  them  princes  born. 

\_Exeunl. 


ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— A  Field  between  the  British  and 

Itoman  C(unp,s. 
En/er  PosTHUMtis,  with  abloody  Handkerchief. 
Post.  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  Fll  keep  thee  ;  for 
I  wish'd  [ones, 

Thou  should'st  be  colour'd  thus.    You  married 
If  each  of  you  would   take  this    course,    how 
many  [selves, 

Must  murder  wives  much    better   than  them- 
For  wrying*  but  a  little? — O,  Pisanio  ! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands  : 
No  bond,  but  to  do  just  ones. — Gods  !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en   vengeance  on  my  faults,  I 

never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  t  this  :  so  had  you  sav'd 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent  ;  and  struck 
Me  wretch,  more  worth  your  vengeance.  But, 
inlack,  [love, 

You  snatch  some  hence  for  little  faults ;  that's 
To  Imve  them  fall  no  more :  you  some  permit 
To  second  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  worse  ; 
And  make  them  dread  it  to  the  doer's  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own  :  Do  your  best   wills. 
And  make  me  bless'd  to  obey  !— I  am  brought 

hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  fight 
Against  my  lady's  kingdom  :  Tis  enough 
That,    Britain,   I    have   kill'd  thy    mistress ; 
peace !  [heaivens. 

I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Tlierefore,    good 
Hear  patiently  my  purpose  :  Fll  disrobe  mc 
Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 
As  docs  a  Briton  peasant  :  so  Fll  fight 
Against  tlie  part  I  come  with ;  so  Fll  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is  every  breath,  a  death  :  and  thus,  unknown. 
Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
Myself  I'll  dedicate.     Let  me  make  men  know 
iMcre  valour  in  me,  than  my  habits  show. 
God's  put  the  strength  o'the  Leonati  in  me  I 
To  shame  the  guise  o'the  world,  I  wiil  begin 
The  fashion,  less  without,  and  more  within. 

lExif. 

SCENE  IT.— The  same. 
Enter  rit  one  side,  Lucius,  Iachi.-ho,  end  the. 
Roman  Army  ;  at  the  other  side,  the  British 
Army;  Leonatus  Posthumus  folloicing  it, 
like  apoor  Soldier.  They  march  over,  and  go 
out.  Alarums.  Then  enter  again  in  skirmish, 
Iachimo  itndFosrnvMts  :  hevanquishrth  and 
disarmeth  Iachimo,  and  then  leaves  him. 

lath.  This  heaviness   and  guilt  within  my 

bosom 
Takes  ofi'my  nianliood  :  I  havebelicd  alady. 
The  princess  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on't 
Kevengingly  enfeebles  me ;  Or  could  this  car!,t 
Avery'drudge  of  nature's,  have  subdu'd  me. 
In  ray  profession  ?  Knighthoods  and  honours, 

borne 
•  Dfvh'ui?  fieri!  the  tipht  iva-.  ''  IncilP,  instisatc. 

'   ClolMl. 


Scene  J 11'] 

As  I  wear  mine,  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 

If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 

This  lout  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 

Is  that  we.scarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods. 


The  Battle  continues;  the  Britomflfj  :  Ctmbe- 
I.WE.  is  taken ;  then  enter  to  his  rescue.  Be- 
i.AKius,  GuiDERius,  and  Arvikagus. 
Bel.  Stand,  stand  !  We  have  the  advantage 
of  the  ground; 

The  lane  is  guarded  :  nothing  routs  us,  but 

The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Gui.  Arv.  Stand,  stand,  and  light  ! 

Enter  Posthumus,  and  seconds  the   Britons: 
They  rescue  Cymbeline,  and  exeunt.    Then, 
enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  and  Imogen. 
Luc.  Away,  boy,  from  tlie  troops,  and  save 
tlivself: 

For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  such 

As  war  were  hood-wink'd. 

Jack.  'Tis  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  turn'd  strangely  :  or  betimes 

Let's  re-enforce,  ortly.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IlL— Another  Part  of  the  Field. 

Enter  VoiTHVSujs  ami  a  British  Loud. 
Lord.  Cam'st  thou  from  where   they  made 

the  stand  .' 
Post.  I  did  : 
Though  you  it  seems,  come  from  the  fliers. 
Lord.  I  did. 
Post.  No  blame  be  to  you.  Sir;  for  all  was 

lost, 
But  that  the  heavens  fought :  The  king  himself 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken. 
And  but  the  backs  of  Britons  seen  all  flying 
Through  astraightlane ;  the  enemy  full-hearted. 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slauglitering,  having 

work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do't,  struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly   touch'd,    some 

falling  [damm'd* 

Merely  through  fear  that  the   strait  pass  was 

With  dead  men,  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  liv- 

To  die  with  Icngthen'd  shame.  [iug 

Lord.  Wiiere  was  this  lane  ? 

Post.  Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd 

with  turf; 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier, — 
An  hop.est  one,  I  warrant;  who  deserved 
So  long  a  breeding,  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
In  doing  tliis  for   his    country  ; — athwart  the 

lane. 
He  with  two  striplings,  (lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base,t  than  to  commit  suchslaugli- 

tcr  ; 
With  faces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  those  for  preservation  cas'd,  forshame,) 
Made  good  the  passage  ;  cry'd  to  those   that 

fled. 
Our  Britain's  harts  die  flying,  not  oar  men: 
To  darkness  fleet,  sovls  that  foj  backwards ! 

Stand, 
Or  we  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that  [snrc, 
Like  beasts,  which  you  shun  beastly ;  and  may 
But  to  look  hack  in  frown  :  stand, stand. — These 

three. 
Three  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many, 
(For  three  performers  are  tlie  fde,  when  all 
The  rest  do  nothing,)   with  this    word,  stand, 

stand, 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming. 

*  r.lopked  un.  [hisc. 

t  A  country  game  called  prisoii-lars,  vulgarly  pris'm- 
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With  their  own  noblenes.s,  (which  could  have 

turn'd 
\  distaff  to  a  lance,)  gilded  pale  looks, 
Part,  sliame,  part,  spirit   renew'd  ;  that  some, 

turn'd  coward 
But  by  example  (O,  a  sin  in  war, 
13anm'd  in  tlie  first  beginners  !)  'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grin  like  lions 
Upon  tlie  pikes  o'the  hunters.     Then  began 
A  stop  i'tlie  chaser,  a  retire ;  anon, 
A  rout,  confusion  thick:  Forthwith  they  fly 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles  ; 

slaves,  [cowards. 

The  strides  they  victors  made  :  and  now  our 
(Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages.)  became 
The  life  o'the  need  ;  having  found  the  back- 
door open  [wound ! 
Ofthc  unguarded  hearts.  Heavens,  how  they 
Some,  slain  before  ;  some,  dying  ;  some,  their 

friends  "  [one, 

O'erborne  i'the  former  wave  :  ten,  chac'd  by 
Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty  : 
Those  that  would  die  or  ere  resist,  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs'*  o'the  field. 

Lord.  This  was  strange  chance : 
A  narrow  lane  !  an  old  man,  and  two  boys  I 
Post.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it  :  You  are 

made 
Rather  to  wonder  at  things  you  hear. 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon't. 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery  ?  Here  is  one  : 
Two  boys,  an  old  man  twice  a  boy,  a  lane, 
Preserved  the  Britons,  was  the  Romans'  bane. 
Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry.  Sir. 
Post.  'Lack,  to  what  end  ? 
Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe,  I'll  be  his  friend  : 
For  if  he'll  do,  as  he  is  made  to  do, 
I  know,  he'll  quickly  fly  my  friendship  too. 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

Lord.  Farewell,  you  are  angr}^  [Exit. 

Post.  Still  going  ? — This  is  a  lord  !   O  noble 

misery  ! 
To  be  i'lhe  field,  and  ask  what  news,  of  me  ! 
To-day,  how  many   would   have  given  their 

honours  [do't. 

To  have  sav'd  their  carcasses  ?  took  heel  to 
And  yet  died  too  ?  I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  death  where  I   did    hear    him 

groan  ; 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  struck  :  Being  an  ugly 

monster.  [beds, 

'Tis  strange,  he  hides  him  in  fresli  cups,  soft 
Sweet  words  ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That  daws  his  knives  i'the  war. — Well,  I  will 

find  him : 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Roman, 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in  :  Fight  I  will  no  more„ 
But  yield  me  to  tlie  veriest   hind  that  shall  [is 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.     Great  the  slaghter 
Here  made  by  (lie  Roman ;  great  the  answer  be 
Britons  must  take  ;  for  me  nn-  ransom's  death  ; 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  my  breath, 
Whicli  neither  here  I'll  keep  nor  bear  again. 
But  end  it  l\v  some  means  for  Imogen. 
Enter  ttco  British  Captains,  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cff/J.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'rtl    Lucius  is 
taken  ;  [angels. 

'Tis  thought  the  old  man   and  his  sons  were 

2  Crt;).  Tliere  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  silly 
That  gave  the  affront  t  with  tliem.  [habit, 

1  Cap.  So  'tis  reported: 
But  none  of  them  can  be  found. — Stand  !  who 
is  there  ? 
*  Terror?.  t  iinoounlei. 
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Post.  A  Romiiu ; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping-  here,  if  se- 
Had  answor'd  him.  [conds 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him  ;  a  dog ! 
A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 
What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here  :  He  brags 

his  service 
As  if  he  were  of  note  :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

.En/er  Cybibeline,  attended;  Belarius,  Gui- 
nERiu.s,  Arvihagus,  Pisamo,  mid  Roman 
Captives.  The  Captains  ;?re«e7i/  Posthu- 
Mus  to  CvMBELiNE,  wlio  delivers  liim  over  to 
a  Jaii.er  :  after  wliicli,  all  go  out. 

SCENE  TV.— A  Prison. 
Enter  Posthumus,  and  two  Jailers. 

1  Jail.  You  sliall  not  now  be   stolen,   you 

have  looks  upon  you  ; 
So  graze,  as  you  find  pasture. 

2  Jail.  Ay,  or  a  stomach.  [£.rewH<  Jailers. 
Post.  Most  welcome,  bondage  !  for  thou  art 

a  v/ay 
I  think,  to  liberty  :  Yet  am  I  better 
Than  one  that's  sick  o'the  gout :   since  he  had 
Groan  so  in  perpetuity,  than  he  cur'd  [rather 
By  the  sure  pin  sician,  death  ;  who  is  the  kev 
To  unbar  these  locks.     My  conscience  .'  thou 

art  fetter'd 
More  than  my  shanks,  and  wrists :  You  good 

gods,  give  me 
The  penitent  instrument,  to  pick  that  bolt, 
Then,  free  for  ever  !  Is't  enough,  1  am  sorry  ? 
So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease ; 
Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.     Must  I  repent  ? 
I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves," 
Desir'd,  more  than  constrain'd :   to  satisfj', 
If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 
JVo  stricter  render  of  me,  than  my  all. 
I  know,  30uare  more  clement  than  vile  men. 
Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 
A  sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 
On  their  abatement ;  that's;  not  my  desire  : 
For  Imogen's  dear  life,  take  mine  ;  and  though 
'Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life  ;  you  coin'd  it : 
"Tween  man  and  man,  they  weigh  not  every 

stamp  ; 
Though  light,  take  pieces  for  the  figure's  sake : 
You  rather  mine,  being  yours  :  And  so,  great 

powers. 
If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 
And  cancel  these  cold  bonds.     O  Imogen  ! 
Ill  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  [//e  sleeps. 

Solemn7nusic.\  Enter,  as  an  apparition,  Sici- 
nus  Leonatus,  Father  to  Fosthumus,  aji 
old  Man  attired  like  a  Warrior ;  leading  in  h  is 
Itandan  ancient  Matron, Ins  JVlfc,  and  Mother 
/oPosTiiur.rjs,  uith  music  before  tliem.  then, 
after  other  tnusic,  follow  the  two  ijountr  Leo- 
AATi,  Brothers  to  Posthumus,  «'i//j  IVounds, 
as  they  died  in  the  Wars.  Theycircle  Fosthu- 
mus round,  us  he  lies  sleeping. 

Siri.  No  more,  thou  thunder  master,  show 
Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies  : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide. 
That  tliy  adulteries 

Rates  and  revenges, 
Ilath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

AVhose  face  I  never  saw? 
I  died,  whilst  in  the  womb  he  stay'd 
Attending  Nature's  law. 

*  Fetters, 
f  Thii  Scene  is  "iipposed  not  (o  he  Sh.ikejpparc'=,  but 
foisted  in  by  the  Players  for  mere  slioiv 


lAcl  V. 
Whose  father  then  (as  men  report. 

Thou  orphans'  father  art,) 
Thou  shouid'st  have  been,  and  shielded  him 
From  this  earth-vexing  smart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid, 
But  took  me  in  my  throes; 
That  from  me  was  Fosthumus  ripf, 
Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity! 
Sici.  Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry, 
Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair. 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise,  o'the  world, 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 
1   Bro.  ^Vlien  once  he  was  mature  for  man. 
In  Biitain  where  was  he 
That  could  stand  up  his  parallel; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 
Could  deem  his  dignity? 
Moth.    With    marriage   wherefore    was  he 
To  be  cxil'd  and  thrown  [mock'd, 

From  Leonati'  seat,  and  cast 
From  her  his  dearest  one, 
Sweet  Imogen? 
Sici.  Why  did  vou  suffer  lachimo. 
Slight  thing  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

^Vith  needless  jealousy; 
And  to  become  the  geek**  and  scorn 
0'  the  other's  villany? 
2  Rro.  For  this,  from  stiller  scats  we  came. 
Our  parents,  and  us  twain, 
That  striking  in  our  country's  catisc. 

Fell  bravely,  and  v>  ere  slain  ; 
Our  fealty,  and  Tenantius's  right 
^Vith  honour  to  maintain. 
]  Bro.  Like  hardinient  Postliumus  hath 
To  Cymbeline  performed  : 
Then  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  gods. 

Why  hast  thou  thus  adjourn'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due  ; 
Being  all  to  dolours  turn'd  ? 
Sici.  Thy  crystal  window  ope;  lookout ; 
No  longer  exercise, 
Upon  a  valiant  race,  thy  harsh 
And  potent  injuries  : 
Moth.  Since,  Jupiter  our  son  is  good, 

Take  offhis  miseries. 
Sici.    Peep    through  thy  maible  mansion; 
Or  we  poor  ghosts  will  cry  [help  ! 

To  the  shining  synod  of  the  rest. 
Against  thy  deity. 
2  Bro.  Help,  Jupiter ;  or  we  appeal, 
And  from  thy  Justice  fly. 

JvpiT.R  descends  in  Thunder  and  Lightning, 
silting  upon  an  eagle:  he  throws  a  Thunder- 
bolt.    The  Ghosts  fall  on  their  knees. 

Jup.  No  more,  you  petty  spirits  of  region 
lo>',  [ghosts. 

OlTcad  our  Iscaring  ;  hush  ! — How  dare  you 
Accuse  the  thnnderer,  whose  bolt  you  know, 

Sl.y  planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coasts  ? 
Poor  shadows  of  Elysium,  hence;  and  rest 

Upon  your  never-with'ring  banks  of  flowers : 
Be  not  with  mortal  accidents  opprest ; 

No  care  ofyoursitis,  you  know,  'tis  ours. 
Vv'hom  best  I  love,  I  cross ;  to  make  my  gift. 

The  more  delay'd,  deliglited.     Be  content  ; 
Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift  : 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  spent. 
Our  jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Our  temple   was   he    married. — Rise,   and 
He  shall  be  lord  of  lady  Imogen.        [fade  ! — 

^Tliefool. 


Scene  v.] 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast ;  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine; 
And  so,  away  :  no  further  with  your  din 

Express  impatience,  lest  you  stir  up  mine. — 
Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystaline. 

{^Ascends. 
Sici.  He   came   in   thunder ;    his    celestial 
breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us  :  his  ascension  is 
More  sweet  than  our  bless'd  fields:    his  royal 

bird 
Prunes  the  immortal  wing,  and  cloys  his  beak, 
As  when  bis  god  is  pleas'd. 
All.  Thanks,  Jupiter ! 

Sici.  The  marble  pavement  closes,  he  is  en- 
ter'd 
His  radiant  roof: — Away  !  and  to  be  blest, 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest. 

[^Ghosts  vanish. 
Post.   IJVuking.']   Sleep,  thou  hast  been  a 
grandsire,  and  begot 
A  father  to  me :  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers  :  But  (O  scorn  !) 
Gone! they  went  hence  so  soon  as  they  were 
born.  [pend 

And  so  I  am  awake. — Poor  wretches  that  de- 
On  greatness'  favour,  dream  as  1  have  done ; 
Wake,  and  find  nothing. — But,  alas,  I  swerve  : 
INIany  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve, 
And  yet  are  steep'd  in  favours  :  so  am  I, 
Thathave  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not 

why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?  A  book?  O, 

rare  one  ! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
IVoblerthan  that  it  covers:  let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  he  most  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promise. 

[Reads.]   Wlien  as  a  lion's  whelp  shall,  io  him- 
self unknowii,  without  seeking  find,  and  be  em- 
braced by  apiece  of  lender  air ;  and  when  from 
a  stately  cedar  shallbe  tupped  branches,  which, 
being  dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive,  be 
jointed  to  the  oldstock,  and  freshly  grow ;  then 
shall  I'osthumus  end  his  miseries,  liritain  be 
fortunate,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. 
"lis  still  a  dream ;  or  else  sucHstufi'as  madmen 
Tongue,  and  brain  not:  cither  both,  or  nothing: 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is, 
Tlie  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
I'll  keep,  if  but  for  sympathy. 
Re-enter  Jailers. 
Jail.   Come,  Sir,  are  you  ready  for  death  ? 
Po.st.  Over-roasted  rather:  ready  long  ago. 
Jail.  Hanging  is  the  word,   Sir;  if  you  be 
ready  for  that,  you  are  well  cooked. 

Post.  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the 
spectators,  the  dish  pays  the  shot. 

Jail.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you.  Sir :  But 
the  cofnfort  is,  you  shall  be  called  to  no  more 
payments,  fear  no  more  tavern  bills;  which 
are  often  the  sadness  of  parting,  as  the  pro- 
curing of  mirth  :  you  come  in  faint  for  want  of 
meat,  depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink; 
sorry  that  you  have  paid  too  much,  and 
sorry  that  you  are  paid  too  much  ;  purse  and 
brain  both  empty  :  the  brain  the  heavier  for 
being  too  light,  the  purse  too  light,  being  drawn 
of  heaviness:  O!  of  this  contradiction  j'ou 
shall  now  be  quit. — O  the  charity  of  a  penny 

cord!  it  sums  up  thousands  in  a  tree  :   you  I  To  ask  of  whence  you  are 
liave  no   true  debtor  and   ci'cditor  but  it ;  of       ■  Hazard.  '(  Fonvard. 
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what's  past,  is,  and  to  come,  the  discharge: — 
Your  neck.  Sir,  is  pen,  book,  and  counters  ;  SO- 
the  acquittance  follows. 

Post.  1  am  merrier  to  die,  than  thou  art  to 
live. 

Jail.  Indeed,  Sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the 
tooth-ache:  But  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your 
sleep,  and  a  hangman  to  help  him  to  bed,  I 
think,  he  would  change  places  with  his  officer : 
for,  look  you,  Sir,  you  know  not  which  way 
you  shall  go. 

Post.  Yes,  indeed,  do  I,  fellow. 
Jail.  Your  death  has  eyes  in's  head  tlien  ;  I 
have  not  seen  him  so  pictur'd  :  you  must  either 
be  directed  by  some  that  take  upon  them  to 
know;  or  take  upon  yourself  that,  which  I  am 
sure  you  do  not  know  ;  or  jump*  the  after-in- 
quiry on  jour  own  peril :  and  how  you  shall 
speed  in  your  journey's  end,  I  think  you'll 
never  return  to  tell  one. 

Post.  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want 
eyes  to  direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but 
such  as  wink,  and  will  not  use  them. 

Jail.  What  an  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a 
man  should  have  the  best  use  of  ej'es,  to  see 
the  way  of  blindness  !  I  am  sure,  hanging's 
the  way  of  winking. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  Knock  off  his  manacles  ;  bring  your 
prisoner  to  the  king. 

Post.    Thou    bringest   good    news ; — I  am 
called  to  be  made  free. 
Jail.   I'll  be  hang'd  then. 
Post.  Thou  shalt  be  then  freer  than  a  jailer ;. 
no  bolts  for  the  dead. 

[^Exeunt  PosxHuaius  and  Messenger. 
Jail.  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows, 
and  beget  young  gibbets,  I  never  saw  one  so 
prone. t  Yet,  on  my  conscience,  there  are  ver- 
ier knaves  desire  to  live,  for  all  he  be  a  Roman ; 
and  there  be  some  of  them  too,  that  die  against 
their  wills  ;  so  should  I,  if  1  were  one.  I  would 
we  were  of  all  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good ; 
0,  there  were  desolation  of  jailers,  and  gal- 
lowses !  1  speak  against  my  present  profit ; 
but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment  in't. 

[^Exeunt  • 

SCENE  r.— Cymbeline's   Tent. 
Enter  Cymbei.ine,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Ar- 
viRAGUs,    PisANio,   Lords,  Officers,  and  At- 
tendants. 

Cym.  Stand   by  my  side,    you  whom  the 
gods  have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne.  Woe  is  my  heart, 
That  the  poor  soldier,  that  so  richly  fought, 
Whose  rags  sham'd  gilded  arms,  whose  naked 

breast 
Stepp'd  before  target  of  proof,  cannot  befoundr 
He  shall  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bel    I  never  saw 
Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing ;    [nought 
Such    precious    deeds    in    one  that   promis'd 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 
Cym.    No  tidings  of  him  ? 
Pis.  He  hath  been  searcli'd  among  the  dead 
and  living. 
But  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.   To  my  grief,  lam 
The  heir  of  his  reward  ;  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 
l^To  Belarius,  Guiderius,  a?u/ Arviragus. 
By  whom,  I  grant,  she  lives;  'Tisnowthe  time 
report  it. 
t  Tai'i;et,  shield. 
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Bel.  Sir, 
In  Cambria  are  we  boru,  aad  geatlemen : 
Further  to  boast,  were  neither  true  uor  modest, 
Unless  I  add,  we  are  honest. 

Cym-  Bow  your  knees : 
Arise  my  knights  o'the  battle  :  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 
Enter  Cornelius  and  Ladies. 
There's  business  in  these  faces:— Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory  .'  You  look  like  Romans. 
And  not  o'the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor.    Hail,  great  king  ! 
To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cym.    Whom  worse  than  a  physician 
Would  this  report  become  ?  Bui  I  consider. 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolong'd.  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too.— How  ended  she  ? 

Cor.  With  horror,  madly  dying,  likeherlife; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  the  world,  concluded 
Most  cruel  to  herself.     What  siie  confess'd, 
I  will  report,  so  please  you  :  These  her  women 
Can  trip  me,   if  I  err :  who,  with  wet  cheeks. 
Were  present  when  she  finish'd. 

Ci/m.  Pr'ythee,  say. 

Cor.   First,   she   confess'd  she   never  lov  d 
you;  only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you,  not  you  : 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  toyour  place  ; 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Cym.  She  alone  knew  this  : 
And,  but  she  spoke  it  dying,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lips  in  opening  it.  Proceed. 

Cor.   Your  daughter,   whom   she    bore   in 
hand  to  love 
With  such  integrity,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life. 
But  that  her  flight  prevented  it,  she  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poison. 

Cyui.  O  most  delicate  fiend ! 
Who  is't  can  read  a  woman  ?— Is  there  more  ? 

Cor.  More,  Sir,  and  worse.  She  did  confess, 
she  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral;  which,  being  took, 
Should  by  the    minute    feed    on    life,     and. 
ling'ring,  [pos'd, 

By  inches  waste  you  :  In  which  time  she  pur- 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  show  :  yes,  and  in  time, 
(When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,)  to 

work 
Her  son  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown. 
But  failing  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence. 
Grew  shameless  desperate  ;  cpen'd,  in  despite 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes  ;  repented 
The  evils  she  hatch'd  were  not  effected;  so, 
Despairing,   died. 

Cym.    Heard  you  all  this,  her  women  ? 

Lady.   We  did  so,  please  your  highness. 

Cym.  Mine  eyes 
"Were  not  in  fiiult,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  e:us,   that  heard   her  flattery ;   nor  my 
heart,  [vicious. 

That  thought  her  like  her  seeming;  it  had  been 
To  have  mistrusted  her:  yet,  O  my  daughter  ! 
That  it  was  folly  in  me,  thon  may'st  say, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.  Heaven  mend  all  I 
Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  the  Soothsayer,  and 

other  llomnn  Prisoners,  guarded  ;    Posthu- 

Mus  behind,  and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'st  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute  ;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz'dout,  tliough  with  the  loss 
O  many  a  bold  one,   whose    kinsmen  have 
made  suit. 
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That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeas'd  with 

slaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,     which    ourself  have 
So,  think  of  your  estate.  [granted  ; 

Luic.  Consider,  Sir,  the  chance  of  war :  the 
day 
Was  yours  by  accident ;  had  it  gone  with  us. 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have 
threaten'd  [gods 

Our  piisonei-s  with   the  sword.    But  since  the 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ransom,  let  it  come:   sufficeth, 
A  Roman  with  a  Roman's  heart  can  suffer  : 
Augustus  lives  to  think  on't :  And  so  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
1  will  entreat ;  My  boy,  a  Briton  born, 
Let  him  be  ransom'd :  never  master  had 
A  page  .so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent, 
So  tender  over  his  occasions,  true, 
So  fast,*  so  nurse-like:  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  request,  which,  I'll  make  bold,  your 

highness 
Cannot  deny ;  he  hath  done  no  Britain  harm. 
Though  he  have  serv'd  a  Roman :  save  him. 
And  spare  no  blood  beside.  [Sir, 

Cym.  I  have  surely  seen  him: 
His  favourt  is  familiar  to  me. — 
Boy,  thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace, 
And  art  mine   o«n. — I  know  not  why,   nor 
wherefore,  [live : 

To  say,  live,   boy:  ne'er  thank  thy  master; 
And  ask  of  Cymbeline  what  boon  thou  wilt, 
Fitting  my  bounty,  and  thy  state,   I'll  give  it ; 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prisoner, 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Jmo.  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Luc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad ; 
And  yet,  I  know,  thou  wilt. 

Imo.    No,   no :  alack. 
There's  other  work  in  hand  ;  I  see  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death :  your  life,  good  master, 
Must  shuffle  for  itself. 

Lvc.  The  boy  disdains  me,  [joys, 

He  leaves  me,  scorns  me:  Briefly  die  their 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and 
Why  stands  he  so  perplex'd  .'  [boys- — 

Cym.  What  would'st  thou,  boys?  [more 
I  love  thee  more  and  more  ;  think  more  and 
What's  best  to  ask.    Know'st  him  thou  look'st 

on  ?  speak, 
Wilt  have  him  live?   Is  he  thy  kin?  thy  friend  ? 

Imo.    He  is  a  Roman ;  no  more  kin  to  me, 
Than  I  toyour  highness;  who,  being  bornyour 
And  something  nearer.  [vassal, 

Cym.  Wherefore  ey'st  him  so  ? 

Lno.  I'll  tell  you.  Sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.   Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 
And  lend  my  best  attention.  What's  thy  name? 

Imo.  Fidele,  Sir. 

Cym.  Thou  art  my  good  youth,  my  page; 
I'll  be  thy  master :  Walk  with  me ;  speak  freely. 
[Cymbeline  rtnc/ Imogen  converse  apart. 

Bel.   Is  not  this  boy  revivd  from  death? 

Arr.  One  sand  another 
Not  more  resembles  :  That  sweet  rosy  lad, 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele :— What  think  you? 

Giii.   The  same  dead  tiling  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  peace  !  see  further  ;  he  eyes  us 
not ;  forbear  ; 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were't  he,  I  am  sure 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

Giti.  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  silent ;  let's  see  further. 

Pis.  It  is  my  mistress  :  lAside- 

■'  Ready,  riestio  r.  t  Counlenance. 
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Since  she  is  living-,  let  the  time  run  ou, 
To  good,  or  bad. 

[Cymbeline  and  Imogen  come  forward. 
Cym.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  side ; 
Makethy  demand  aloud. —Sir,  [To  Iach.]  step 

you  forth  ; 
Give  answer  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely  ; 
Or,  by  our  greatness,  and  the  grace  of  it, 
Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 
Winnovc  the  truth  from  falsehood.— On,  speak 
to  him. 
Imo.  My  boon  is,  that  this  gentleman  may 
Of  whom  lie  had  this  ring.  [render 


Post.    What's  that  to  him  ? 
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Made  scruple  of  his  praise ;  and  wag^er'd  with 

him 
Pieces  of  gx)ld,  'gainst  this  which  then  he  wore 
Upon  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of  his  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  her's  and  mine  adultery  :  he,  true  knight, 
JNo  lesser  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  stakes  this  ring; 
And  would  so,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoubus'  wheel ;  and  might  so  safely,  had  it 
Been   all  the   worth   of   his   car.      Away  to 

Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design  :  Well  may  you,  Sir, 


{^Aside.  I  Remember  inc  at  court,  where  1  was  taught 


Cym.  That  diamond  upon  your  finger,  say,  |0f  your  chaste  daughter  the  wide  diiTerence 


How  came  it  yours 

Jack.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unspoken 


Twist  amorous  and   villanous. 
quench'd 


Being  thus 


Which,  to  be  spoke,  would  torture  thee,  [that  ]  Of  hope,  not  longing,  mine  Italian  brain 


Cym.  Wow  \    me  .' 
lath.  I  am  glad  to  be  constrain'd  to  utter 
that  which 
Torments  me  to  conceal.     By  villany 
I  got  this  ring;  'twas  Leonalus'  jewel  : 
Whom  thou  didst  banish;   and   (which  more 

may  grieve  thee, 
As  it  doth  me,)  a  nobler  Sir  ne'er  liv'd 
"Twixt  sky  and  ground.     Wilt  thou  hear  more, 
my  lord  ? 
Cym.   All  that  belongs  to  this. 
lack.  That  paragon,  thy  daughter, — 
For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  false 

spirits 

Quail*  to  remember, — Give  me  leave  ;  I  faint. 

Cym.    My  daughter!  what  of  her?  Renew 

thy  strength:  [will, 

I  had  rather  thou  should'st  live  while  nature 

Than  die  ere  I  hear  more :  strive  man,  and  speak. 

Iach.  Upon  a  time,  (unhappy  was  the  clock 

That  struck  the   hour!)  it  was  in  Rome,  (ac 


Gail  in  your  duller  Britain  operate 
Most  vilely  ;  for  my  vantage  excellent ; 
And  to  be  brief,  my  practice  so  prevail'd, 
That  I  return'd  with  simular  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus,  and  thus  ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  brace- 
let. 
(O,  cunning,  howl  got  it!)  nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  (lond  of  chastity  quite  crack'd, 
I  having  ta'eu  the  forfeit.     Whereupon, — 

Methinks,  I  see  him  now, 

Post.  Ay,  so  thou  dost,     [^Coming  forward. 
Italian  fiend  ! — Ah  me,  most  credulous  fool, 
Egregious  mufderer,  thief,  any  tiling 
That's  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being, 
To  come  ! — 0  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poison. 
Some  upright  justicer  !  Thou,  king,  send  out 
For  torturers  ing-enious  :  it  is  I 


curs'd 


The   maHsion  where !)    'twas  at  a  feast,  (O 
Our  viands  had  been  poison'd  !  or  at  least. 
Those  which   I   heav'd   to    head !)  the  good 

Posthumus, 
(What  should  I  say  ?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were  ;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Amongst  the  rar'st  of  good  ones,)  sitting  sadly, 
Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italj' 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  swell'd  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak :  for  feature, 
laming  [erva, 

The  shrine  of  Venus,   or  straight-pight  Min- 
Postures  beyond  brief  nature;  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for;  besides, that  hookof  wiving, 

Fairness  which  strikes  the  eye  : 

Cym.   I  stand  on  fire  : 
Come  to  the  matter. 

Iach.    All  too  soon  I  shall, 
Unless  thou  woald'st   grieve   quickly. — This 

Posthumus, 
(Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover,)  took  his  hint: 
And,  not  dispraising  whom  he  prais'd,  (therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue)  he  began 
His  mistress'  picture  ;  which  by  his  tongue  be- 
ing made. 
And  then  a  mind  put  in't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack'd  of  kitchen  trulls,  or  his  descrip- 
Prov'd  us  unspeaking  sots.  [tion 

Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purpose. 
Iach.   Your  daughter's  chastity — there  it  be- 
gins. 
He  spake  of  her  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams, 
And  she  alone  were  cold:  Whereat,  I,  wretch  ! 
■  SinI;  iuto  dejectimi. 


['would  That  all  the  abhorred  things  o'the  earth  amend. 


By  being  worse  than  they.     I  am  Posthumus, 
That  kill'd  thy  daughter  : — villain  like,  I  lie  ; 
That  caus'd  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 
A  sacrilegious  thief,  to  do't : — the  temple 
Of  virtue  was  she;  yea,  and  she  herself.^' 
Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 
The  dogs  o'the  street  to  bay  me :  every  villain 
Be  call'd  Postliumus  Leonatus;  and 
Be  villany  less  than  'twas  !  O  Imogen  ! 
My  queen,  my  life,  my  wife  !  O  Imogen, 
luiogcn,  Imogen  ! 

Jmo.  Peace,  my  lord  ;  hear,  hear — 

Post.   Shall's   have  a  play   of  this?  Thou 
scornful  page. 
There  lie  thy  part.       [Striking  her  :  she  falls. 

Pis.  O  gentlemen,  help,  help  [humus  ! 

Mine,  and  your  mistress  : — O,  my  lord  Post- 
You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  till  now : — Help, 
Mine  honour'd  lady  !  [help  ! — 

Cy^n.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

/-•r),?/.  How  come  these  staggers  on  me  ? 

Pis.    Wake,  my  mistress  ? 

Cym.   If  this   be   so,  the  gods  do  mean  to 
strike  me 
To  deatli  with  mortal  joy. 

Pis.  How  fares  my  mistress  ? 

Imo.  O,  get  thee  from  my  sight  ; 
Thou   gav'st  me  poison :    dangerous   fellow. 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are.  [hence  I 

Cym.   The  tune  of  Imogen  .' 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  me,  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  thing  ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cym.    New  matter  still  ? 

-  Nnt  only  t!ie  temple  'it  vhnie,  but  virtue  herstir. 
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Into.   It  poison'd  mev 

Cor.  O  gods  ! — 
1  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confess'd, 
Which  must  approve  thee  honest :  If  Pisanio 


CYMBELINE. 


iAci  r 


If  it  could  roar  so  to  me :  I  cut  off's  head ; 
And  am  right  glad,  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 
Ci/m.  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 


Have,  said  she,  given  his  mistress  that  confec-  !  By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemn'd,  and 


Enduie  our  law  :  Thou  art  dead.  [must 

Imo.   That  headless  man 
I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Ci/m.  bind  the  oflender, 
And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bel.    Stay,   Sir  king: 
This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew. 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited,  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for. — Let  his  arms  alone  ; 

[  To  the  Guard. 
They  were  not  born  for  bondage. 

Cpn    Why,  old  soldier, 
V\  ilt  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for, 
By  tasting  of  our  wrath  ?  How  of  descent 
As  good  as  we  ? 

Arv.  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym.   And  thou  shalt  die  for't. 

Bel.  We  will  die  all  tliree  : 
But  I  will  prove,  that  two  of  us  are  as  good 
As  I  have  given  out  him. — My  sons,  I  must, 
Formine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  speech. 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

Arv.    Vour  danger  is 
Ours. 

Gut.  And  our  good  his. 

Bel.  Have  at  it  then. — 
By  leave  ; — Thou  hadst,  great  king,  a  subject. 
Was  call'd  Belarius.  [who 

Cym.  What  of  him  ?  he  is 
A  banish'd  traitor. 

Bel.  He  it  is,  that  hath 
Assum'd  this  age  :  indeed,  a  banish'd  niau  : 
I  know  not  how,  a  traitor. 

Cy7n.   Take  him  hence; 
The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

Bel.  Not  too  hot : 
First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sons  ; 
And  let  it  be  confiscate  all,  so  soon 
As  I  have  receiv'd  it. 

Cym.  Nursing  of  my  sons  ? 

Bel.   I  am  too  blunt,  and  saucy  :  Here's  my 
Eie  1  arise,  I  will  prefer  my  sons  ;         [knee  ; 
Then,  spare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  Sir, 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  fa- 
ther. 
And  thiuli  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  liege. 
And  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cym.   How  !  my  issue  ? 

Bel.   So  sure  as  you  your  father's.     I,  old 
Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whomy  ou  sometime  banish'd: 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  ofience,  my  pun- 
ishment 
Itself,  and  all  my  treason  ;  that  I  suffer'd, 
Was  all  the  harm  1  did.     These  gentle  princes 
(For  such,    and  so  they   are,)  these  twenty 

years 
Have  I  train'd  up  :  those  arts  tliey  have,  as  I 
Could  put  into  them  ;  my  breeding  was.  Sir,  as 
Your  highness  knows.  Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  chil- 
dren 
Upon  my  banishment:  I  mov'd  her  to't ; 
The  wrongs  he    Having  receiv'd  the  punishment  before, 

[mc   For  that  which  I  did  then  :  Beaten  for  loyalty 
Where  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke    Excited  me  to  treason  :  Their  dear  loss, 
^Yith  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  |  The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shap'd 
sea,  I  Unto  my  end  of  stcalinsrthem.  But.  gracious. 

Sir. 


Which  I  gave  him  for  a  cordial,  she  isserv'd 
As  I  would  serve  a  rat. 

Cym.    What's  this,  Cornelius  ? 

Cor.  The  queen,  Sir,  very  oft  imp  irtun'd  me 
To  temper*  poisons  for  her  ;  still  pretending 
The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge,  only 
In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs 
Of  no  esteem:  1,  dreading  that  her  purpose 
Was  of  more  danger,  did  compound  for  her 
A  certain   stuff,    which,    being   ta'en,    would 

cease 
The  present  power  of  life  ;  but,  in  short  time. 
All  offices  of  nature  should  again 
Do  their  due  functions. — Have  you  ta'en  of  it  ? 

Imo.    Most  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys, 
There  was  our  error. 

Gui.  This  is  sure,  Fidele. 

Ivio.   Why  did  you  throw  your  wedded  lady 
from  you  ?  ♦ 

Think,  that  you  are  upon  a  rock  ;  and  now 
Throiv  me  again.  lEmbracing  him. 

Post.   Hang  there  like  fruit,  ray  soul, 
Till  the  tree  die  !  •  « 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child  ? 
What,  mak'st  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act  ? 
"Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  me  ? 

Imo.  Your  blessing.  Sir.  [Kneeling. 

Bel.   Though  you  did  love    this   youth,  I 
blame  ye  not ; 
You  had  a  motive  for't. 

To  GuiDERius  and  Arviragus. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall. 
Prove  holy  water  on  thee  !    Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.   I  am  sorry  for't,  my  lord. 

Cym.  O,  she  was  naught:  and  'long  of  her 
it  was. 
That  we  meet  here  so  strangely  :    But  her  son 
Is  gone,  we  know  not  how,  nor  where. 

Pis.    My  lord,  [Cloten, 

Now  fear  is  from  me.    I'll  speak  troth.     Lord 
Upon  my  lady's  missing,  came  to  me 
With  his  sword  drawn  '.   foam'd  at  the  mouth, 

and  swore, 
If  I  discover'd  not  which  way  she  was  gone, 
It  was  my  instant  death  :  By  accident, 
]  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 
Then  in  my  pocket;  which  directed  him 
To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  neartoMilford; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments, 
Which  he  inforc'd  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  unchaste  purpose,  and  with  oath  to  vio- 
late 
My  lady's  honour:  what  became  of  him, 
J  further  know  not. 

Gui.  Let  me  end  the  story  : 
I  slew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forfend  !t  [lips 

I  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my 
riuck  a  hard  sentence:  pr'ythee,  valiant  youtK, 
J)eny't  again. 

Gui.   I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym.   He  was  a  prince. 

Gui.  A  most  uncivil  one 
did  me 


Mix.  ronroHiuI. 


•"nrbii! 


Scene  r.]  CYMBELINfi. 

Here  are  your  sons  agaiu  ;  and  1  must  lose 
Two  ofthesweet'st  companions  in  the  world: — 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  lieavens 
Fall  on  their  heads  like  dew !    for  they  are 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars.  [worthy 

Cym.  Thou  weep'st,  and  speak'st. 
The  service,  that  you  three  have  done,  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thoutell'st:  I  lost  my  children; 
If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

Bel.  Be  pleas'd  a  while. 
This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
Most  worthy  prince,  as  yours,   is  true,    Gui- 

derius ; 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  son  ;  he.  Sir,  waslapp'd 
In  a  most  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  liand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  moreproba- 
I  can  with  ease  produce.  [tion, 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 
Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star  ; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel.  This  is  he ; 
Who  hatli  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp  ; 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  iu  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym.  O,  what  am  I 
A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three?  Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more  : — Bless'd  may  you 
be,  [orbs, 

That   after  this  strange  starting   from  your 
You  may  reign  in  them  now  ! — 0  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imo.  No,  my  lord  ;  [brothers, 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by't. — 0   my  gentle 
Have  we  thus  met  ?  O  never  say  hereafter. 
But  I  am  truest  speaker  :  you  call'd  me  brother. 
When  I  was  but  your  sister  ;  I  j-ou  brothers, 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym.   Did  you  e'er  meet  ? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Gut.  And  at  first  meeting  lov'd  ; 
Continued  so,  until  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor.  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swallow'd. 

Cym.  O  rare  instinct ! 
When  shall  1  hear  all  through  ? — This  fierce* 

abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in.t — Wliere  ?  how 
liv'd  you?  [tive  ? 

And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  cap- 
How  parted  with  your  brothers  ?  how  first  met 
them  ?  [These, 

Why  fled  you  from  the  court  ?  and  whither  ? 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,   sliould  be   de- 
manded : 
And  all  the  other  by-dependancies,         [place. 
From  chance  to  chance  ;  but  nor  the  time,  nor 
Will  serve  our  long  intergatories.     See, 
Posthiimus  anchors  upon  Imogen  ;  [eye 

And  she,  like  harmless  lightning,  throws  her 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master ;  hitting 
Each  object  with  a  joy  ;  the  counterchange 
Is  severally  in  all.     Let's  quit  this  ground, 
And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices. — 
Thou  art  my  brother  ;  So  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 


Imo.  You  are  nn' father  too :  and  did  relieve 
To  see  this  gracious  season.  [me. 

Cym.  All  overjoy'd. 
Save  these  in  bonds  ;  let  them  be  joyful  too. 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

*  Vclieraenf,  rapid.  ^  I.e.  Whicli  oii;ht  to  !>c 

(piidered  disliiicl  by  an  ample  inrra?!ve. 

Vm..  ]]. 
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Imo.  My  good  master. 
I  will  yet  do  you  service. 

Luc.  Happy  be  you  ! 

Cym.    The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly 
fought,  grac'd 

He  would  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

/^'ost.  I  am  Sir. 
The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming  ;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purpose  I  then  follow'd  ; — That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  lachimo  ;  1  had  you  down,   and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lach.  I  am  down  again:  {_Kn€el'ui^, 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  kneo, 
As  then  your  force  did.  Take  that  life,  'be« 

seech  you. 
Which  I  so  often  owe  :  but,  your  ring  first ; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princes, 
That  ever  swore  her  faith. 

Post.  Kneel  not  to  me  ; 
The  power  that  I  have  on  you,  is  to  spare  you  ; 
The  malice  towards  you,  to  forgive  you:  Live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd : 
We'll  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-law  ; 
Pardon's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.   You  help  us,  Sir, 
As  you  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother  ; 
Joy'd  are  we,  that  you  are. 

Poit.  Your  servant,  princes. — Good  my  lord 
of  Rome, 
Call   forth  your  soothsayer : — As  I  slept,  me- 

thought, 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back, 
Appeard'd  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows* 
Of  mine  owii  kindred  :  when  I  wak'd,  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bosom  ;  whose  containing 
Is  so  from  sense  iu  hardness,  that  I  can 
Make  no  collection  of  it ;  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  construction. 

Luc.  Philarraonus, 

Sooik.   Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc.  Read ;  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth   [Reads.  ]  IV/ien  as  a  lio7i's  whelp  shall, 
to  himself  unknown,  tvithout  seeking  find,  and 
be  embraced  by  apiece  of  tender  air;  andiohen 
from  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  topped  branches, 
which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive, 
be  jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow ; 
then  shall  Posthumus  end  his  miseriej,  Britain^ 
be  fortunate,  and  flourish  in  peace  and  plenty. 
Thou  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp  ; 
The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name, 
Being  Leo-natus,  doth  import  so  much  : 
The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter, 
iTo  Cymbelixe. 
V/hich  we  call  7nollis  aer ;  and  mollis  aer 
We  term  it  mulier  :  which  mulier,  I  divine. 
Is  this  most  constant  wife  :  who,  even  now. 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 
Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  some  seeming. 

Sooth.    The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbcline, 
Personates  thee :  and  tliy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  sons  forth  :  who,  by  Belarius  stolen, 
[  To  Belarius.  j  I'O''  m«ny  years  thought  dead,  are  nowreviv'd, 


To  the  majestic  cedar  join'd  ;  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  Well, 
My  peace  we  will  begin  : — And,  Caius  Lucius^ 
Aitiiough  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Cesar, 

*  Gliostly  appearances. 

4"1 
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CYMBELINE. 


lAd  V. 


And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promising 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  our  wicked  queen  ; 
Whom  heaven,   In  justice,  (both  on  her  and 

hers,) 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sooth.     The  figures  of  the  powers  above  do 
tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vision 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius,  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
\h  full  accoraplish'd  :  For  the  Roman  eagle. 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Lessen'd  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'the  sun 
So  vanish'd  :  which    foreshow'd  our  princely 

eagle, 
The  Imperial  Cesar,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 

Cym.  Laud  we  the  gods  ; 
And  let  our  crooked  smokes  climb"    to  their 

nostrils 
From  our  bless'd  altars  !  Publish  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward  :  Let 
A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly   together  :    so  through  Lud's   town 

march  : 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we'll  ratify  ;  seal  it  with  feasts. — 
Set  on  there  : — Never  was  a  war  did  cease, 
•Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd,   with  such  a 
peace.  \_Extunt. 

»  Rise. 


A  SONG. 


Sung  by  Guiderius  and  Arviragiis  over  Fi>lele,  supposed 
to  be  dead. 

BY  WILLIAM  COLLINS. 

To  fair  Fidele^s  grassy  tomb, 

Soft  maids  and  rillage  hinds  shall  bring 
Each  opening  sweet,  of  earliest  bloom, 

Andrifle  all  the  breathing  spring. 

No  wailing  ghost  shall  darc/appear 
To  vex  viith  shrieks  his  quiet  grove  ; 

But  shepherd  lads  assemble  here, 

And  melting  virgins  own  their  lore. 

A'o  vjither'd  witch  shall  here  be  seen. 
No  goblins  lead  their  nightly  crew  : 

The  female  fays  shall  haunt  the  green, 
And  dress  thy  grave  with  pearly  dev:. 

The  red-breast  oft  at  evening  hours 
Shall  kindly  lend  his  little  aid, 

With  hoary  moss,  and  gathering  flowers. 
To  deck  the  ground  where  thou  art  laid 

When  howling  winds  and  beating  rain, 
In  tempests  shake  the  sylvan  cell ; 

Or  midst  the  chase  on  every  plain. 

The  tender  thought  on  thee  shall  dicell. 

Each  lonely  scene  shall  thee  restore  ; 

For  thee  the  tear  be  duly  shed  : 
Belov'd,  till  life  could  charm  no  more  ; 

And  mourn'' d  till  pity's  self  be  dead. 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Satcbsinus,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome, 
and  afterwards  declared  Emperor  him- 
self. 

Bassianus,  Brother  to  Satiuninus  ;  in  love 
with  Lavinia, 

Titus  Andromcus,  a  noble  Roman,  General 
against  the  Goths. 

Marcus  Andronicus,  Tribune  of  the  People; 
and  Brother  to  Titus. 

Lucius,       ^ 

QuiNTUS,      V  g^jjg  ^^  jijyg  Andronicus. 

Martius,    j 

MUTIUS,        J 

Young  LucIUs,  a  Boy,  Son  to  Lucius. 
PuBLius,  Son  to  Marcus  the  Tribune. 
ifiMiLius  a  noble  Roman. 


flBCS,  i 

lONy  > 

ETRIUS,     5 


AlARE--, 

Chiron,.  >  Sons  to  Tamora. 

Demetrius, 

Aaron,  a  Moor,  beloved  by  Tamora. 

ACaptain, Tribune, Messenger, and  Clown; 

Romans. 
Goths  and  Romans. 


Tamora,  Queen  of  the  Goths. 

Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 

A  Nurse,  and  a  Black  Child. 

Kinsmen  of  Titus,  Senators,  Tribunes,  Officers, 
Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 

Scene  ;  Rome,  and  the  Country  near  it. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE  I.— Rome.— Before  the  Capitol. 

The  tomb  of  the  Andronici  appearing;  the 
Tribunes  and  Senators  aloft,  as  in  the  Sen- 
ate. Enter,  below,  Saturninus  and  his  Fol- 
lowers,  on  one  side  ;  and  Bassianus  and  his 
Followers  on  the  other  ;  with  Drum  and  Col- 
ours. 

Sat.  Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right. 
Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms  ; 
And  countrymen,  my  loving  followers. 
Plead  my  successive  title*  with  your  swords  : 
I  am  his  first-born  son,  that  was  the  last 
That  wore  tlie  imperial  diadem  of  Rome  ; 
Then  let  my  father's  honours  live  in  me. 
Nor  wrong  mine  age  with  this  indignity. 

Bas.  Romans, — friends,  followers,  favourers 
of  my  right, — 
If  ever  Bassianus,  Cesar's  son, 
Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 
Keep  then  this  passage  to  the  Capitol ; 
And  sufier  not  dishonour  to  approach 
The  imperial  seat  to  virtue  consecrate. 
To  justice,  continence,  and  nobility  ; 
But  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine  ; 
And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice, 

£«/er  Marcus  Andronicus,   aloft  with  the 
Crown. 

Mar.  Princes  that   strive  by  factions,  and 

by  friends, 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  emperj', 
Know,  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we 

stand 

*  /.  e.  My  (ills  to  the  su'^ceisinn 


A  special  party,  have,  by  their  common  voice, 

In  election  for  the  Roman  empery, 

Chosen   Andronicus,  surnamcd  Pius 

For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome  ; 

A  nobler  man  a  braver  warrior. 

Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls  : 

He  by  the  senate  is  accited"*  home. 

From  weary  wars  against  the  barbarous  Goths, 

That  with  his  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 

Hath  yok'd  a  nation  strong,  train'd  up  in  arms. 

Ten  years  are  spent,  since  first  he  undertook 

This  cause  of  Rome,  and  chastised  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride  :  Five  times    he  hath   re- 

turn'd 
Bleeding  to  Rome,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 
In  coffins  from  the  field  ; 
And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour's  spoils, 
Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Rome, 
Renowned  Titus  flourishing  in  arms. 
Let  us  entreat, — By  honour  of  his  name. 
Whom,  worthily,  you  would  have  now  succeed; 
And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right. 
Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore. — 
That  you    withdraw    you,    and   abate   your 

strength  ; 
Dismiss  your  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should. 
Plead yoin- deserts  in  peace  and   humbleness. 
Sat.  How  fair  the  tribunes  speaks  to  calm  my 

thoughts  I 
Bas.  Marcus  Andronicus,  so  I  do  afly 
In  thy  uprightness  and  integrity, 
And  so  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  nobler  brother  Titus  and  his  sons,       [all, 
And  her,  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  rich  ornament, 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends  ; 
*  SuratroneJ, 
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And  to  my   fortunes,  and  tlie  people's  favour. 
Commit  ray  cause  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

^Exeunt  the  Folloicors  o/Bassianus. 
Sat.  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in 
my  right, 
I  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  you  all; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myself,  my  person,  and  the  cause, 

{Exeunt  tbe  Followers  o/Saturninus. 
Rome,  be  as  just  and  gracious  unto  me. 
As  I  am  confident  and  kind  to  thee. — 
Open  the  gates,  and  let  me  in. 

Bas.  Tribunes  !  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 
[Sat.  and  Bas.  go  into  the  Capitol,  and  exe- 
unt with  Senators,  Marcus,  ^c. 

SCENE  JI.—  The  same. 

Enter  a  C APT A.in,  and  Others. 

Cap.  Romans,  make  way  ;  The  good  Andro- 
nicus, 
Patron,  of  virtue,  Rome's  best  champion. 
Successful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights, 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  return'd. 
From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword 
And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Flourish  of  Trumpets,  ^-c.  Enter  Mutius  and 
Martils  ;  aflerthem,  two  Men  bearing  a  Cof- 
fin covered  with  black ;  then  Quintus  a7id  Lu- 
cius. After  them,  Titus  Andronicus;  arid 
then  Tamora,  with  Alarbus,  Chiron,  De- 
metrius, AxRoti ,  and  other  Goths, prisoners; 
Soldiers  and  People  following.  The  Bearers 
set  down  the  Coffin,  and  Titus  speaks 

Tit.  Hail,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mourning 
weeds!  [fraught,* 

Lo,  as  the    bark   that    hath   discharged    her 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay. 
From  whence  at  first  she  weigh'd  her  anchor- 
age, 


Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs. 
Tore-salute  his  country  with  his  tears; 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome. — 
Tliou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol,t 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rights  that  we  intend! — 
Romans,  of  five  and  twenty  valiant  sons. 
Half  of  the  number  that  king  Priam  had, 
Pehold  the  poor  remains,  alive,  and  dead! 
These,  that   survive,  let  Rome  reward   with 

love; 

These,  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home, 
With  burial  amongst  their  ancestors: 
Here  Goths   have  given  me  leave  to  sheath 

my  sword. 
Titus,  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own, 
AVhy  siiffcre'st  thou  thy  sons,  unburicdyet. 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx  .' — 
Make  way  to  lay  tliem  by  their  brethren. 

[  The  tomb  is  opened. 
There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
And  sleep  in  peace,  slain  in  your  country's 
O  sacred  receptacle  of  my  jojs,  [wars  ! 

Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobilitj-. 
How  many  sons  oftnine  hast  thou  in  store, 
'I'hat  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more  '. 
Luc.  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the 
Goths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and,  on  a  pile. 
Ad  manes  frnirum  sacrifice  his  flesh, 
Before  this  earthly  prison  of  their  bones 
That  so  the  unshadows  be  not  unappeas'd, 
Kor  we  disturb'd  with  prodigies  on  eartli.j 

*  Freight.  1  Jupitre,  lo  whom  the  Capital  was  =acicd 
X  It  was  siipposefl   that  the  ghosts  of  uaburieil  peoplo  \ 
appeared  to  solicit  the  riles  of  funeral. 
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Tit.  I  give  him  you ;  The  noblest  that  sur- 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distress'd  queen,  [vives, 

Tam.   Stay,    Roman  brethren  ; — Gracious 
conqueror. 
Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion*  for  her  son : 
And,  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  im'  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me. 
Sufficeth  not,  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs,  and  return. 
Captive  to  thee,  and  to  thy  Roman  yoke  ; 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughter'd  in  the  streets, 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause  ? 
O  !  if  to  fight  for  king  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood: 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  godsl 
Draw  near  them  then  in  being  merciful ; 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badge ; 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  spare  my  first-born  son. 

Tit.   Patient  yourself,  madam,  and  pardon 
me.  [beheld 

These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths 
Alive  and  dead :  and  for  their  brethren  slain. 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice  ; 
To  this  your  son  is  mark'd ;  and  die  he  must, 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are 
gone. 

Luc.   Away  with  him!   and  make    a  fire 
straight ; 
And  with  your  swords,  upon  a  pile  of  wood. 
Let's  hew  his  limbs,  till  they   be  clean  con- 
sum'd. 
l^Exeunt  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,  and 
Mutius,  with  Alarbus. 

Tam.  O  cruel,  irreligious  piety  ! 

Chi.  was  ever  Scy  thia  half  so  barbarous ! 

Dem.  Oppose  not  Scy  thia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest;  and  we  survive 
To  tremble  under  Titus's  threatening  look,  [al, 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolv'd;  but  hope  with- 
The  self-same  gods,  that  arm'd  the  queen  of 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge         [Troy 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent, 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths, 
(When  Goths  were  Goths,  and  Famora  was 

queen,) 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  upon  her  foes. 

Re-enter  Lucius,  Quintus,  Martius,  and  Mu- 
tius, with  their  Sivords  bloody. 


Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  per- 

form'd 
Our  Roman  rites:  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd, 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire,         [sky. 
Whose  smoke,  like  incense,  doth  perfume  the 
Remaineth  nought,  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  'iaruins  welcome  them  to  Rome. 

Tit.  Let  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[  Trumpels  .lounded,  and  the  Coffins  laid  in 

the  Tomb. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons; 
Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps ! 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells. 
Here  grow  no  damned  grudges  ;   here,  are  no 

storms. 
No  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep  : 

Enter  Lavinia. 

In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons  ! 
Lar.   In   peace  and  honour  live  lord  Titns 
long:  ; 

■»  buffering. 


Scene  II.'} 

My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame  ! 
Lo!  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render,  for  my  brethren's  obsequies  ; 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth,  for  thy  return  to  Rome  : 
O,  bless  me  herewith  thy  victorious  hand, 
Whose  fortunes  Rom's  best  citizens  applaud. 
TO.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  thou  lovingly  re- 
serv'd 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart! — 
Lavinia,  live  ;  outlive  thy  father's  days. 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise  !* 

jBwier  Marcus,  Andronicus,  Saturninus, 
Bassianus,  and  others. 

Mar.    Long  live   lord   Titus,    my    beloved 

brother, 
Gracious  triumpher  in  the  eyes  ofRomc  ! 
Tit.  Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother 

Marcus. 
Mar.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  success- 
ful wars. 
You  that  survive,  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame. 
Fair  lords,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your   country's   service   drew   your 

swords  ; 
But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp, 
That  hath  aspir'd  to  Solon's  happiness, t 
And  triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed. — 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whose  friend  in  justice  thou  hast  everbeen. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune,  and  their  trust. 
This  palliamentt  of  white  and  spotless  hue ; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire, 
With  these  our  late-deceased  emperor's  sons ; 
Be  candidatiis  then,  and  put  it  on. 
And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Rome. 

Tit.  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits. 
Than  his,  that  shakes  for  age  and  feebleness  : 
What !  should  I  don^  this  robe,  and  tiouble 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  to-day  ;    [you  ? 
To-morrow,  yield  up  rule,  resign  my  life. 
And  set  abroad  new  business  for  j'ou  all? 
Rome,  I  have  been  thy  soldier  forty  years. 
And  buried  one  and  twenty  valiant  sons, 
Knighted  in  field,  slain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  service  of  their  noble  country  : 
Give  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world  : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last. 
Mar.  Titus,   thou  shalt  obtain  and  ask  the 

emperj'. 
Sat.   Proud    and   ambitious  tribune,   canst 

thou  tell  ?— 
Tit.  Patience,  prince  Saturnine. 
Saf.  Romans,  do  mc  right ; — 
Patricians,   draw    your  swords, .  and   sheath 

them  not 
Till  Saturninus  be  Rome's  emperor : — 
Andronicus,  'would  thou  wert  shipp'd  to  hell, 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  liearts. 
Luc.  Proud   Saturnine,   interrupter  of  the 

good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee  ! 

Tit   Content  thee  prince ;  1  will  restore  to 

thee 
The  people's  hearts,    and  wean   them  from 

themselves. 
Bas.  Andronicus,  I  do  net  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  1  die  ; 
?Jy  faction  if  thou  strengthen  with  th3'  friends, 

*■  He  wishes  Ihal  her  life  may  he  loiistr  Ihsii  his,  and 
her  praise  longer  than  fame- 

t  The  maxim  alliideil  to  is,  that  no  nun  can  be   pro- 
nounced happy  before  his  death. 

J  A  robet  t}  /.  e   Do  on,  put  it  on. 
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I  will  most  thankful  be  :  and'thanks  to  men 
Of  noble  minds,  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit.  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribune^' 
I  ask  your  voices,  and  your  suffrages  ;  [here. 
Will  you  bestow  them  friendly  on  AndronicusT 

Trib.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.    Tribunes,  I  thank  you  :  and  this  suit  I 
make. 
That  you  create  your  emperor's  eldest  son. 
Lord  Saturnine ;  whose  virtues  will,  1  hope, 
Reflect  on  Rome,  as  Titan's*  rays  on  earth, 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  common-weal : 
Then  if  you  will  elect  by  my  advice, 
Crown  him,  and  say, — Long  live  our  emperor ! 
Mar.  With  voices  and  applause  of  every  sort. 
Patricians,  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Saturnnius,  Rome's  great  emperor ; 
And  say, —  Long  live  our  emperor  Saturnine  ! 
[^A  long  Flourish. 
Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day, 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness : 
And,  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name,  and  honourable  family, 
Lavinia  will  I  make  my  emperess, 
Rome's  royal  mistress,  mistress  of  my  heart, 
And  m  the  sacred  Pantheon  her  espouse  : 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  please 
thee  ? 
Tit,   It  doth,  my  worthy  lord;  and,  in  thi& 
match, 
I  hold  me  highly  honour'd  of  your  grace  : 
And  here,  in  sight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  our  common-weal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — do  I  consecrate 
My  sword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prisoners ; 
Presents  well  worthy  Rome's  imperial  lord  : 
Receive  them  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  honour's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life! 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee,  and  of  thy  gifts, 
Rome  shall  record  ;  and,  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

TO.  Now,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an 
emperor ;  [  To  Tamora  . 

To  him,  that  for  your  honour  and  your  state, 
Will  use  you  nobly,  and  your  followers. 

Sat.    A  goodly  lady,  trust  me  ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose,  were  1  to  choose  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance ; 
Though    chance  of   war    hath   wrought  this 

change  of  cheer. 
Thou  coni'st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome: 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes ;  Madam,  he  comforts 
you,  [Goths. — 

Can  make   you  greater    than  the   queen   of 
Lavinia,  you  are  not  displeas'd  with  this  ? 
Lav.   Not  I,  my  lord  ;  sitht  true  nobility 
Wcarrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 
Sat.  Thanks,  swett  Lavinia. — Romans,  let 
us  go : 
Ransomless  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free  : 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and 
drum. 
Bns.   Lord  Titus,   by  your  leave,  this  maid 
is  mine,  [_Scizing  Lavinia. 

Tit.    How,   Sir?  Are  you  in  earnest  then. 

my  lord  ? 
Bas.  Ay,  noble  Titus;  and  rcsolv'd  withal ,- 
*  Thesuii.  t  SinC''?. 
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'Xo  do  myself  tliis  reason  and  this  riglit. 

[  The  Emperor  courts Tamoiia  in  dumb 
slioxv. 
Mar.  Simm  cuique  is  our  Roman  justice  : 
This  prince  injustice  seizcth  but  his  own. 
Luc.  And  that  he  will,  and  shall,  if  Lucius 

live. 
Tit.  Traitors,   avaunt !   Where  is   the  em- 
peror's guard  1 
Treason,  my  lord;  Lavinia  is  surpris'd. 
Sat    Surpris'd!  by  whom  ? 
Bas.   By  him  that  justly  may 
Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

\_Exeunt  Marcus  and  Bassianus,  with 
Lavinia. 
Mill.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence 
away. 
And  with  my  sword  I'll  keep  this  door  safe- 

\_Exeunt  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Mar- 

TIUS. 

Tit.  Follow  my  lord,  and  I'll  soon  bring  her 

back. 
Mut.  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 
Tit.  What,  villain  boy  ! 
Barr'st  me  ray  way  in  Rome  ? 

[TiTus  kills  MuTius. 
Mut.   Help,  Lucius,  help. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
Luc.  My  lord,  you  are  unjust :  and,  more 
than  so, 
In  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 
Tit.  Nor  thou,  nor  he,  are  any  sons  of  mine : 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me  : 
Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 
Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will:  but  not  to  be  his 
wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love.  \^Exit. 
Sat.  No,  Titus,  no  ;  the  emperor  needs  her 
not, 
Not  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  stock  : 
I'll  trust,  by  leisure,  him  that  mocks  me  once  ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me.       [of. 
Was  there  none  else  in  Rome  to  make  a  stale* 
But  Saturnine  ?  Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  these   deeds   with   that   proud  brag  of 

thine. 
That  said'st,  Ibegg'dthe  empire  at  thy  hands. 
Tit.    O  monstrous  !  what  reproachful  words 

are  these? 
Sat.  But  go  thj'  waj-s  ;  go,  give  that  chang- 
ing piece 
To  him  that  flourish'd  ior  her  with  his  sword : 
A  valiant  son-in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy  ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons, 
To  rufflet  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome- 
Tit.  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded 

heart. 
Sat.  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  queen 
of  Goths, —  [nymphs, 

That  like  the  stately  Phcebe  'mongst  her 
Dost  overshine  the  gallant'st  dames  of  Rome, 
If  thou  bepleas'd  witli  this  my  sudden  choice, 
Behold,  I  choose  thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride, 
And  will  create  thee  emperes.s  of  Rome. 
Speak,  queen  of  Goths,  dost  thou  applaud  my 

choice  ? 
And  here  I  swear  l)y  all  the  Roman  gods, — 
Sith  priest  aiul  holy  water  are  so  near. 
And  tapers  burn  so  bright,  and  every  thing 
In  readiness  for  Hymeneus  stand. — 
I  will  not  re-sahite  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  espous'd  my   bride  along  with  mc. 
■'  A  stalking  Inis.e.  f  A  rumer  was  a  biilh', 


Tarn.  And  here,  insight  of  heaven,  to  Rome 
I  swear, 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  queen  of  Gotlre, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nui'se,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat.  Ascend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon: — Lord.s. 
accompany 
Your  noble  emperor,  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  prince  Saturnine, 
Whose  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered  : 
There  shall  we  consumate  our  spousal  rites. 
lExeuilt  Saturninus,  and  his  Follow- 
ers; Tamora,  and  her  Sons;  Aaron, 
and  Goths. 
Tit.  I  am  not  bid*  to  wait  upon  this  bride; — 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  talk  alone, 
Dishonour'd  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs  ? 
Re-enter  Marcus,  Ltjcius,  Quintus,  and 

Martius. 
Mar.  O  Titus,   see,   O,  see,  what  thou  hast 
In  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  virtuous  son.     [done ! 
Tit.  No,    foolish   tribvme,   no ;    no   sou  of 
mine, — 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  dishonour'd  all  our  family  ; 
Unworthy  brother,  and  unworthy  sons  ! 

Luc.  But  let  us  give  him  burial  as  becomes; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit.  Traitors,  away  !  he  rests  not  in  this 
tomb. 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood, 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified  : 
Here  none  but  soldiers,  and  Rome's  servitors, 
Repose  in  fame  ;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls  ; 
Bury  him  where  you  can,   he  comes  not  here. 

Mar.   My  lord,  this  is  impiet>v  in  you  : 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him  ; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Quin.    Mart.  And  shall,  or  him  we  will  ac- 
company. 
Tit.  And  shall  ?  What  villain  was  it  spoke 

that  word  ? 
Qui7i.  He  that  would  vouch't  in  any  place 

but  here. 
Tit.  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  de- 
spite ? 
Blar.  No,  noble  Titus  ;  but  cntieat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

Tit.  Marcus,  even  thou  has  struck  upon  my 
crest. 
And,  with  these  boys,  mine  honour  thou  hast 

wounded : 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 
Mar.  He  is  not  with  himself;   let  us  with- 
draw. 
Quin.  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  SonsofTnvs  kneel. 
Mar.  Brother,  for  in  that  nams  doth  nature 

plead. 
Quin.  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature 

speak. 
Tit.   Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will 

speed. 
Mar.  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my 

soul, — 
Liic.  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us 

all,— 
Mar.    Suffer  thj'  brother  Pvlarcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nephew  here  in  virtue's  nest, 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  cause. 
Thou  art  a  Roman,  be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks  upon  advice  did  bury  Ajax 
That  slew  himself;  and  wise  Laertes'  son 
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Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerals. 
Let  not  young;  Mutius  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 
Til.  Rise,  Marcus  rise : — 
The  dismall'st  day  is  this,  that   e'er  I  saw, — 
To  be  dishonour'd  by  my  sous  in  Rome  ! — 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

lM.vrius  isput  into  the  Tomb. 
Luc.  There  lie  thy  bones,  sweet  Mutius,  witii 
thy  friends. 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb  ! — 

All.  No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius ; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause. 
3Iar.  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  dreary 
dumps, — 
How  conies  it.  that  tlie  subtle  queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome? 

Tit.   I  know  not,  Marcus;  but,  I  know,  it  is  ; 
Whether  by  device,  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell: 
Is  she  not  then  beholden  to  tlie  man 
Tiiat  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  far? 
Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remunerate. 
Flourish.    Re-enter,  at  one  side,    Saturninus, 
attended;     Tamora,    Chiron,    Demetrius, 
and  A^VRON  ;  At  (he  other,  Bassianus,  Lavi- 
NiA,  a7id  others. 

Sat.   So  Bassianus,   you  have  play'd  your 
prize; 
God  give  you  joy.  Sir,  of  your  gallant  bride. 
Bas.  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord :  1  say  no 
more, 
Nor  wish  no  less ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 
Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rome  have  law,  or  we  have 
power, 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 
Bas.  Rape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my 
own. 
My  true-betrothed  love,  and  now  my  wife  ? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Mean  while  I  am  possess'd  of  that  is  mine. 
Sat.   'Tis   good,   Sir :  You  are  very  short 
with  us  ; 
But  if  we  live,  we'll  be  as  sharp  with  you. 
Bas.  My  lord  what  I  have  done,  as  best  I 
ma}'. 
Answer  I  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much,  I  give  your  grace  to  know. 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentleman,  lord  Titus  here, 
Is  in  opinion,  and  in  liouour,  wrong'd ; 
That,  in  the  rescue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  liand  did  slay  his  youngest  son, 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov'd  to  wrath 
To  be  controul'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave  : 
Receive  him  then  to  favour,  Saturnine  ; 
That  hath  express'd  himself,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father,  and  a  friend,  to  thee,  and  Rome. 
Tit.  Prince  Bassianus,  leave  to  plead  my 
deeds ; 
'Tis  thou,  and  tlio3e,that  have  dishonour'd  me: 
Rome  and  tiie  righteous  heavens  be  my  judge. 
How  1  have  lov'd  and  lionour'd  Saturnine  ! 

Tarn.  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  those  princely  eyes  of  thine. 
Then  hear  me  speak  indiftcrently  for  all ; 
And  at  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Snt.  What!  madam!  be  dishonour'd  openly, 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge  ? 

Tarn-  Not  so,  my  lord;  The  gods  of  Rome 
forefcnd," 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonom-  you  ! 
But,  on  mine  lionour,  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all, 
AVhoso  fury,  not  dissembled,  speaks  his  griefs: 

-  I'orbii!. 
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Then  at  my  suit,  look  graciously  on  him  : 
Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vain  suppose, 
Nor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart. — 
My  lord,  be  ruld  by  me.be  won  at  last,  [^Aside. 
Dissemble  all  your  griefs  and  discontents  : 
You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne  ; 
Lest  then  the  people,  and  patricians  too, 
Upon  a  just  survey,  take  Titus'  part, 
And  so  supplant  us  for  ingratitude, 
(VVliich  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin,) 
Yield  at  entreats,  and  then  let  me  alone : 
I'll  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all, 
And  raze  their  faction,  and  their  family, 
The  cruel  father,  and  his  traitorous  sons, 
To  whom  I  sued  for  my  dear  son's  life  ; 
And  make  them  know,  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 
Kneel   in  t)ie  streets,   and   beg  for  grace  iu 

vain. — 
Come,  come,  sweet  emperor, — come,  Androni- 

cus. 
Take  uptliis  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 
That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 
Sat.  Rise,   Titus,  rise ;   my   empress   hath 

prevail'd. 
Tit.  1  thank  your  majesty,  and  her,  my  lord : 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in 
me. 
Tain.  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily, 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  all  quarrels  die,  Andronicus ; — 
And  let  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord, 
That  I  have  reconcil'dyour  friends  and  you. — 
For  you,  prince  Bassianus,  I  have  pass'd 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor, 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. — 
And  fear  not,  lords, — and  you,  Lavinia; — 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  your  knees, 
You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 
Luc.  We  do  ;  and  vow  to  heaven,  and  to  his; 
highness, 
That,  what  we  did,  was  mildly,  as  we  might, 
Tend'ring  our  sister's  honour,  and  our  own. 
Ma")'    That  on  mine  honour  here  1  do  pro- 
test. 
Sat.   Away,   and   talk    not ;  trouble  us  no 

more. — 
Tam.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must 
all  be  friends : 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace  ; 
1  will  not  be  denied.     Sweetheart,  lookback. 
Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  sake,  and  thy  brother's 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats,     [hero, 
1  do  remit  these  3'oung  men's  heinous  fa'dts. 
Stand  up. 

Lavinia,  thougli  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
I  found  a  friend  ;  and  sure  as  death  I  swore, 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emperor's   court  can  feast  two 

brides, 
Yoi!  are  my  guest,   Lavinia,  and  your  friends: 
This  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Til.  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty. 
To  hunt  tlie  panther  and  the  hart  with  me, 
With  horn  and  hound,  we'll  give  your  grace 
honjonr. 
Sdt.  Be  it  so,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too. 

'iExeitnt. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  L — The  same. — Before  the  Palace. 
Enter  Aarov. 
Am-.  Now  climbefh  Tamora  Olympus"  to)i. 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  shot :    and  sits  aloft. 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack,  orlightning's  Hash  ;, 


530 


TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 


(:Act  II 


Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threat'ning  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  morn, 
And,  having  gilt  the  ocean  with  his  beams, 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach, 
And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills  ; 

So  Tamora. 

Upon  her  wit  doth  earthly  honour  wait, 

And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown, 

Then    Aaron,    arm    thy    heart    and    fit    thy 

thoughts, 
To  mount  aloft  with  th    imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch  ;  whom  thou  in  triumph 

long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains  ; 
And  faster  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes, 
Than  is  Prometlieus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds  and  idle  tlioughts  ! 
I  will  be  bright  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  tins  new-made  cmpei  ess. 
To  wait,  said  I  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis  ; — this  queen, 
This  syre,  that  will  charm  Rome's    Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck,  and  his  commonweal's. 
Holla  !  what  storm  is  this  ? 

Enler  Chiron  and  Demetriijs,  braving. 
Dem.  Chiron  thy  years   want  wit,   thy  wit 

wants  edge, 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd  ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  know'st,  affected  be. 
Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  dost  overween  in  all ; 
And  so  in  this  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year,  or  two. 
Makes  me  less  gracious,  thee  more  fortunate : 
I  am  as  able,  and  as  fit,  as  thou, 
To  serve,  and  to  deserve  my  mistress'  grace  ;* 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve. 
And  plead  my  passions  for  Lavinia's  love. 
Aar.  Clubs,  clubs  !t  these  lovers  will  not 

keep  the  peace. 
Dem.  Wliy,  boy,  although  our  mother,  un- 

advis'd, 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  %  by  your  side. 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown,  to  threat  your 
friends  ?  [sheath. 

Go  to ;   Iiave  j'our  lath    glued    within   your 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Mean  while,  Sir,  with  the  little  skill  I 

have, 
Full  well  shalt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 
Dtm.  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave? 

[  They  draw. 
Aar.  Wliy,  how  now,  lords  ? 
So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw, 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly  ? 
Full  well  I  wot\S  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge  ; 
I  would  not  for  a  million  of  gold,  [cerns  ; 

The  cause  were  known  to  them  it  most  con- 
]Vor  would  your  noble  mother,  for  much  more. 
Be  so  dishonour'd  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  shame,  put  up. 

Devi.  Not  I  ;  till  1  have  sheath'd 

My  rapier  in  liis  bosom,  and,  withal,    [throat, 

Tlirust  these  reproacbtul   S])eeches    down   his 

Tlmt  he  hath  brcath'd  in  my  dishonour    here. 

Chi.  For  that  I  am  prepar'd   and   full  re- 

solv'd, —  [tongue, 

Foul-spoken  coward!  that  thunder'st  with  thy 
And  with  thy  weapon  nothing  dar'st  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  say- — 
J^ow  by  the  gods,  that  warlike    Goths  adore 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  all. — 
"Why,  lords, — and  think  you  not  liow  dangerous 
Jt  is  to  jut  upon  a  prince's  right  ? 

*  Favour,     t  This -.via  Hie  n^ua!  niitcry  for  asiisfanre, 
When  any  riot  in  the  street  happf  neti. 

i'.3n'z'n^.  ^  Knoi^ 
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What,  is  Lavinia  than  become  so  loose. 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate,  [broach'd, 

That   for  her    love   such    quarrels    may    be 
Without  coutrolment,  justice,  or  revenge? 
Young  lords,  beware  ! — an  should  the  empress 
know  [please. 

This  discord's  ground,   the   music  would  not 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,   knew  she  and  all   the 
world ; 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  some 
meaner  choice  : 
Lavinia  is  thine  elder  brother's  hope. 

Aar.  Why,  are  ye  mad  ?  or  know  ye  not,  in 
How  fui'ious  and  impatient  they  be,      [Rome 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love  ? 
I  tell  you,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths; 
By  this  device. 

Chi.  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 
Would  I  propose,  to  achieve  her  whom  [  love. 

Aar.  To  achieve  her ! — How  ? 

Dem.  Why  makest  thou  it  so  strange  ? 
She  is  a  woman  therefore  may  be  woo'd  ; 
She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What  man  !  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill    , 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,*  we  know : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emperor's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  yet  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aar.  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Saturninus  may- 

[^  Aside. 

Dem.  Then  why    should  he  despair,   that 
knows  to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality  ? 
What,  hast  thou  not  full  often  struck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose  ? 

Aar.  Why   then    it  seems,    some    certain 
snatch,  or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

Chi.  Ay,  so  the  turn  were  serv'd. 

Dem.  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it. 

Aar.  'Woud  you  had  hit  it  too ; 
Then  should  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado, 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  j  e, — And  are  you  such 

fools. 
To  square  t  for  this  ?  Would  it  offend  you  theii 
That  both  should  speed  ? 

Chi.  Ffaith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me. 
So  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  shame,  be  friends  ;   and  join  for 
that  you  jar. 
'Tis  policy  and  stratagem  nlust  do 
That  you  affect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve ; 
Thatwliat  you  cannot  as  you  would,  achieve. 
You  must  perforce  accomplish  as  you  may. 
Take  this  of  me,  Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 
Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 
A  speedier  course  than  lingering  languishmeut 
Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 
My  lord^,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand ; 
There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  trcop: 
Tlie  forest  walks  are  wide  and  spacious  ; 
And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are, 
Fitted  by  kind  t  for  rape  and  villany  : 
Single  you  thilhnr  then  this  dainty  doe, 
And  strike  her  liome  by  force,  if  not  by  words ; 
This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hope. 
Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred  Q 
To  villany  and  vengeance  consecrate,      [wit, 
Will  we  acquaint  witli  all  that  we  intend  ; 
And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice. 
That  will  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselves. 
'  Slipe.  +  Quarrel.  +  By  nature. 

'i  N(i  vcf  here  siicifies  nccursci  ;  a  Igtrnl^sni. 
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But  to  your  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 

The  emperor's  court  is  like  the  house  of  fame, 

The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  of  ears: 

The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,   deaf,    and 
dull ; 

There  speak,  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take 
your  turns :  t*^y*^i 

There  serve  your  lust,  shadow'd  from  heaven's 

And  revel  in  Lavinia's  treasury. 

Chi.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowar- 
dice. 
Dem.  Sitfasaut  nefas,  till  I  find  the  stream 

To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits. 

Per  Slyga,  per  manes  vehor.  lExcunt. 

SCENE  JI.—A  Forest  near  Rome.—A  Lodge 
seen  at  a  distance.  Morns,  and  cry  of  Hounds 
heard. 
Enter  Titus  Androniccs,  ivith  hunters,  ^-c. 
Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 
Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  morn  is  bright  and 
grey,  [green : 

The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods   are 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay. 
And  wake  the  emperor  and  iiis  lovely  bride, 
Apd  rouse  the  prince;  and  ring  a  hunter's  peal, 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours. 
To  tend  the  emperor's  person  carefully  : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  night. 
But  dawning  day  new  comfort  hath  inspir'd. 
Horns  tvind  a  Peal.  Enfer  Saturninus,  Tamo- 
RA,    Bassianus,  Lavinia,    Chiron,  Demk- 
TRius,  and  Attendants. 
Tit.  Many  good  morrows  to  your  majesty  ; — 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good  ! 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  have  rung  it  lustily,  my  lords. 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 
Bas.  Lavinia,  how  say  you  ? 
Lav.  I  say,  no  ; 
I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 
Sat.  Come  on  then,  horse  and  chariots  let  us 
have. 
And  to  our  sport : — Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Our  Roman  hunting.  [  To  Tamora. 

Mar.  I  have  dogs,  my  lord, 
Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase 
And  climb  the  highest  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  i  have  horse  will  follow  where  the 

game  [plain. 

Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows   o'er   the 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horse 

nor  hound, 

But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground. 

{^Exeunt. 
SCENE  HL—A  desert  Part  of  the  Forest. 

Enter  Aaron,  with  a  Bag  of  Gold. 
Aar.  He,  that  had  wit,  would   think   that  I 
had  none. 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree. 
And  never  after  to  inherit'*  it. 
Let  him,  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectlj', 
Know,  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem  ; 
Which  cunningly  efTected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany  ; 
And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest,t 

\_Hides  the  Gold. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  empress'  chest. 
Enter  Tamora. 
Tain.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'st 
thou  sad, 

*  Possess.  '  Pis.ri'uiet. 

TCTL.  it; 
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When  every  thing  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast  ? 
The  birds  chant  melody  on  every  bush  ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  tlie  cheerful  sun ; 
Ihe  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind, 
And  make  a  chequer'd  shadow  on  the  ground  : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaion,  let  us  sit, 
And — whilst  the    babbling   echo    mocks   the 

hounds, 
Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns, 
As  if  a  double  hunt  were  heard  at  once, — 
Let  us  sit  down  and  mark  their  yelling  noise  ; 
And — after  conflict,  sucli  as  was  suppos'd 
The  wandering  prince  of  Dido  once   enjoy'd, 
When  with  a  happy  storm  they  were  surpris'd. 
And  curtain'd  with  a  counsel-keeping  cave, — 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  otlier's  arms. 
Our  pastimes  done,  possess  a  golden  slumber  ; 
Whiles  hounds,  and  horns,  and  sweet   melo- 
dious birds. 
Be  unto  us,  as  is  a  nurse's  song 
Of  lullaby,  to  bring  her  babe  asleep. 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus   govern  your 
desires, 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine : 
Wliat  signifies  my  deadly-standing  eye. 
My  silence,  and  my  cloudy  melancholy  ? 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurl.^. 
Even  as  an  adder,  when  she  doth  unroll 
To  do  some  fatal  execution  ? 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs  ; 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand, 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora, — the  empress  of  my  soul, 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  ia 

thee, — 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassianus  ; 
His  Philomel*  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day  : 
Thy  sons  make  pillage  of  her  chastity. 
And  wash  their  hands  in  Bassianus'  blood. 
Seest  thou  this  letter  ?  Take  it  up  I  pray  thee, 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  scroll : — 
Now  question  me  no  more,  we  are  espied; 
Here  comes  a  parcel  t  of  our  hopeful  booty, 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  destruction. 
Tarn.  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,   sweeter  to  me 

than  life  ! 
Aar.  No   more,  great  empress,  Bas,sianus 
comes  : 
Be  cross  with  him  ;  and  I'll  go  fetch   thy  sons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  bij. 

lExit. 
Enter  Bassianus  and  Lavinia. 
Bas.  Who  have  we  here  ?  Rome's  royal  ejn- 
peress , 
Uufurnish'd  of  her  well-beseeming  troop  i 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her ; 
Who  hafh  abandoned  her  holy  groves, 
To  see  the  general  hunting  in  this  forest  / 

Tarn.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  steps  ! 
Had  I  the  power,  that,  some  say,  Dian  had. 
Thy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
With  horns,  as  was  Acta;on's  ;  and  the  hounds 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new  transformed  limbs. 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art ! 

Lav.  Under  your  patience,  gentle  emperess, 
' Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  horning; 
And  to  be  doubted,  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  singled  forth  to  try  experiments  :      [day  ! 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  to- 
'Tis  pity,  they  should  take  liim  for  a  stag. 
Bas.  Believe  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cim- 
merian 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  Imc, 
Spotted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
'  Stf  Ovid's  MetJUDorphoses,  Book  VI  >  Pari. 
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iAct  n. 


Why  are  you  scquester'd  from  all  your  train  ? 
Dismounted   from    your   snow-white    goodly 

steed, 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obscure  plot, 
Accompanied  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
If  foul  desire  had  not  conducted  you  ? 

Lav.  And,  being  interrupted  in  your  sport. 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  saucincss. — I  pray  you,  let  us  hence, 
And  let  lier  'joy  her  raven-colour'd  love  ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  well. 

Bas.   The  king,  my  brother,  shall  have  note 
of  this. 

Lav.  Ay,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  not- 
ed long: 
Good  king  !  to  be  so  mightily  abus'd  ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  1  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Enter  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
Dein.  How  now,  dear  sovereign,  and  our 
gracious  mother, 
Why  doth  your  highness  look  so  nale  and  wan? 
Tarn.    Have  I  not  reason,  think  you  to  look 
pale  ? 
These  two  have  'tlc'd  me  hither  to  this  place, 
A  baren  detested  vale,  you  see,  it  is  : 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  forlorn  andlean, 
O'ercome  with  moss,  and  baleful  raisletoe. 
Here   never    shines   the  sun;    here    nothing 

breeds, 
Unless  the  nightly  owl,  or  fatal  raven. 
And,  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit. 
They  told  me,  here,  at  dead  time  of  the  night, 
A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  snakes, 
Ten  thousand  swelling   toads,  as   many    ur- 
chins,* 
Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries. 
As  any  mortal  body,  hearing  it. 
Should  straight  fall  mad,  or  else  die  suddenly. 
No  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  tale, 
But  straight  they  told  me,  they  would  bind  me 
Unto  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew  ;  [liere 

Andleave  me' to  this  miserable  death. 
And  then  they  call'd  me,  foul  adulteress, 
Lascivious  Goth,  and  all  the  bitterest  terms 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect. 
And,  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 
This  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed  : 
Revcn<^e  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life. 
Or  be  not  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 
Dem.    This  is  a  witness  that  I  am  thy  son. 
{^Stabs  Bassianus. 
C'lii.  And  this  for  me,  struck  home  to  show 
iny  strength.      [^Stabbing  him  likeivise. 
Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semiramis, — nay,  barbar- 
ous Tamora ! 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own  ! 
Tarn.  Give  me  thy  poinard  ;  you  shall  know, 
my  boys,  [wrong. 

Your  mother's  hand  shall  right  your  mother's 
Dem.  Stay,   madam,  here  is  more  belongs 
to  her;  [straw: 

First,  thrash  the   corn,   tlien    after  burn  the 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity, 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  with   tliat    painted    hope    braves    your 

mightiness  : 
And  shall  she  carry  this  nnto  her  grave  ? 
Chi.    An    if     she    do,    I  would  I    were  a 
eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole, 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust. 
Tam.  But  when  you  have  the  honey  you  de- 
sire. 
Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  us  both  to  sting. 


Chi.  I  warrant  yoa  madam  ;  we  will  make 

that  sure. — 
Come,  mistress,  now  perforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preserved  honesty  of  yours. 

Lav.  O  Tamora !   thou  bear'st  a  woman's 

face, — 
Tarn.  I  will  not  hear  her  speak  ;  away  with 

her. 
Lav.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a 

word. 
Dem.  Listen,    fair  madam  :  Let  it  be  your 
glory 
To  see  her  tears  :  but  be  your  heart  to  them, 
As  unrelenting  Hint  to  drops  of  rain. 
Lav.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach 
the  dam  ? 
O,   do  not  learn  her  wrath;    she  tanght  it 

thee : 
The  milk,  thou  suck'dst  from  her,  did  turn  to 

marble ;  * 

Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike  ; 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman's  pity. 

[To  Chiron. 
Chi.   What!  would'st  thou  have  me  prove 

myself  a  bastard  ? 
Lav.   'Tis  true  ;  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a 
lark : 
Yet  I  have  heard,  (O  could  I  find  it  now  !) 
The  lion  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  awaj\ 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children, 
The    whilst  their  own  birds   famish  in  their 

nests  : 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitiful ! 

Tam.  I  know  not  what  it  means ;  away 

with  her. 
Lav.  O,  let  me  teach  thee :  for  my  father's 
sake, 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have 

slain  thee, 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tam.  Had  thou  in  person  ne'er  otTended  me, 
Even  for  his  sake  am  I  pitiless  : — 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain, 
To  save  3'our  brother  from  the  sacritice  ; 
But  fierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent. 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  yoH 

will  ; 
The  worse  to  her,  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  O  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen, 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place' 
For  'tis  not  life,  that  I  have  begg'd  so  long; 
Poor  I  was  slain,  when  Bassianus  died. 

Tarn.  What  begg'st  thou  then  ;  fond  woman. 

let  me  go. 
Lav.   'Tis   present  death  I  beg;    and   one 
thing  more. 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell: 
O  keep  me  from  their  woise  than  killing  lust, 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit ; 
Where  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body  : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

'Tam.    So  should  I  rob  my  sweet  sons  of 
their  fee  : 
No,  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 

Dem.  Awaj\  for  thou  hast  staid  us  here  too 

long. 
Lav.    No    grace  ?    no    womanhood  !    Ah, 
beastly  creatui-e ! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name  ! 

Confusion  fall 

Chi.  Nay,  then  FU    stop  your  mouth : — 
Brinsr  thou  her  husband ; 

[  Dragging  off  Livixu-. 
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This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him. 

\_Exeunt. 
Tarn.   Farewell,   my   sons :    see  that  you 
make  her  sure  : 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed, 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
JXow  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  ray  spleenful  sons  this  trull  deflower. 

I  Exit. 
SCENE  IV.— The  same. 
Enter  Aaron,  willi  Quintus  and  MAnrivs. 
Aar.   Come  on,    my  lords ;  the  better  foot 
before : 
Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit, 
Where  I  espy'd  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Quin.  My   sight  is  very   dull,  whate'er  it 

bodes. 
Mart.  And  mine,  1  promise  3'ou ;  wer't  not 
for  shame. 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  awhile. 
[Martius  Falls  into  the  Pit. 
Quin.  What  art  thou   fallen  ?  What  subtle 
hole  is  this,  [briers  ; 

Whose  mouth   is  cover'd  witli  rude-growing 
Upon  whose   leaves   are   drops  of  new-shed 

blood, 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distili'd  on  flowers  ? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me  : —         [fall? 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  witli  the 
Mart.  O  brother,  with  the  dismallest  object 
That  ever  eye,  with  sight,  made  heart  lament. 
Aar.  lAside.']  Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to 
find  them  here ; 
That  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guess, 
How  these  were  they  that  made  away  his  bro- 
ther. lExit. 
Mart.   Why  dost  not  comfort  me,  and  help 
me  out 
Prom  this  unhallow'd  and  blood-stained  hole  ? 
Quin.  I  am  surprised  with  an  uncouth  fear : 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints; 
My  heart  suspects  more   than  mine  eye   can 
see. 
Mart.  To  prove   thou  hast  a  true-divining 
heart, 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 
Quin.  Aaron  is  gone  ;   and  my  compassion- 
ate heart 
Will  not  permit  mine  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing,  whereat  it  trembles  by  surmise  : 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is  ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child,  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart.  Lord  Bassianus  lies  embrewed  here, 
All  on  aheap,  like  to  a  slaughter'd  lamb, 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 
Quin.  If  it  be  dark,  how  dost  thou  know 'tis 

he? 
Mart.  Upon  his  bloody  finger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring,  that  lightens  all  the  hole, 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Dost  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks, 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  this  pit  : 
80  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Pyramus, 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood. 
O  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, — 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, — 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle. 
As  hateful  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth. 

Quin.   Reach  me  thy  hand,  that  1  may  help 
thee  out ; 
Or,  wanting  strength  to  do  thee  so  much  good , 
Imay  be  pluck'd  into  the  swallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave. 
I  have  no  strepg.th  to  pluck  thco  to  tlie  brink. 
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Marl.   Nor  I  no  strength  (a  climb  without 

thy   help. 
Quin.   Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  loose 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft,  or  1  below  :      [again, 
Thou  canst'not  come  to  me,  I  come  to  thee. 

IFalli  in. 
Enttr  Saturxikus  and  Aaron. 
Sat.  Along  with  me  :— I'll  see  what  hole  iS 
here, 
And  what  he  is,  that  now  is  leap'd  into  it. 
Say,  who  art  thou,  that  lately  didst  descend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth  ? 

Mart.  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus; 
Brought  thither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

Sat.   My  brother  dead  ?  I  know,  thou  dost 
but  jest : 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge, 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase  ; 
'Tis  not  an  hour  since  I  left  him  there. 

Mart    We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all 
alive, 
But,  out  alajs !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 
Enter  Tamora,  with  Attendants;  Titus  An- 
DitoMCUS,  and  Lucius. 
Tarn.  Where  is  my  lord,  the  king  ? 
Sat.    Here,  Tamora ;  though   griev'd   with 

killing  grief. 
Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus  ? 
Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my 
wound  ; 
Poor  Bassianus  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ 
[  Giving  a  Letter. 
The  complot  of  this  timeless""  tragedy  ; 
And  wonder  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 
Sat.   [Reads.]  A71  if  loe  miss  to  meet  him 
handsomely, — 

Sweet  huntsman,  Bassianus  Hi.i,  we  mean, 

Do  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  him  ; 
Thou  know' si  oxir  meaning:  Look  forthyreward 
Among  the  nettles  at  the  elder  tree, 
Which  overshades  the  mouth  of  that  same  pif, 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Bassianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchase  us  thy  lasting  friends. 
O,  Tamora!  was  ever  lieard  the  like  ? 
This  is  the  pit,  and  this  the  elder  tree  : 
Look,  Sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out 
That  should  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 
Aar.    My  gracious  lord,   here  is  the  bag  of 
gold.  [Showing  it. 

Sat.  Two  of  thy  whelps,  [To  Tit.]  fell  curs 
of  bloody  kind. 

Have  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life  : 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison  ; 
Tliere  let  them  bide,  until  we  havedevis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  lor  them. 
Ta7n.    What,  are  they  in  this  pit  ?  O  won- 
drous thing  .' 
IIow  easily  murder  is  discover'd  .' 

2'it.    High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
1  begtliis  boon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed. 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accursed  sons. 

Accursed,  if  tlie  fault  i>e  prov'd  in  them, 

Sat.  If  It  be   prov'd  .'  you  see,  it  is   appa- 
rent.— 
AV'ho  found  tliis  letter?  Tamora,  was  it  you? 
Tarn.  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 
Tit.  I  did,  my  lord :  jet  let  me  be  their  bail : 
For  by  my  fatlier's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow. 
They  shall  be  ready  at  3'our  highness'  will. 
To  answer  tlieir  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Uiilimplv. 
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Sat.  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them  :  see,  thou 

follow  me.  [derers  : 

Some  bring-  the  murder'd  body,  some  the  miir- 

Let  them  not  speak  a  word,  the  guilt  is  plain; 

For,  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than 

death. 
That  end  upon  them  should  be  executed. 

Tani.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king ; 
Fear  not  thy  sons,  they  shall  do  well  enough. 
Tit.  Come,  Lucius,  come  ;  stay  not  to  talk 
with  them.  [^Exeunt  severally. 

SCENE  v.— The  same. 


Ejtter  Demztrivs  and  Chiron,  t/Jt/A  Lavinia, 
ravished ;  her  Hands  cut  off,  and  her  Tongue 
f.ut  out. 

JDem.  So  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can 

speak,  [thee. 

Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue,  and  ravish'd 

Chi.   Write    down   thy  mind,   bewray  tiiy 

meaning  so  ;  [scribe. 

And  if  thy    stumps  will    let   tnee,  play  the 

Dcin.  See,    how   with  signs  and  tokens  she 

can  scowl. 
Chi.  Go  home,   call    for  sweet  water,  wash 

thy  hands. 
Dem.  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands 
to  wash ; 
And  so  let's  lea\'e  her  to  her  silent  walks. 
Chi.   An  'twere  my  case,  I  should  go  hang 

myself. 
Dem.  if  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit 
the  cord. 

{^Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Chiron. 

Enter  Marcus. 
3Iar.  Who's  this, — my  niece,  that  flies  away 

so  fast  ? 
Cousin,  a  word ;  Where  is  your  husband  ? — 
If  1  do  dream,    'would  all  my    wealth  would 

wake  me  ! 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down, 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep  ! — 
Speak,  gentle  niece,  what  stern  ungentle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body 

bare 
Of  her  two  branches  ?  those  sweet  ornaments, 
W'hose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to 

sleep  in  ; 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness. 
As  half  thy  love .'  Wliy  dost  not  speak  to  me?— 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood. 
Like  to  a  bubbling  fountain  stirr'd  v^ith  wind, 
Do  rise  and  fall  between  thy  rosed  lips. 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But  sure,  some  Tereus  hath  dellower'd  thee  ; 
And,   lest  thou   should'st  detect  him,  cut  thy 

lougue. 
Ah,  now  thou  turn'st  away  thy  face  for  shame ! 
And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood, — 
As  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts, — 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titan's  face. 
Blushing  to  be  encouuter'd  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  speak  for  thee  ?  shall  I  say,  'tis  so  ? 
O,  that  1  knew  thy  heart ;  and  knew  the  beast. 
That  I  miglit  rail  at  him  to  ease  my  mind  ! 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 
Doth  burn  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue,  j 

And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew'd  her  mind  : 


[.Ad  in. 

And  make  the  Silken  strings  delight  to  kiss 
them  ;  [life ; 

He  would  not  then  have  touch'd  them  for  his 
Or,  had  he  heard  tlie  heavenly  haimony, 
Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made,  [asleep, 
He   would  have  dropp'd  his    knife,   and  fell 
As  Cerberus  at  the  Thiacian  poet's "  feet. 
Come,  let  us  go,  and  make  thy  father  blind : 
For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye: 
One    hour's  storm  will  drown    the    fragrant 
meads ;  [eyes  ? 

What  will  whole- months  of  tears  thy  lather's 
Do  not  draw  back,   for  we  will  mourn  witlj 

thee  ; 
0,  could  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery  ? 

\_Exev.nt. 
ACT  ///. 
SCENE  I.— Rome.— A  Street. 
Enter  Senators,   Tribunes,  and   Officers  of 
Justice  with  Martius  and  Quintus,  bound, 
passing  on  to  the  Place  of  Execution  ;  Titus 
going  before,  pleading. 
Tit.   Hear  me,  grave    fathers !    noble   tri- 
bunes stay  ! 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept : 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  shed  ; 
For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch'd  ; 
And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks'; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons, 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought ! 
For  two  and  twenty  sons  I  never  wept. 
Because  they  died  in  honour's  lofty  bed: 
For  these,  these,  tribunes,   in  the  dust  I  write 
[  Throwing  himself  on  the  Ground. 
My  heart's  deep  langour,   and  my  soul's  sad 

tears. 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  make  it  shame  and 
blush. 

[.Exeunt  Senators,  Tribunes,  i^c. 
with  the  Prisoners. 
0  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain, 
That  shall  distill  from  these  two  ancient  urns. 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers: 
In  summer's  drought,  I'll  drop  upon  thee  still; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears,  I'll  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  spring-time  on  thy  face, 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  Lucius,  with  his  Sword  drawn. 

0,  reverend  tribunes  !  gentle  aged  men  ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death  ; 
And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Luc.   O,  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain  ; 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stone. 
Tit.  Ah,  Lucius,   for   thy    brothers  let   me 
plead : 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 
Luc.    My  gracious  lord,   no   tribune  hears 

you  speak. 
Tit.    Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man:  if  they  did 
hear, 
Thfy  wouldnot  mark  me,  or  if  they  did  mark. 
Ali  bootless  to  tiiem,  they'd  not  pity  me. 


But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee  :    Therefore  I  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones; 
A  craftier  Tereus  has  thou  met  withal,  Who,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress. 

And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  oil',  j  ^  *?*  i"  some  sort  they're  better  than  the  tri- 

That  could  have  bettter  sew'd  than  Philomel.  buues, 

O,  had  the  monster  seen  those  lily  hands  j  r^""  '^'it  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale : 

Tremble,  like  aspen  leaves,  upon  a  lute.  ..  orpt,j„5 
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When  I  do  weep,  they  Iiumbly  at  my  feet 
Receive  my  tears,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me  ; 
And,  were  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds, 
Rome  could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  these. 
A  stone  is  soft  as   wax,   tribunes   more  hard 

than  stones  : 
A  stone  is  silent,  and  offendeth  not ;      [death. 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to 
But  wherefore  stand'st  thou  with  thy  weapon 
drawn  1 
Luc.  To  rescue  my  two  brothers  from  their 
death : 
For  whicli  attempt,  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlasting  doom  of  banishment. 

Ti7.  0  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thou  not  perceive. 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  tigers  ? 
Tigers  mustmey  ;  and  Rome  affords  no  prey, 
But  me  and  mine  :  How  happy  art  thou  then, 
From  these  devourers  to  be  banished  ? 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here  ? 
Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 
Mar.  Titus,  prepare  thy  noble  eyes  to  weep; 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break ; 
I  bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

Til.    Will  it  consume  me  ?  let  me  see  it  then. 
Mar.   This  was  thy  daughter. 
Tit.    Why,  Marcus,  so  she  is. 
Luc.   Ah  me  !  this  object  kills  me  ! 
Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon 
her : — 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handless  in  thy  father's  sight? 
What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea  ? 
Or  brought  a  faggot  to  bright  burning  Troy  ?  I 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'st, 
And  now,  like  Nilus,*  it  disdaineth  bounds. — 
Give  me  a  sword,  Fll  chop  off  my  hands  too ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Rome,  and  all  in  vain ; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe,  in  feeding  life; 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up. 
And  they  have  serv'd  me  to  effectless  use : 
Now,  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 
Is,  that  the  one  will  help  to  cut  the  other. — 
•Tis  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands  ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 
Luc.  Speak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  martyr'd 

thee? 
Mar.    O,    that    delightful    engine    of    her 
thoughts.  [qnence, 

That  blabb'd  them   with   sucli   pleasing  elo- 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  hollow  cage  : 
W^here,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  everj-  ear  ! 
Luc.  O,  say  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done 

this  deed  ? 
Mar.  0,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the 
park. 
Seeking  to  hide  herself,  as  doth  the  deer. 
That  hath  receivd  some   unrecuring  wound. 
Tit.  It  was  my  deer  ;  and  he  that  wounded 
her. 
Hath  hurt  me  more,  than  had  he  kill'dmedead: 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock, 
Environ'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea  ;     [wave, 
Who    marks  the  waxing  tide  grow   wave  by 
Expecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone; 
Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  banish'd  man  ; 
And  liere,  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes  ; 
But  that,   vv'hich  gives  my  soul   the   greatest 

spurn. 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. — 
Had  I  but  seen  thy  picture  in  this  pliglit, 
•'  T!:e  river  Nifc. 
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It  would  have  madded  me  ;  What  shall  I  do 
ISow  1  behold  thy  lively  body  so  ? 
Tliou  hast  no  hands,  to  wipe  away  thy  tears  ; 
JNor  tongue,  to  tell  me  w lio  hath  martyr'd  thee : 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead ;  and,  for  his  death. 
Thy  brothers    are   condemn'd,  and  dead  by 

this: — 
Look,  Marcus  !  ah,  son  Lucius,  look  on  her  ! 
When   I   did  name  her  brothers,   tlien    fresh 

tears 
Stood  on  her  cheeks  ;  as  doth  the  honey  dew 
Upon  a  gather'd  lily  almost  wither'd. 

Mar.  Perchance,   she  weeps   because  they 
kill'd  her  husband  : 
Perchance,  because  she  knows  them  innocent, 
r//.   If  they  did   kill  thy  husband,   then  be 
joyful. 
Because  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them. — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed  ; 
Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. — 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips  ; 
Or  make  some  sign  how  I  may  do  thee  ease  : 
Shall  tiiy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou,  and  I,  sit  round  about  some  foun- 
tain ; 
Looking  all  downwards,  to  behold  thy  cheeks 
How  they  are  stain'd ;  like  meadows,  yet  not 

dry 
With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long, 
Till  the  fresh  taste  betaken  from  that  clearness. 
And  made  a  brine-pit  witli  our  bitter  tears? 
Or  shall   we  cut  away  our  hands,   like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,   and  in  dumb 

shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days? 
What  shall  we  do?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues, 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery. 
To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 
Lmc.  Sweet  father,  cease  j'our  tears ;  for,  at 
your  grief. 
See,  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 
Mar.   Patience,   dear   niece : — good   Titus, 

dry  thine  eyes. 
Tit.    Ah,  Marcus,   Marcus  !  brother,  well  I 
wot,* 
Thy  napkint  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
Forthou,poorman,  hast  drown'd  it  with  thine 
own. 
Luc.  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 
Tit    Mark,    Marcus,   mark !    I  understand 
her  signs  : 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  said  to  thee  ; 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet. 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks. 
O,  what  a  sympathy  of  woe  is  this  ? 
As  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  from  bliss  ! 
Enter  Aaron. 
Aar.  Titus  Anilronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — That,  if  thou  love  thy 

sons, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thj'self  old  Titus. 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  off  your  liand, 
And  send  it  to  the  king:  lie  for  the  same. 
Will  send  thee  hither  botli  tliy  sons  alive  ; 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their  fault. 

Tit.  O,  gracious  emperor  !  O,  gentle  Aaron! 
Did  ever  raven  sing  so  like  a  lark. 
That  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise  ? 
^Vith  all  my  heart,  I'll  send  the  emperor 
My   hand  : 

Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off? 
Luc.  Stay,    father ;  for  that  noble  hand  of 
thine, 
''  Know.  i  Hiintlk^rcliief 
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'A'hat  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies, 
Shall  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn  : 
My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you ; 
And  therefoi-e  mine  shall  save  my  brother's 
lives. 
Mar.  Which  ofyour  hands  hath  not  defended 
Rome, 
And  rear'd  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe, 
AVriting  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle? 
O,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  desert  : 
IVIj'  hand  hath  been  but  idle  ;  let  it  serve 
To  ransom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death  ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come  agree  whose  hand   shall  go 
along, 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 
Mar    My  hand  shall  go. 
Lkc.  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  go. 
2'//.  Sirs,  strive  no  more ;  such  wither'd  herbs 
as  these 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine 
jLmc.  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy 
son. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brotheis  both  from  death 


Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes  : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not   the   eaxth 

o'erllow  .' 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad, 
Threat'ning    the   welkin   with   his  big-swoln, 

face? 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  this  coil  ?- 
I  am  the  sea  ;  hark,  how  her  sighs  do  blow ! 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs ; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflow'd  and  drown'd  : 
For  why  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes, 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave  ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues- 
Enter  a  Messenger,  with  two  Heads  and  a 
Hand.  • 

Mess.  Worthy  Andronicus,  ill  arlthou  repaid 
For  that  good  hand  thou  sent'st  the  emperor. 
Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons  ; 
And  heie's  thy  hand,   in  scorn  to  thee  sent 
back  ; 


Mar.  And,  for  our  father's  sake,  and  mother's  )  Thy  griefs  their  sports,  thy  resolution  mock'd  ; 

That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes. 


Now  let  me  show  abrother's  love  to  thee. 
Tit.  Agree  between  you ;  I  will  spare  my 

hand. 
Luc.  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 
3Iar.  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

[^Exeimt  Lucius  a7i£^ Marcus. 
Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them 
both; 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  give  thee  mine. 
Aar.  If  that  be  calj'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honest. 
And  never,  whilst  I  live,  deceive  men  so  : — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  sort,       [^Aside. 
And  that  you'll  say,  ere  half  an  hour  can  pass. 
\_He  cuts  off  Titus'  Hand. 
Enter  Lucius  and  Marcius. 
Tit.  Now,  stay  your  strife  ;  whatshallbe,is 
despatch'd. — 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  majesty  my  hand: 
Tell  him,  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand  dangers,  bid  him  bury  it ; 
More  hath  it  merited,  that  let  it  have. 
As  for  my  sons,  say,  I  account  of  them 
As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  easy  price  ; 
And  yet  dear  too,  because  I  bought  mine  own. 

Aar.  I  go  Andronicus  :  and  for  thy  hand, 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  iliy  sons  with  thee  : — 
Their  heads,  I  mean. — 0,  how  this  villany 

\_  Aside. 
Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  tlioughts  of  it  ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace 
Aaron  will  have  his  soul  black  like  his  face. 

lExit. 
Tit.  0,  herel  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
And  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth  : 
If  any  power  pities  wrefclied  tears,  [me  ? 

TothatI  call; — What,  wilt  thou   kneel  with 
\^To  Lavlntia. 
I>o  then,  dear  heart  ;for  heaven  shall  hear  our 

prayers  ; 
©r  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim, 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds, 
When  they  do  hug  liim  in  theirmeltingbosoms! 

Mar.  O!  brother,  speak  with  possibilities. 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 
Tit.  Is    not  my    sorrow   deep,    having   no 
bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  passions*  bottomless    with  them. 
Mar.  But  yet  let  reason  govern  thy  lament. 
Tit.  If  there  were  reason  for  these  miseries, 
*  Sufferings; 


More  than  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 

\_Exit. 
Mar.  Now  let  hot  ^Etna  coo]  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell ! 
These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  borne  I 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some 
But  sorrow  Houted  at  is  double  death,     [deal, 
Luc.  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  makes©  deep 
a  wound. 
And  yet  detested  life  not  shrink  thereat ! 
That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name, 
Where  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breathe  ! 
[Lavinia  kisses  him. 
Mar.  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfort- 
As  frozen  water  to  a  starved  snake.  [less. 
Tit.  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an 

end  ? 
Mar.  Now,  farewell,  flattery  :  Die,  Andro- 
nicious  ;  [heads  ; 

Thou  dost  not   slumber:  see,  thy  two  sons' 
Thy  warlike  hand  ;  tliy  mangled  daughter  here ; 
Thy  other  banish'd  son,  with  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless  ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  like  a  stony  image,  cold  and  numb. 
Ah!  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs: 
Rent  oil'  thy  silver  hair,  thy  other  hand  [sight 
Gnawing  witli  thy    teeth  ;   and  be   this  dismal 
The  closing  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes  I 
Now  is  the  time  to  storm  ;  why  art  thou  still  ? 
Tit    Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Mar.   Why  dost  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with 

this  liour. 
Tit.  Why,  I  have  not  another  tear  to  shed  : 
Besides  this  sorrow  is  an  enemy. 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  watery  eyes, 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears  ; 
Then  which  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  cave  '. 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  mc  ; 
And  tlu'eat  me,  1  shall  never  come  to  bliss, 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  return'd  again. 
Even  in  tlieir  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  do. — 
You  heavy  people,  circle  me  about ; 
That  I  may  turn  me  to  each  one  of  you, 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs. 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  tedie  a  head; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear : 
Lavinia,    thou    shalt  be   employed  in   these 
things ; 

*  Stir,  biistje. 
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Bear  thou  my  hand,   sweet  \ycncli,  between 

thy  teeth. 
As  for  thee,  boy,  go,  get  thee  from  my  sight; 
Thou  art  an  exile,  and  thou  must  not  stay  : 
Hie  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  an  army  there: 
And  if  you  love  me,  as  1  think  you  do, 
Let's  kiss  and  part,  for  we  have  much  to  do. 
lExeunt  Tnus,  Marcus,  and Lavinia. 
Luc.  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  fa- 
ther ; 
The  woeful'st  man  that  everliv'd  m  Rome  ! 
Farewell,  proud  Home !  till  Lucius  come  agam. 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life. 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  sister  ; 
0,  'would  thou  wert  as  thou  'tbfore  hast  been! 
But  now  nor  Lucius,  nor  Lavinia  lives, 
But  in  oblivion,  and  hateful  griefs. 
If  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs  ; 
And  Make  proud  Saturninus  and  his  empress 
Beg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power, 
To  be  rcveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  [_Exit. 
SCENE  II— A  Room  in  Titus'  House.— 
A  Banquet  set  out. 
Enter  Tittjs,  Marcus,  Lavinia,  and  young 
Lucius,  a  boy. 
TUt.  So,  so  ;  now  sit :  and  look,  you  eat  no 
more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  mus 
As  will  revenge  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unknit  that  sorrow-wreathen  knot ; 
Thy  niece    and  I,   poor  creatures,   want  our 

hands, 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.     This  poor  right   hand  of 
Is  left  to  tyrannise  upon  my  breast ;        [mine 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery, 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  flesh, 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down.— 
Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  doth  talk  in  sign! 
[7'o  Lavinia. 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous 

beating. 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  girl,  kill  it  with  groans  ; 
Or  get  some  little  knife  between  thy  teeth. 
And  just  against  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole ; 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall. 
May  run  into  that  sink,  and  soaking  in. 
Drown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  tears. 

Mar.  Fie,  brother,  fie  !  teach  her  not  thus  to 
Such  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life,    [lay 
Tit.  How  now  !  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote 
already  1 
Why,  Marcius,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  life  ! 
Ah,  wherefore  dost   thou   urge   the  name   of 

hands ; — 
To  bid  ^neas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er, 
How  Troy  was  burnt  and  he  made  miserable  ? 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  bands  ; 
Lest  we  remember  still  that  we  have  none. — 
Fie,  fie,  how  frantickly  I  square  my  talk  ! 
As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands, 
If  Marcus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands! — 
Come,  let's  fall  to  ;  and,  gentle  girl,  eat  this  :— 
Here  is  no  drink!    Hark,  Marcus,   what  she 

says ; — 
I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  signs  ; — 
She  says,  she  drinks  no  other  drink   but  tears, 
Brew'd  with  her  sorrows,  mesh'd  upon   her 

checks  :*■  — 
Speechless  coniplainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought; 
In  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect, 
*  An  alliisi'ii!  to  Lreai-i'S- 
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As  begging  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 
Thou  shalt  not  sigh,   nor  hold  thy  thumps  to 

heaven, 
Nor  wink,  nor  nod,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign. 
But  I,  of  these,  will  wrest  an  alphabet,     [ing. 
And,  by  still*  practice,  learn  to  knowthy  mean- 
Boy.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep 
laments : 
Make  my  aunt  merry  with  some  pleasing  talp. 
Mar.   Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  mov'd, 
Doth  weep  to  see  his  grandsire's  heaviness. 
Tit.  Peace,  tender  sapling;  thou  art  made  of 
tears. 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away.— « 
[Marcus  Strikes  the  Dish  with  a  Knife. 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,   Marcus,  with  thy 
knife  ? 
Mar.  At  that  that  I  have  kill'd,  my  lord ;  a  fly. 
Til.  Out  on  thee.mui'derer  !  thou  kill'st  my 
heart ; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy'd  with  view  of  tyranny  : 
A  deed  of  death,  done  on  the  innocent, 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother  :  Get  thee  gone  ; 
I  see  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Mar.  Alas  my  lord,  I  have  but  kill'd  a  fly. 
Tit.  But  how,  if  that  fly  had  a   father   and 
mother  ? 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings. 
And  buz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  ? 
Poor  harmless  fly  ! 
That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody, 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry  ;  and  thou  liasf 
kill'd  him. 
Mar.  Pardon  me.  Sir ;  'twas  a  black  ill-fa- 
vour'd  fly,  [hini. 

Like  to  the  empress'  Moor  ;  therefore  I  kill'd 

Tit.  0, 0,  O, 
Then  pardon  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  hast  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him  ; 
Flattering  myself,  as  if  it  were  the  Moor, 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
There's  for  thyself,  and  that's  for   Tamora.— 
Ah,  sirrah  !  t — 

Yet  I  do  think  we  are  not  brought  so  low, 
But  that,  between  us,  we  can  kill  a  fly. 
That  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 
Mar.   Alas,  poor  man  I  grief  has  so  wrought 
on  him. 
He  takes  false  shadows  for  true  substances. 

Tit.  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  mer 
I'll  to  thy  closet  ;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  stories,  chanced  to  the  times  of  old. — 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me  ;  thy  sight  is  young-, 
And  thou  slialt  read,  when  mine  begins  to 
dazzle.  lExeunf. 

ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I— The  same.— Before  Titus'  House. 

Enter  Titus  and  Marcos.     Then  enter  young 
Lucius,  Lavinia  running  after  kim. 
Boy.  Help,  grandsire,  help !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  every  where,  I  know  not  why  : — 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  see  how  swift  she  comes  ! 
Alas  sweet  aunt  I  know  not  what  you  mean. ' 
Mar.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius  ;  do  not  fear  thine 

aunt. 
Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee 

harm. 
Boy.  Av,  when  my  father  was  in  Rome,  she 

did. 
Mar.  What  mcan.s  my  niece  Lavinia  by  thesje 
signs  ? 

*  Ciins[ant  or  continual  practice. 
1  Tli'l-i  v/'M  formerly  n'ot  a  difresprctrul  cxprcsjitia. 
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Tit.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius :— Somewhat  doth 
she  mean:  [thee: 

See,  Lucius,  see,  how   much   she   makes   of 
Some  whither  would  she  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Read  to  her  sons,  than  she  hath  read  to  thee. 
Sweet  poetry,  and  Tully's  Orator.*        [thus? 
Canst  thou  not  guess  wherefore  she  plies  thee 
Boy.  My   lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can   I 
guess. 
Unless  some  fit  or  frenzy  do  possess  her: 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft. 
Extremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad  ; 
And  I  have  read  that  Hecuba  of  Troy      [fear; 
Ran  mad  through  sorrow:    That  made  me  to 
Although,  my  lord,  I  know,  my  noble  aunt 
Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did, 
And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth : 
"Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and 
fly;  [aunt: 

Causeless,  perhaps:    But   pardon   me,  sweet 
And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 
I  will  most  willingly  attend  your  ladyship. 
Mat:  Lucius,  I  will. 

[Lavinia  turns  over  the  Books  which 
Lccius  has  let  fall- 
Tit.  How   now,    Lavinia? — Marcus,    what 
means  this? 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see : — 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these? — Open  them,  boy. — 
But  thou  art  deeper  read,  and  better  skill'd; 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library, 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
Why  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus? 
Mar.  I  think,  she  means,  that  there  was  more 
than  one  [was  : — 

Confederate    in    the  fact: — Ay,    more    there 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 
Tit.  Lucius,  what  book  is  that  she  tosseth 

so? 
Boy.  Grandsire,  'tis  Ovid's  Metamorphosis; 
My  mother  gave't  me. 

3Iar.  For  love  of  her  that's  gone, 
Perhaps  she  cuU'd  it  from  among  the  rest. 

Tit.  Soft!    see,    how   busily    she  turns  the 
Help  her:—  [leaves! 

What  would  she  find  ? — Lavinia,  shall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tragic  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason,  and  his  rape; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 
Mar.  See,    brother,    see;    note,    how    she 

quotest  the  leaves. 
Tit.  Lavinia,  wertthou  thus  surpris'd,  sweet 

girl, 
Ravish'd  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd   in   the   ruthless, §    vast,  and   gloomy 

See,  see! [woods? — 

Ay,  such  a  place  there  is,  where  we  did  hunt, 
O,  had  we  never,  never,  hunted  there  !) 
Pattern'd  by  that  the  poet  here  describes. 
By  nature  made  for  murders,  and  for  rapes. 
Mar.  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul 

a  den, 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies  ! 

Tit.  Give  signs,  sweet  girl, — for  here  arc 

none  but  friends, — 
"What  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed : 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst. 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece'  bed  ? 
Mar.  Sit  down,  sweet  niece  ; — brother,  sit 

down  by  me. — 
Apollo,  Pallas,  .Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find  ! — 
''  Tully's  Treatise  on  Eluciueiice,  entitled  Orator. 
>  Sii5.c.esa6n.        '."  T6  riuok  is  to  observe.      ^  I'ililess- 
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My  lord,  look  here  ; — Look  here,  Lavinia : 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain  ;  guide,  if  thou  canst, 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  my  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at  all. 

[//e  writes  his  Name  with  his  Staff,  and 
guides  it  with  his  Feet  and  Mouth. 
Curs'd   be  that  heart,    that  for'd  us  to  this 
shift  !—  [last, 

Write  thou,  good  niece  ;  and  here  display,  at 
What  God  will  have  discover'd  for  revenge : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows 

plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors,  and  the  truth  '. 
\_She  takes  the  Staff' in  her  Mouth,  and 
guides  itwithher  Stumps,  and  writes. 
Tit.  O,  do  you  read  my  lord,  what  she  hath 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius.  [writ  ? 

Mar.  What,  what !— the  lustful  sons  of  Ta- 
mora 
Performers  of  this  heinous,  bloody  deed  ? 

Tit.  Magne  Dominator  poli, 
Tarn  lentus  awdis  scelera  ?  tarn  lentus  vides  ? 
Mar.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord  !  although, 
I  know, 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth, 
To  stir  a  mutiny  in  the  mildest  thoughts, 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infants  to  exclaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me  ;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,   the  Roman  Hector's 

hope  ; 
And  swear  with  me, — as  with  the  woeful  feerc,* 
And  father,  of  that  chaste  dishonour'd  dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucrece'  rape, — 
That  we  will  prosecute,  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Goths, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproacli. 

Tit.  'Tis  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hurt  these  bear-.* helps,  then  be- 
ware ;  [once. 
The  dam  will  wake ;  and,  if  she  wind  you 
She's  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back. 
And,  when  he  sleeps,  will  she  do  what  she  list. 
You're   a  young  huntsman,    Marcus ;    let  it 

alone  ; 
And,  come,  I  will  go  get  a  leaf  of  brass. 
And  with  a  gadt  of  steel  will  write  these  words. 
And  lay  it  by  :  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will   blow   these  sands,    like  Sybil's   leaves, 
abroad,  say  you  ? 

And   Where's  your  lesson  then  ? — Boy,  what 
Boy.  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man. 
Their  mother's  bed-chamber  should  not  be  safe 
Fore  these  bad-bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 
Mar.  Ay,  that's  my  boy !  thy   father  hath 
full  oft 
For  this  ungrateful  country'  done  the  like. 
Boy.  And,  uncle,  so  will  L  an  if  I  live. 
Tit.   Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armoury- ; 
Lucius,  I'll  fit  thee  ;  and  withal,  my  boy 
Shall  carry  from  me  to  the  empress'  sons 
Presents,  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Come,  come ;  thou'lt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou 
not? 
Boy.  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms. 

grandsire. 
Tit.  No,  boy,  not  so;  Fll  teach  thee  another 
course. 
Lavinia,  come  : — Marcus,  look  to  my  house  : 
Lucius  and  I'll  go  brave  it  at  the  court ; 
Ay,  marry,  will  we,  Sir:  and  we'll  be  waited 
on.  [^Exeunt  Titus,  Lavinia,  and  Boy. 
Mar.  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  goodmau 
•rroan. 
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Scene  JL^ 

And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  him  ? 

Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstacy  ; 

That  hath  more  scars  of  sorrow  in  his  heart, 

Than  foe-men's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield: 

But  yet  so  just,  that  he  will  not  revenge :  — 

Revenue  the  heavens  for  old  Andronicus  ! 

[Exit. 

SCENE  II -The  same.- A  Room  in  the  Palace. 
Enter  Aaron,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius,  at  one 
Door;  at  another  Door,  young  Lucius,  and 
an  Altendant,  toith  a  Bundle  of  Weapons,  and 
Verses  writ  upon  them. 
Chi.  Demetrius,  here's  the  son  of  Lucius ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  to  us. 

Aar.  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad 

grandfatlier. 
Boy.  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I 
may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus ; — 
And  pray  the  Roman  gods,  confound  you  both, 

I  Aside  ■ 
Dem.   Graraercy,"  lovely  Lucius:  What's 

the  news  ? 
Boy.  That  you  are  both  decipher'd,  that's 
the    news. 
For  villains  raark'd  with  rape.     [Aside.']  May 

it  please  you, 
My  grandsire,  well-advis'd,  hath  sent  by  me 
The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armoury, 
To  gratify  your  honourable  youth, 
The  hope  of  Rome  ;  for  so  he  bade  me  say  ; 
And  so  1  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 
Your  lordships,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 
You  may  be  armed  and  appointed  well : 
And  so  I  leave  you  both,  [Aside.]  like  bloody 
villains.     [Exeunt  Boy  and  Attendant. 
Dem.  What's  here  ?  A  scroll ;  and  written 
round  about? 
Let's  see ; 

Integer  vifce,  scelerisque  purus, 
Non  eget  Mauri  jaculis,  nee  arcu. 

Chi.  O,    'tis  a  verse  in  Horace  ;  I  know  it 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  long  ago.         [well : 
Aar.  Ay,  just ! — a  verse  in  Horace  : — right, 
you  have  it. — 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  tohe  an  ass  •'     [Aside. 
Here's  no  sound  jest !  the  old  man  hath  found 
their  guilt ;  [lines, 

And  sends  the  weapons  wrapp'd   about  with 
That  wound,  beyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 
But  were  our  witty  empress  well-a-foot. 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile. — 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and,  more  than  so, 
Captives,  to  be  advanc'd  to  this  height  ? 
It  did  me  good,  before  the  Palace  gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  liearing. 
Dem.    But  me  more  good,  to  see  so  great  a 
Basely  insinuate,  and  send  us  gifts.  [lord 

Aar.  Had  he  not  reason,  lord  Demetrius'? 
Did  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly  ? 
Dem.  I  would  we   had  a  tliousand  Roman 
dames 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust. 
Chi.  A  charitable  wish,  and  full  of  love. 
Aar.  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say 

amen. 
Chi.   And  that  would  she   for  twenty  thou- 
sand more. 
Dem.  Come,  let  us  go  ;  and  pray  to  all  the 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains.       [gods 
Aar.  Pray  to    the  devils ;    the  gods  have 
given  us  o'er.  [Aside.  Flov.riili. 

*  I.  e.  Grantl  mtrci:  greaUhank«, 
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Dem.  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish 

tlms '! 
Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 
Dem.  Soft  who  comes  here  f 
Enter  a  Nurse,  ivith  a  black-a-moor  Child  iii 
her  Arms. 

Nur.  Good  morrow,  lords : 
O,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  tlie  Moor. 

Aar.  Well  more,  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at: 
all. 
Here  Aaron  is  :  and  what  with  Aaron  now  ? 
Nur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone  ! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  tliee  evermore  ! 
Aar.   \Vhy,  what  a  caterwauling  dost  tlioii 
keep !  [arms  ? 

What  dost   thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine 
Nur.  O,  that  which  1  would  hide  from  hea- 
ven's eye,  [grace ; — 
Our  empress'  shame   and  stately  Rome's  dis- 
She  is  deliver'd,  lords,  she  is  deliver'd. 
Aar.  To  whom  1 

Nur.  I  mean  she's  biought  to  bed. 
Aar.  Well,  God, 
Give  her  good  rest !  What  hath  he  sent  her  ? 
Nur.  A  devil. 

Aar.  Why  then  she's  the  devil's  dam  ;  a  joy- 
ful issue. 
Nur.  Ajoyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorrowful 
issue  : 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  clime. 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  thy  seal. 
And  bids  thee  christen  it  with   thy  dagger's 
point. 
Aar.  Out,  out,  you  whore !  is  black  so  base 
a  hue  ? —  [sure. 

Sweet  blowse,  you  are  a  beauteous  blossom. 
Dem.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Aar.  Done  !  that  which  thou 
Canst  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 
Aar.  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 
Dem.  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast 
undone.  [choice ! 

Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed. 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  so  foul  a  fiend  ! 
Chi.  It  shall  not  live. 
Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur.  Aaron  it  must :  the  mother  wills  it  se. 

Aar.  What,  must  it,  nurse  ?  tiien  let  no  maji 

Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood.      [but  I, 

Dem.  I'll  broach*  the  tadpole  on  my  rapier's 

'  point ;  [patch  it. 

Nurse,  give  it  me  ;  my  sword  shall  soon  des- 

Aar.  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough   thy 

bowels  up, 
[  Takes  the  Child  from  the  Nurse  and  draws- 
Stay,  murderous  villains  !  will  you   kill  yonr 

brother  ! 
Now.  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  skj-. 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  got, 
He  dies  upon  my  scimitar's  sharp  point 
That  touches  this  my  ttrst-born  son  and  h^ir  ! 
I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus,t 
With  all  his  threat'ning   band   of  Typhon's 

brood, 
Nor  great  Alcidcs,}:  nor  the  god  of  war, 
Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  his  father's  hands. 
What,  what ;    ye   sanguine,   shallow-hearted 
boys  !  [signs  ! 

Ye  white  limb'd  walls  !  ye  alehouse  painted 
Coal  black  is  better  than  another  hue. 
In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue  : 
*  Spit.  f  A  giant  the  son  of  Tilan,  and  Terra, 
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For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 
Can  never  turn  a  swan's  black  legs  to  white, 
Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 
Tell  the  empress  from  me,  I  am  of  age 
To  keep  mine  own;  excuse  it  how  she  can. 
Dtm.    Wilt  thou  betray  thy   noble  mistress 

thus  ? 
Aar.  My  misti'ess  is  my  mistress  ;  this,  my- 
self; 
The  vigDur,  and  the  picture  of  my  youth  : 
This,  before  all  the  world,  do  I  prefer ; 
This  maugre'"^  all  the  world,  will  I  keep  safe, 
Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Rome. 
Dem.  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  sham'd. 
Chi.  Rome  will   despise   her    for  this  foul 

escape. 
Sur.   The  emperor,  in  his  rage,   will  doom 

her  death. 
Chi.  I  blush  to  think  upon  this  ignomy.t 
Aar.  Why,  there's  the  privilege  your  beau- 
ty bears : 
Fie,   treacherous  hue  !  that  will  betray  with 

blusliing 
The  close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  young  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer  :  t 
Look,   how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the 

father ; 
As  who  should  say,  Old  lad,  I  am  thine  own. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords  ;  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  sSlf-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you  ; 
And,  from  that  womb,  where  j'ou  imprison'd 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light :    [were, 
IVay,  he's  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 
Nur.   Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  em- 
press ? 
Dem.   Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what   is  to  be 
done, 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice  ; 
Save  thou  tiie  child,  so  we  ntay  all  be  safe. 
Aar.   Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  con- 
sult. 
l\Iy  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you  : 
Keep   there :  Now  talk   at   pleasure  of  your 
safety.  [  They  sit  on  the  Ground. 

Dem.  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of 

his? 
Aar.   Why,  so,  brave  lords ;  When  we  all 
join  in  league, 
I  am  a  lamb  :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
The  chafed  boar,  the  mountain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 
But,  say  again,  how  many  saw  the  child  .' 
Nur.   Cornelia  the  midwife,  and  myself. 
And  no  one  else,  but  the  deliver'd  empress. 
Aar.   The  emperess,  the  midwife,  and  your- 
self: 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  when  the  third's  away : 
Go  to  tlie  empress ;  tell  her,  this  I  said  : — 

{^Stabbing  her. 
iVeke,  woke  .' — so  cries  a  pig  prepar'd  to  the 
spit. 
Dem.  What  mcan'st  thou,  Aaron  ?  Where- 
fore didst  thou  this  ? 
Aar.  O,  lord,  Sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy  : 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  guilt  of  ours  ? 
Along-tongu'd  babbling  gossip  ?  no,  lords,  no. 
And  now  be  it  known  to  you  my  full  intent. 
Not  far,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman. 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed  ; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are: 
Go  pack§  witii  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold. 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  all ; 
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And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine. 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court ; 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own. 
Hark  ye,  lords,  ye  see,  that  I  have  given  her 
physic,  IFointing  to  the  Nurse. 

And  you  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  fields  are  near,  and  you  are  gallant  grooms : 
Tills  done,  see  that  you  take  no  longer  days. 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  me. 
The  midwife,  and  the  nurse,  well  made  awav, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

Chi.  Aaron,  I  see,  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 
Herself,  and  hers,  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 
[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chi.  bearing  off  the 
Nurse. 
Aar.  Now  to  the  Goths,  as  swift  as  swallow 
flies  ; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms. 
And  secretly  to  greet  the  empress'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  thick-lipp'd  slave,  Fll  bear  you 

hence  ; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts  : 
I'll  make  you  feed  on  berries,  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  suck  the 

goat, 
And  cabin  in  a  cave  ;  and  bring  j'ou  up 
To  be  a  warrior,  and  command  a  camp.  [Exit. 

SCENE  III.— The  same.— A  Public  Place. 

Enter  Tnus,  bearing  Arrows,  ivilh  Letters  at 
the  ends  of  them;  with  him  Marcus,  young 
Lucius,  and  other  Gentlemen,  with  Boies. 


Tit.  Come,  Marcus,  come  ; — Kinsmen,  this 
is  the  way  : — 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  see  your  archery  ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and   'tis  there 
Terras  Astrcca  reliquit :  [straight : 

Be  you  remember'd,  Marcus,  she's  gone,  she'.? 
fled.  [shall 

Sir,  take  you  to  your  tools.     You,  cousins, 
Go  sound  the  ocean,  and  cast  your  nets  ; 
Happilj'  you  may  find  her  in  the  sea ; 
Yet  there's  as  little  justice  as  at  land: — 
No  ;  Publius  and  Scmpronius,  you  must  do  it : 
'Tis    you   must  dig  with    maitock,  and  with 

spade. 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth  : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you,  deliver  him  this  petition: 
Tell  him,  it  is  for  justice,  and  for  aid: 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungi'ateful  Rome. — 
Ah,  Rome ! — Well,  well ;  1  made  thee  miser- 
able. 
What  time  1  threw  the  people's  sufiragcs 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannise  o'er  me. — 
Go,  get  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all, 
And  leave  you  not  a  man  of  war  unsearch'd  ; 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp'd  her 

hence, 
Andkinsmen,  then  we  may  go  pipe  for  justice. 
Mar.  O,  Publius,  is  not  this  a  hcavj^  case. 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract  ?  " 

Pub.  Therefore,  ray  lord,  it  highly  us  con- 
cerns. 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully  ; 
And  feed  his  humour  kindly  as  we  may. 
Till  time  beget  some  careful  remedy-. 

Mar.  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedy. 


And  how  by  this  their  child  shall  be  advanc'd  -loin  with  the  Goths  ;  and  with  revengeful  war 
III  ?pite  of.       f  /.  c   Ijnomiiiy.       +  ComolcxloD.  |  ^^^^^  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude 

5  Contrive.  b?.riei:i  ivjtl).  '  And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 
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Tit.  Publius,  how  now  ?  how  now,  my  mas- 
ters? AVhat, 
Have  you  met  with  )ier  ? 

Pub.   No,  my  good  lord  ;  but  Phitus  sends 

you  word, 
If  you  will  have  revenge  from  hell,  you  shall : 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  cmploy'd,    [else. 
He  thinks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere 
So  that  perforce  j-ou  must  needs  stay  a  time. 
7Y/.   He  doth  me  wrong-,  to  feed  me  with  de- 
I'll  drive  into  the  burning  lake  below,     [lays. 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels., — 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we ; 
No  big-bon'd  men,  fram'dof  tlie  Cyclop's  size  : 
But  Metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back  ; 
Yet  wrung*'  with  wrongs,  more  than  our  backs 

can  beai" :  ' 

And  sithf  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell, 
We  will  solicit  heaven  ;  and  move  the  gods, 
Tosend  down  justice  forto  wreak^our  wrongs: 
Come,  to  this  gear.^  You  are  a  good  archer, 
Marcus.     [He  gives  tltcm  the  Arrows. 
Ad  Jovem,   that's  for  j'ou  : — Here,  ad  Apolli- 
Ad  Murtem,  that's  for  myself; —       Inem  : — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas  : — Here,  to  Mercury  : 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Satuinine, — 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  against  the  wind.- 
To  it,  boy.     Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid  : 
O'  my  word,  I  have  written  to  efiect ; 
There's  not  a  god  left  unsolicited. 

Mar.  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the 

court : 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  pride. 

Tit.  Now,  masters,  draw.  \_They  shoot.']  O, 

well  said,  Lucius  ! 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap  ;  give  it  Pallas. 

Mar.  My  lord,  I  aimamilebeycfndthemoon; 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  HalPublius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou 

done!  [horns. 

See,  see,  thou  hast  shot  oiT  one  of  Taurus' 

Mar.  This  was  the   sport,  ray  lord :  when 

Publius  shot. 
The  bull  being  gall'd,  gave  Aries  such  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  ram's  horns  in  the 

court ;  [villain  ? 

And  who  should  find  them  but   the  empress' 
She  laugh'd,  and  told  the  Moor,  he  should  not 

choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present. 
Tit.  Why,  there  it  goes:    God  give  your 

lordship  joy. 

Enter  a  Clov.'n,  with  a  Basket  aiid  two  Pigeons. 

News,  news  from  heaven!  Marcus,  the  post  is 

come. 
Sirrah,  what  tidings  ?  have  you  any  letters  ? 
Shall  I  have  justice  ?  what  says  Jupiter? 

Clo.  Ho!  the  gibbet-maker  ?  he  says,  thathe 
hath  taken  them  down  again,  for  the  man  must 
not  be  hanged  till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee  ? 

Clo.  Alas,  Sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter  ;  I  never 
drank  witli  him  in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier  ? 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  pigeons,  Sir;  nothing  else. 
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Mar.  Why,  Sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be,  to 
serve. for  your  oration:  and  let  him  deliver 
the  pigeons  to  the  emi)eror  from  you. 

I'it.  Tell  me,  can  yon  deliver  an  oration  to 
the  emperor  with  a  grace? 

Clo.  Nay,  truly.  Sir,  I  could  never  say 
grace  in  all  my  liic. 

I'it.  Sirrah,  come  hither :  make  no  more  ado. 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor  : 
By  me  thou  shalt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,   hold ; — mean  while,   here's  money  for 

thy  cliarges. 
Give  me  a  pen  and  ink. —  [tion  ? 

Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a supplica- 

Clo.  Ay, "Sir. 

Tit.  Tlicn  here  is  a  supplication  for  yon. 
And  when  jou  come  to  him,  at  tlie  first  ap- 
proach, you  must  kneel ;  then  kiss  his  foot ; 
tlien  deliver  up  your  pigeons;  and  then  look 
for  your  reward,  I'll  be  at  hand  ;  Sir :  see 
you  do  it  brave!}-. 

Clo.    I  warrant  you.  Sir  ;  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,   hast  thou  a  knife  ?  Come,  let 
me  see  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  suppH- 

a»it : — 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  emperor, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Clo.  God  be  with  you.  Sir;  I  will. 

Tit.    Come,  Marcus,  let's  go  : — Publius  fol- 
low me.  ^  lExcunf. 

SCENE  IF.— The  same.— Before  the  Palace. 

Enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Chiron,  Deme- 
trius, Lords,  and  others  :  Saturninus  ivitli 
the  Arro7vs  in  his  hand,  that  Titus  shot. 

Sat.  Whj%   lords,  what  wrongs  arc  these  ? 

Was  ever  seen 
An  emperor  of  Rome  thus  overborne. 
Troubled,  confronted  thus  :  and,  for  the  extent 
Of  egal*  justice,  us'd  in  such  contempt? 
My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  miglitful  gods. 
However  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 
Buz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  nought  hath 

pass'd. 
But  even  with  law,  against  the  wilful  sons 
Of  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an  if 
His  sorrows  have  so  overwhejm'd  his  wits, 
Shall  we  be  thus  afflicted  in  his  wreaks. 
His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness  ? 
And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress: 
See,  here's  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury  ; 
This  to  Apollo  ;  this  to  the  god  of  war : 
Sweet  scrolls  to  Hy  about  the  streets  of  Rome  ? 
What's  tills,  but  libelling  against  the  senate. 
And  blazoning  our  injustice  every  where'? 
A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 
As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were. 
But,  if  J  live,  his  feigned  ccsfacies 
Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outrages: 
But  he  and  his  shall  know,  that  justice  lives 
In  Saturninus' health  ;  whom,  if  slie  sleep, 
He'll  so  awake,  as  slic  in  fury  shall 
Cut  off  the  proud'st  conspirator  that  lives. 


Trtjn.  My  graciouslord, my  lovely  Saturnine, 

Tit.  Why,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven?  '•  Lord  of  my  life,  commander  of  my  thoughts, 

Clo.  From  heaven  ?  alas.  Sir,  I  never  came    Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age, 

there  :  God  forbid,  I  sliould  be  so  bold  to  press    The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons, 

to  heaven  in  my  young  days.     Whj-,  I  am  go-   Whose  loss  hath  picrc'd  him  deep,  and  scarr'd 

ing  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal  plebs,||  to  '  his  heart  ; 

take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwi.xt  my  uncle  '  And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight, 
and  one  of  the  emperial's  men.  j  Than  prosecute  the  meanest,  or  the  best, 

,  c,    .     ,     .  „.  ^  „  ,  „         ,     .        I  For  these  contempts.     Why,  thus  it  shall  be- 


t  Since.    J  Rfvengp.    §  Cress,  fumilme. 
The  CIowD  means  to  say  plebeian  tri'jvf.e,  i.  o»tii- 
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High-wittcd  Tamora  to  gloze*  with  all : 

\_  Aside. 
But,  Titiis,  I  have  touch'd  thee  to  the  quick, 
Thy  life-blood  out :  if  Aaron  now  be  wise, 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor's  in  the  port. — 

Enfer  Clown. 
How  now,  good  fellow  ?  would'st  thou  speak 
with  us  ? 
Clo.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be 

imperial. 
Tarn.   Empress  I  am.   but  yonder  sits  the 

emperor. 
Clo.     'Tis   he. — God,    and   saint    Stephen, 
g;ve  you  good   den : — I  have  brought  you  a 
letter,  and  a  couple  of  pigeons  here. 

[Saturninus  reads  the  Letter. 
Sal.  Go,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  pre- 
sently. 
Clo.  How  much  money  must  I  have  ? 
Tarn.  Come,  Sirrah,  you  must  be  hang'd. 
Clo.  Hang'd!  By'rlady,  then  I  have  brought 
up  a  neck  to  a  fair  end.  \_Exif,  guarded. 

Sat.  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs  ! 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villainy  ? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds ; 
May  this  bo  borne  ? — as  if  his  traitorous  sons. 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother, 
Have  by  my  means   been  butcher'd   wrong- 
fully.— 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair  ; 
Nor  age,  nor  honour,  shall  shape  privilege : — 
For  this  proud  mock,  I'll   be  thy  slaughter- 
man ;  [great. 
Sly  frantic   wretch    that   hop'st  to  make  me 
Jn  hope  thj'self  should  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  JEwihws. 
What  news  with  thee,  jEmilius  ? 

JEinil.  Arm,  arm,   my   lords  ;  Rome  never 
had  more  cause  !  [power 

The  Goths  have  gather'd   head ;  and  with  a 
Of  high  resolved  men,  bent  to  the  spoil. 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  the  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus; 
^Vho  threats,  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths? 
These  tidings  nip  me  ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  with 

storms. 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach  : 
'Tis  he  the  common  people  love  so  much ; 
Myself  hath  often  over-heard  them  say, 
( Wlien  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man,) 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfully, 
And  they  have  wish'd  that  Lucius  were  their 
emperor. 
Tarn.  Why  should  you  fear?  is  not  your 

city  strong  ? 
•Vff/.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius ; 
And  will  revolt  from  me,  to  succour  him. 
Tarn.    King,  be  thy  thoughts   imperious,! 
like  thy  name. 
Is  the  sun  dimm'd,  that  gnats  do  fly  in  it? 
The  eagle  suffers  little  birds  to  sing, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby  ; 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wings, 
He  can  at  pleasure  stintt  their  melody  : 
Even  so  may'st  thou  the  giddy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit :  for  know  thou,  emperor, 
1  will  enchant  the  old  Andronicus,  [ous, 

With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  danger- 
Than  baits  to  fish,  or  honey -stalks  to  sheep  ; 
When  as  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait, 
The  other  rotted  witli  delicious  feed. 

*  Flatter.  f  Imperial.  J  Step. 
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Sal.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  us" 

Tarn.  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will: 
For  I  can  smooth,  and  fill  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises  ;  that  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  his  old  ears  deaf,* 
Yet   should   both   ear    and    heart  obey   my 

tongue. — 
Go  thou  before,  be  our  ambassador  ; 

[  To  jEmilius. 
Say,  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,    and  appoint  the  meeting, 
Even  at  his  father's  house,  the  old  Andronicus. 

Sat.  jSmilius,  do  this  message  honourably: 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him 
best. 

JEmil.  Your  biddmg  shall  I  do  effectually. 

\_Exit  j^^MlLIUS. 

Tam.  Now  will  I  to  that  old  Andronicus  ; 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  1  have. 
To  pluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again, 
And  bury  all  my  fear  in  my  devices. 

Sat.  Ti'.en  go  successfully, and  plead  to  him. 

[Exeunt 
ACT  V. 
SCENE  I. — Plains  near  Rome. 
Enter  LtJcius,  and  Goths,  with  Drum  and 

Colours. 
Luc.  Approved  warriors,  and  my    faithful 
frieads, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  signify,  what  hate  they  bear  their  em- 
peror, 
And  how  desirous  of  our  sight  they  are.  [ness. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be,  as  your  titles  wit- 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs  ; 
And,  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scath,"^ 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfaction. 

1  Goth.  Brave  slip,   sprung  from  the  great 
Andronicus,  [comfort ; 

Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,   now  our 
Whose  high  exploits,  and  honourable  deeds, 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 
Be    bold   in    us :    we'll   follow    wliere    thou 

lead'st, — 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer's  day. 
Led  by  their  master  to  the  flower'd  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  on  cursed  Tamora. 

Goths.  And,  as  he  saith,  so  say  we  all  with 

him. 
Luc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  vou 
all. 
But  who  comes  here,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth  ? 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  A. -lkoh,  wit/i  his  Child 
in  his  Arms. 
2    Goth.    Renowned     Lucius,    from    vouv 
troops  I  stray'd. 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monastery  ; 
And  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall : 
I  made  unto  the  noise  ;  when  soon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controll'd  witli  this  discourse: 
Peace,  taicny  slave  ;  half  me,  and  half  thy  dam! 
Did  not  thy  hue  bewray  whose  brat  thou  art. 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother^ s  look , 
Villain,  thou  mighVsl  have  been  an  emperor : 
But  where  the  bull  and  cow  are  both  milk-while. 
They  never  do  beget  a  coal-black  calf. 
Peace,  villain,  peace  ■' — even  thus  be  rates  the 
babe, — 

'•  Harm. 
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Scene  /.] 

For  I  must  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth  : 
JVho  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress'  babe, 
Will  hold  thee  dearli/for  thy  mother's  sake. 
With  this  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd   upon 
him,  [hither, 

Surpris'd   him   suddenly  ;    and  brought  him 
To  use  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 
Luc.  O  worthy  Goth  !  this  is  the  incarnate 
devil. 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  hand  : 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas'd  your  empress' 

eye  ;* 
And  here's  the  base  fruit  of  his  burning  lust. — 
Say,   wall-ey'd   slave,  whither  would'st  thou 

convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend-like  face '! 
Why  dost  not  speak  ?  What!  deaf?  No:  not 

a  word  ? 
A  halter,  soldiers  ;  hang  him  on  this  tree, 
And  by  his  side  his  fruit  of  bastardy. 
Aar.  Touch  not  the  boy ,  he  is  of  royalblood. 
Luc.  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  being  good.- 
First,  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl; 
A  sight  to  vex  the  father's  soul  withal. 
Get  nie  a  ladder. 

lA  Ladder  brought,  which  A,VRO>f 
is  obliged  to  ascend. 
Aar.  Lucius,  save  the  child  ; 
And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  emperess. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wondrous  things, 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear  : 
If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 
I'll  speak  no  more  ;  Butvengeance  rotyouall! 
Luc.  Say  on  ;  and,  if  it  please   me  which 
thou  speak'st, 
Thy  child  shall  live,  and  I  willsee  itnourish'd. 
Aar.  An   if  it   please   thee  ?    why,   assure 
thee,  Lucius, 
'Twill  vex  thy  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak ; 
I'or  I  must  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  mas- 
sacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds, 
Complots  of  mischief,  treason  ;  villanies 
Ruthful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  perform'd : 
And  this  shall  all  be  buried  by  niy  death. 
Unless  thou  swear  to  me,  my  child  shall  live. 
L%ic.  Tell  on  thj'  mind  ;    I  say,   thy    child 

shall  live. 
Aar.  Swear,  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  will 

begin. 
Luc.  Who  should  I  swear  by?  thou  believ'st 
no  god  ; 
That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath  ? 
Aar.  What  if  I  do  not  ?  as  indeed,  I  do  not : 
Yet, — for  I  know  thou  art  religious,  [science. 
And  hast  a  thing  within   thee,    called   con- 
With  twenty  popisli  tricks  and  ceremonies, 
AVhich  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe, — 
Therefore  I  urge  thy  oath  ; — For  that,  I  know. 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god,     [swears  ; 
And  keeps  the  oath,  which  by  that  god  he 
To  that  I'll  urge  him  : — Therefore,  thou  shalt 

vow 
By  that  same  god,  what  god  soe'er  it  be. 
That  thou  ador'st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish,  and  bring  him  up; 
Or  else  I  will  discover  nought  to  thee. 

Luc.  Even  by  my  god,  I  swear  to  thee,  I 

will. 
Aar.  First,  know  thou,  I  begat  him  on  the 

empress. 
Luc.  O  most  insatiate,  luxurious  woman  .' 
Aar.  Tut,    Lucius !  this  was  but  a  deed  of 
charity, 

*  Alluding  (o  the  proverb,  "  A  bl.sck  man  is  a  pearl  ia 
fair  woman's  eye." 
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To  that  which  tbou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  sons  that  murder'd  Bassianus  : 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish'd  her. 
And  cut  her  hands  ;  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou 
saw'st. 
Luc.    O  detestable  villain  !  call'st  thou  that 

trimming  ? 
Aar.  Why,  she  was   wash'd,  and  cut,  and 
trimm'd  ;  and  'twas 
Ti'im  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 
Luc.    0   barbarous,    beastly   villains,   like 

thyself! 
Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  instruct 
them  ; 
That  codding  spirit  had  they  from  their  mother, 
As  sure  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set : 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  learn'd  of  me^ 
As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. — 
Well,  let  my  deed.s  be  witness  of  my  worth. 
I  train'dthy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole, 
Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay  '. 
I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found. 
And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention'd, 
Confederate  with  the  queen,  and  her  two  sons; 
And  whatnot  done,  thatthou  hast  cause  to  rue, 
Wherein  I  had  uo  stroke  of  mischief  in  it  ? 
I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand  ; 
And  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 
And  almost  broke   my    heart  with   extreme 

laughter. 
I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall, 
When,    for  his   hand,  he  had  his  two  sons' 

heads ; 
Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  so  heartily. 
That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his; 
And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport, 
She  swounded  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 
And,  for  my  tidings,  gave  me  twenty  kisses. 
Goth.  What!  canst  thou  say  all  this,  and 

never  blush  ? 
Aar.  Ay,  like  a  black  dog,  as  the  saying  is. 
Luc.  Art  thou  not  sorry  for  these  heinous 

deeds  ? 
Aar.  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand 
more. 
Even  now  I  curse  the  day,  (and  yet,  I  think^ 
Few  come  within  the  compass  of  my  curse.) 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  ill: 
As  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  his  death ; 
Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myself; 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends  ; 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  break  their  necks  ; 
Set  fire  on  barns  and  hay-stacks  in  the  night, 
And  bid  the  owniers  quench  them  with  their 
tears.  [graves, 

Oft   have  I  digg'd  up  dead   men   from  their 
And  set  them   upright  at  their  dear  friends' 

doors. 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot ; 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees. 
Have  with  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters. 
Let  not  your  sorrow  die,  though  J  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  things. 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly  ; 
And  nothing  grieves  me  lieartily  indeed. 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 
Luc.  Bring   down  tlie  devil ;  for  he   must 
not  die 
So  sweet  a  death,  as  hanging  presentlj'. 

Aar.  If  there  be  devils, 'would  1  were  adevil. 
To  live  and  burn  in  everlasting  fire; 
So  I  miglit  have  your  company  in  hell. 
But  to  torment  you  with  my  bitter  tongue  ! 
Liic.  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  aad  let  him  stjeuJc 
110  more. 
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Enter  a  Goth. 


Goth.  My  lord  there   is   a  messenger  from 
Rome, 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
Luc.  Let  him  come  near. — 
Enter  ^milius. 
Welcome,   ^milius,   what's    the   news    from 
Rome, 
^mil.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the 
Goths, 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me  : 
And,  for  he  understands  you  are  in  arms. 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  house. 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hostages, 
And  they  shall  be  immediately  deliver 'd. 
1  GoJft.  What  says  our  general? 
Luc.  jEmilius,   let   the   emperor   give    his 
pledges 
Unto  my  father  and  my  uncle  Marcus 
And  we  will  come.— March  away.*    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— Rome.— Before  Titus'  House. 

Enter  Tamora,  Chiron,  and  Demetrius, 
disguised. 

Tarn.  Thus  in  this  strange  and  sad  habili- 
I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus  ;  [ment. 

And  say  I  am  Revenge,  come  from  below. 
To  join  with  him,  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 
Knock  at  his  study,  v^'here,  they  say,  be  keeps, 
To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenge; 
Tell  him,  Revenge  is  come  to  join  with  hmi, 
And  work  confusion  on  his  enemies. 

[  They  knock. 

Enter  Titus,  above. 


Tit.  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation  ? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door  ; 
That  so  my  sad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
And  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect  ? 
You  are  deceiv'd :  for  what  1  mean  to  do. 
See  here,  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down  ; 
\nd  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 
Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 
Tit.  No  ;  not  a  word  ;  How  can  I  grace  my 
Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action  ?  [talk, 

Thou  hast  the  odds  of  me,  therefore   no  more. 
Tarn.  If  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  would'st 

talk  with  me. 

Tit.  I   am    not    mad ;   I  know    thee    well 

enough  :  [lines; 

Witness  this  wretched   stump,  these    crnnson 

Witness  these   trenches,   made  by  grief  and 

care  ; 
Witness  the  tiring  day.  and  heavy  night ; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora  : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand  ? 

Ta?n.  Know  thou,  sad  man,  I  am  not  Ta- 
She  is  thy  enemv,  and  I  thy  friend  :  [mora  ; 
I  am  Revenge:  sent  from  the  infernal  kingdom. 
To  ease  theknawing  vulture  of  thy  mind. 
By  working  wreakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes._ 
Come  down  and   welcome  me  to  tl:is   world's 

light ; 
Confer  v.ith  me  of  murder  and  of  dealh  : 
There's  not  a  hoHov."  cave,  or  lurking-place, 
No  vast  obscurity,  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder,  or  detested  rape, 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name. 
Revenge  which  makes  the  foul  offender  quake. 
Tit.  Art  thou  Revenge  ?  and  art  thou  sent 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies  ?         [to  me, 
'  rerlups  this  is  a  staje  0  jrCtion,  crept  into  the  li*xt 
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Tarn.  I  am  therefore  come  do^vn,  and  wel- 
come me. 
Til.  Do  me  some  service,  eve  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by    thy   side  where  Rape,    and  Murder, 

stands ; 
Now  give  some  'surance  that  thou  art  Revenge, 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels ; 
And  theif  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner,    . 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globes. 
Provide  thee  proper  palfries  black  as  jet. 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  swift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  in  their  guilty  caves : 
And.  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads, 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  their  waggon  wheel 
Trot,  like  a  servile  footman  all  day  long  ;■ 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rising  in  the  east. 
Until  his  very  downfal  in  the  sea. 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  task. 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 
Tarn.  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with 

me. 
Tit.  Are  they  thy  ministers  ?  what  are  they 

call'd? 
Tarn.  Rapine,  and  Murder ;  therefore  called 
so,  [men. 

'Cause  they  take  vengeance  of  such  kind   of 
Tii.  Good  lord,  how  like  the  empress'  sons 
they  are  ! 
And  you  the  empress  !  But  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 
O  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee  : 
And,   if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content 
T  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [thee, 

[Exit  Titus, /rom  above. 
Tarn.  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy  : 
Whate'erl  forge,  to  feed  his  brain-sick  fits. 
Do  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  speeches, 
For  now  he  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge ; 
And.  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  send  for  Lucius,  his  son  ; 
And,  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  sure. 
I'll  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand, 
To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  .least,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme. 
Enter  Titus. 
Tit.  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all   for 
thee : 
Welcome,  dread  fury,  to  my  woful  house  ; — 
Rapine,  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too ; — 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are  ! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor  : — 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  such  a  devil  ? — 
For,  well  I  wot,  the  empress  never  wags. 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright. 
It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome,  as  you  are.     What  shall  we  do  ? 
Tarn.  What  would'st  thou  have  us  do,   Aa- 

dronicus  ? 
Bern.  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'll  deal   with 

him. 
Chi.  Show  me  a  villain,    that  hatli  done   a 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him.     [rape, 
Tarn.   Show  me  a  thousand,  that  have  done 
thee  wrong. 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  llicm  all. 

Tit.  Look  round  about  the  wicked  streets  of 
Rome; 
And  when  thou  find'st  a  man  that's  like  thyself; 
Good  Murder,  stab  him ;  he's  a  murderer. — 
Go  thou  with  him  ;  and  when  it  is  thy  hap. 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee. 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him  :  he  is  a  ravisher. 
Go  thou  with  them  ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor; 
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Well  raay'st  thou  know*  her  by  thy  own  pro 

portion, 
For  up  and  down  she  doth  resemble  thee  ; 
I  pray  they  do  on  them  some  violent  death, 
They' have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. 
Tarn.  Well  hast  thou  lesson'd  us  ;  this  shall 

we  do. 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice  valiant  son. 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike 

Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house  : 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress  and  her  sons, 
The  emperor  himself,  and  all  thy  foes  ; 
And  at  thy  mercy  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel. 
And  on  them  shalt  thou  ease  thy  angry   heart, 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device  ? 

Tit.  Marcus,  my  brother ! — 'tis  sad  Titus 

calls 

Enter  Marcus. 

Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius  ; 
Thou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  the  Goths  ; 
Bid  him  repair  to  mc,  and  bring  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefest  princes  of  the  Goths  : 
Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are  : 
Tell  him,  the  emperor  and  the  empress  too 
Feast  at  ray  house  :  and  he  shall  feast  with 

them. 
This  do  thou  for  my  love  ;  and  so  let  him. 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

3Iar.  This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again. 

[Exit. 
Tarn.  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business. 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

Tit.  Nay,  nay,  let  Rape   and    Murder  stay 
with  me ; 
Or  else  I'll  call  my  brother  back  again, 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn.  What  say  you,  boys?  will  you  abide 
with  him. 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  emperor, 
How  I  have  govern'd  our  determin'd  jest  ? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak   him 
fair,  Aside. 

And  tarry  with  him,  till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  I  know  them  all,  though  they   suppose 
me  mad  ; 
And  will  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, 
A  pair  of  cursed  hell-hounds,  and  their  dam. 

[^Aside. 
Detn.  Madam,  depart  at  pleasure,  leave  us 

here. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  Andronicus  :  Revenge  now 

To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes.         [goes 

\_E.xit  Tamora. 

Tit.  I  know  thou  dost ;  and  sweet  Revenge, 

farewell. 
Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  shall  we  be  em- 

ploy'd  ? 
T/7.  Tutjihaveworkenoughforyouto  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine  ! 

Enter  PuBi.ius,  and  others. 

I'ub.  What's  your  will  ? 

Tit.  Know  you  these  two  .' 

Pub.  Th'  empress'  sons, 
J  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie  !  thou  art  too  much  de- 
ceiv'd  ; 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name  : 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius  ; 
Caius,  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them  : 
Oft  have  you  heard  mc  wish  for  such  an  hour, 
And  now  1  And  it :  therefore  bind  them  sure : 
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And  stop  their  mouths,  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

lExit  Titus. — Publius,  ^c.  lay  hold  on 
Chiron  and  Demetrius. 
Chi.  Villains,  forbear  :  we  are  the  empress' 

sons. 
Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  com- 
manded.—  [word ; 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them   not  speak  a 
Is  he  sure  bound  ?  look,  that  you  bind  them 

fast. 
Re-enter  Titus  Andronicus,  ivith  Lavinia  ; 
she  bearing  a  Basin,  and  he  a  Knife. 
Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia;  look,  thy  foes  are 

bound  ; —  [me  ; 

Sirs,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to 
Butlet  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. — 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  ! 
Here  stands  the  spring  whom  you  liave  stain'd 

with  mud ; 
This  goodly  summer  with  3^our  winter  mix'd. 
You  kill'd  her  husband ;  and  for  that  vile  fault, 
Two  of  her  brothers  wei'e  condemn'd  to  death  : 
My  hand  cut  off,  and  made  a  merry  jest : 
Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and   that, 

more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  spotless  chastity, 
Inhuman  traitors,  you  constrain'dand  forc'd. 
What  wouldyou  say,  if  I  should  let  you  speak  ? 
Villains,  forsliame  youcouldnotbeg  for  grace. 
Hark  wretches,  how  I  mean  to  mai'tyr  you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats  ; 
Whilst  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  stumps  doth 

hold 
The  basin,  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  know,  your  mothermeans  to  feast  with  mc, 
And  call's   herself,   Revenge,  and  thinks   lue 

mad, — 
Hark,  villains  ;  I  will  grind  your  bones  to  dust, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it,  I'll  make  a  paste  ; 
And  of  the  paste  a  coffin*  I  will  rear, 
And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  heads  ; 
And  bid  that  strumpet,  j'our  unhallow'ddam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increase^ 
This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to, 
And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit  on; 
For  worse  than  Philomel  you  us'd  my  daughter. 
And  worse  than  Progne  1  will  be  reveng'd  : 
And  now   prepare    j'our    throats. — Lavinia, 
come,  [_He  cuts  their  'Tliroals. 

Receive  the  blood  :    and,  when  that  they  arc 

dead, 
Let  mc  go  grind  tiicir  bones  to  powder  small, 
And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 
And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  bak'd. 
Come,  conic.  i)c  every  one  officious       [prove 
To    make  this   banquet  ;  which   I  wish   may 
More  stern  and  bloody  than  the    Ccntaur'.s 

feast. 
So,  nov/  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook, 
And  sec  them  ready  'gainstthcir  mother  comes. 
lExcunl,  bearing  the  dead  Bodies. 

SCENE  III.—  Tht  same.— A  Pavilion,  ivith 

Tables,  S^c. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  ivilk 

Aaron,  Pri.<oner. 
Luc.  Uncle  Marcius,  since 'tis   my   father's 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content,     [mind, 
1  Goth.  And  ours,  with  thine,    befall  what 

fortune  will. 
Lnc.  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous 
Moor. 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,  fetter  him. 
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Till  he  be  brought  uuto  the  empress'  face 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings: 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong : 
I  fear,  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter 

forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart! 
Luc.  Away,     inhuman    dog!     unhallow'd 
slave ! — 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. — 

S_Extunt  Goths,  with  Aaron.    Flourish. 
The  trumpets  show,  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 

£'«<er  SATURNisusffwdTAMouA,  with  Tribunes, 
Senators,  and  others. 
Sat.  What,   hath  the  firmament  more  suns 

than  one? 
Luc.  What  boots*  it  thee,  to  call  thy  self  a  sun  ? 
Mar.  Rome's  emperor,  and  nephew,  breakf 
the  parle ; 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end,  [Rome: 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to 
Please  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take 
your  places. 
Sat.  Marcus,  we  will. 
S_Hauthoys  sound.     Tlie  Company  sit  down 
at  Table. 
Enter  Titus,    dressed  like  a  Cook,    Lavinia, 
veiled,  young  Lucius,   and  others.     Titus 
places  the  Dishes  on  the  Table. 
Tit.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord:  welcome, 
dread  queen ; 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths;  welcome,  Lucius; 
And  welcome,  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
'Twill  fill  your  stomachs ;  please  you  eat  of  it. 
Sat.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus.' 
Tit.  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  have   all 
well, 
To  entertain  your  highness,  and  your  empress. 
Tam.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  An- 
dronicus. 
Tit.  An  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart, 
you  were. 
TVIy  lord  the  emperor,  resolve  me  this : 
AVas  it  well  done  of  rash  Virginius, 
To  slay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 
Because  she  was  enforc'd,   stain'd,   and  de- 
flower'd  ? 
Sal.  It  was,  Andronicus. 
Tit.  Your  reason,  mighty  lord  ! 
Sat.  Because  the  girl  should  not  survive  her 
shame, 
And  by  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

Tit.  A  reason  mighty  strong,  and  effectual; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant, 
For  me,  most  wretched  to  perform  the  like : — 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee ; 

IHc  kills  Lavinia. 

And,  with  thy  shame,  thy  father's  sorrow  die! 

Sett.  What  liast  then  done,  unnatural,  and 

unkind  ? 
Tit.  Kill'd  her,    for  whom  my  tears  have 
made  me  blind. 
I  am  as  woful  as  Virginius  was  :  [he 

And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than 
To  do  this  outrage ;  and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat.  What,  was  she  ravished.'  tell,  who  did 

the  deed. 
Tit.  Will't  please  you  eat?  will't  please  your 

highness  feed? 
Tain.  Wliy  liast  thou  slain  thine  only  daugh- 

tcn-thiis? 
'  Atrv:mljs*»,  Kcne.li,         (.  /,  r.  ricuMiidie  imley 


LAct  V. 
Tit.  Not  I;  'twas  Chiron,  and  Demetrius: 
They  ravish'd  her;  and  cut  away  her  tongue. 
And  they,  'twas  they,  that  ^id  her  all  this 
wrong. 
Sat.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 
Tit.  Why,  there  they   are  both,  baked  in 
that  pye ; 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred. 
'Tis  true,  'tis  true;  witness  my  knife's  sharp 
point.  IKilling  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accursed 
deed.  Killing  Titus. 

Luc.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father 
bleed  ?  '  [deed. 

There's  meed  for  meed,   death  for  a  deadly 
[Kills  Saturninus.     A  great  Tumult.    The 
People  in  confusion  disperse.     Marcus, 
Lucius,  and  their  Partisans  ascend  the 
Steps  before  Titus'  House. 
Mar.  You  sad-fac'd  men,  people  and  sons  of 
Rome, 
By  uproar  sever'd,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  high  tempestuous  gusti', 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  sheaf, 
These  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body. 
Sen.  Lest  Rome  herself  be  bane  unto  her- 
self; 
And  she,  whom  mighty  kingdoms  court'sy  to. 
Like  a  forlorn  and  desperate  cast-away. 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  aud  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend;   To  Lucius.]  ai 

erst  our  ancestor, 
When  with  his  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse. 
To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear, 
The  story  of  that  baleful  burning  night. 
When  subtle  Greeks  surpris'd  king  Priam's 

Troy; 
Tell  us,  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears. 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in. 
That   gives   our   Troy,   our  Rome,  the   civil 

wound. — 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint,  nor  steel ; 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief. 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratory. 
And  break  my  very  utterance ;  even  i'the  time 
When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most^ 
Lending  your  kind  commiseration: 
Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale; 
Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him 
speak. 
Luc.  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to 
That  cursed  Chiron  aud  Demetrius  [you. 

Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  bro- 
ther ; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravished  our  sister: 
P'or  their   fell  faults  our  brothers  were  be- 
headed; 
Our  father's  tears  despis'd ;  and  basely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand,  that  fought  Rome's  quarrel 
And  sent  her  enemies  unto  the  grave.       [out. 
Lastly,  myself  unkindly  banished,  [out, 

The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  turn'd  weeping 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies : 
AVho  drown'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend : 
Aud  1  am  the  turn'd-forth,  be  it  known  to  you. 
That  have  preserv'd  her  welfare  in  my  blood; 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point, 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  advent'rous  body. 
Ala.s !  yon  know,  J  am  no  vaunter.  I  • 


Scene  ///.] 

My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  ai'e, 
That  my  report  is  just,  and  full  of  trutli. 
But,  soft ;  methinks,  I  do  digress  too  much, 
Citing  my  worthless  praise :  O,  pardon  me ; 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  them- 
selves. 
Mar.  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak ;  Behold  this 

child, 

IPoinling  to  the  Child  in  the  ai-ms  of  an  At- 
tendant. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered  ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  and  plotter  of  these  woes  ; 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  house, 
Damn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
PJ^ow  judge,  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
These  wrongs,  unspeakable,  past  patience. 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  could  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you, 

Romans  ? 
Have  we  done  aught  amiss  ?  Show  us  wherein. 
And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 
Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cast  us  down, 
And  on  the  ragged  s^pnes  beat  forth  our  brains. 
And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 
Speak,  Romans,  speak;  and,  if  you  say,  we 

shall, 
Lo,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fall. 
Mmil.  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of 
Rome, 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
Lucius  our  emperor;  for,  well  I  know, 
The  common  voice  do  cry,  it  shall  be  so. 
Rom.    \_Several  speak.^     Lucius,    all   hail; 
Rome's  royal  emperor! 

Lucius,  Sfc.  descend. 

Mar.  Go,  go  into  old  Titus'  sorrowful  house ; 
[  To  an  Attendant. 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To   be   adjudg'd    some   direful    slaughtering 

death, 
As  punishment  for  his  most  wicked  life. 

Rom.    [^Several   speak.']    Lucius,    all    hail; 

Rome's  gracious  governor ! 
Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans ;  May  I  govern 
so,  [woe ! 

To  heal  Rome's  harms,  and  wipe  away   her 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task ; — 
Stand  all  aloof: — but,  uncle,  draw  you  near, 
To  shed  obsequious  tears  upon  this  trunk : — 
0,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  lips, 

[ivmes  Titus. 

These  sorrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood-stain'd 

The  last  true  duties  of  thy  noble  son!      [face, 

Mar.  Tear  for  tear,  and  loving  kiss  for  kiss. 
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ut 


Thy  brother  Marcus  tenders  on  thy  lips: 
O,  were  the  sum  of  these  that  I  should  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them! 

Luc.  Come  hither,  boy  ;  come,  come,  and 
learn  of  us  [well: 

To  melt  in  showers  :  Thy  grandsire  lov'd  thee 
Many  a  time  he  daiic'd  thee  on  his  knee. 
Sung  thee  asieej),  his  loving  breast  thy  pillow ; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet,  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy  ; 
Jn  that  respect  then,  like  a  loving  child, 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  tliy  tender 

spring, 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so:  [woe  : 
Friends  should   associate  friends  in  g.ief  and 
Bid  him  farewell;  commit  him  to  the  grave ; 
Do  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  hiin. 

Boy.  O  grandsire,  grandsire  !  even  with  all 
my  heart 
Would  I  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again ! — 

0  lord,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weeping; 
My  tears  will  choke  me,  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Enter  Attendants,  ivith  Aaron. 

1  Ro7n.  You  sad  Andronici,  have  done  with 
woes ; 
Give  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 
Luc.  Set  him  breast-deep  in  earth,  and  famish 
him ; 

There  let  him  stand,  and  rave  and  cry  for  food : 
If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 
For  the  offence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom : 
Some  stay,  to  see  him  fasten'd  in  the  earth. 
Aar.  0,  why  should  wrath  be  mute,  and  fury 
dumb  ? 

1  am  no  baby,  I,  that,  with  base  prayers, 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done : 
Ten  thousand,  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did. 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will; 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 

I  do  repent  it  from  my  very  soul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the  emperojL' 
hence. 
And  give  him  burial  in  his  father's  grave : 
My  father,  and  Lavinia,  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument. 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
No  funeral  rite,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds, 
No  mournful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial;  [prey  : 
But  tlirow  her  forth  to  beasts,  and  birds  of 
Her  life  was  beast-like,  and  devoid  of  pity  ; 
And,  being  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity. 
See  justice  done  to  Aaron,  that  damn'd  Moor, 
By  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginning; 
Then,  afterwai'ds,  to  order  well  the  state; 
That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate. 

\Exenn1. 
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PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE. 


PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


AnTiochus,  King  of  Antiocii. 
Pericles,  Prince  of  Tyre. 
Helicanus,    }   Two  Lords  of  Tyre. 

ESCANES,  ^ 

SiMONiDEs,  Kinif  of  Pentapolis. 
Cleon,  Govei-nor  of  Tharsus. 
Lysimachus,  Governor  of  Mitylene. 
Cerimon,  a  Lord  of  Ephesus. 
Thahard,  a  Lord  of  Antioch. 
Philemon,  Servant  to  Cerimon. 
Leonine,  Servant  to  Dionyza. — Marshal. 
A  Pandar,  and  his  Wife.— Boult,  their  Ser- 
vant. 
GowER,  as  Chorus. 

The  Daughter  of  Antiochus. 
Dionyza,  Wife  to  Cleon. 


Thaisa,  Daughter  to  Simonides. 
Marina,  Daughter  to  Pericles  and  Thaisa. 
Lychorida,  Nurse  to  Marina. 
Diana. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Knights,  Gentlemen,  Sailors, 
Pirates,  Fishermen,  and  Messengers,  &c. 

Scene,  dispersedly  in  various  countries.* 

*  Thai  the  reader  may  know  through  how  miny  regions 
the  scene  of  this  diama  is  dispersed,  it  is  necessary  to  ob- 
serve, that  Antioch  was  the  inetro|)Ol1s  of  t^yria;  Tyre  a 
cily  of  Fhenicia  in  Asia;  Tarsus,  the  melropolis  of  Crli- 
cia,acoiinlry  of  Asia  Miuor;  iVlity  lene,tliecai)ital  of  Lej- 
bos,  an  Island  in  the  yKeean  sea  ;  and  Ephe-U3,  the  capi- 
tal of  Ionia,  a  coiintiy  of  the  Lesser  Asia. 


ACT  I 

Enter  Gower.* 
Before  the  Palace  of  Antioch. 
To  sing  a  song  of  oldt  was  sung, 
From  ashes  ancient  Gower  is  come; 
Assuming  man's  infirmities, 
To  glad  your  ear,  and  please  your  eyes. 
It  hath  been  sung  at  festivals. 
On  ember-eves,  and  holy  ales;t 
And  lords  and  ladies  of  their  lives 
Have  read  it  for  restoratives  : 
"Purpose  to  make  men  glorious  ; 
Et  quo  antiquius,  eo  melius. 
If  you,  born  in  these  latter  times, 
When  wit's  more  ripe,  accept  my  rhymes. 
And  that  to  hear  an  old  man  sing 
May  to  your  wishes  pleasure  bring, 
I  life  would  wish,  and  that  I  might 
Waste  it  for  you,  like  taper-light. — 
This  city  then,  Antioch  the  great 
Build  up  for  his  chiefest  seat ; 
The  fairest  in  all  Syria; 
(Tell  you  what  mine  authors  say  :) 
This  king  unto  him  took  a  pheere,? 
AVho  died  and  left  a  female  heir. 
So  buxom,  blithe,  and  full  efface, 
As  heaven  had  lent  her  all  his  grace  ; 
With  whom  the  father  liking  took. 
And  her  to  incest  did  provoke  : 
Bad  father  !  to  entice  his  own 
To  evil,  should  be  done  by  none. 

*  Choriis„inthe  character  of  Gower,  an  ancient  Enp- 
Vith  PoPt.  Who  has  related  the  Etory  of  this  play  in  his 
Cnnfcssio  Amanti^. 

i  I.  e  That  of  old.  ]  Whitsun  ale?,  kc. 

i>  Wife,  the  vvrl  sisniHes  a  mateor  companion.  \ 


By  custom  what  they  did  begin, 

Was,  with  long  use,  account*  no  sin. 

The  beauty  of  this  sinful  dame 

Made  many  princes  thither  frame, 

To  seek  her  as  a  bed-fellow. 

In  marriage-pleasures  play-fellow : 

Which  to  prevent,  he  made  a  law, 

(To  keep  her  still,  and  men  in  awe,) 

That  whoso  ask'd  her  for  his  wife, 

His  riddle  told  not,  lost  his  life  : 

So  for  many  a  wight  did  die, 

As  yon  grim  looks  do  testify.! 

AVhat  now  ensues,   to  the  judgment  of 

your  eye 
I  give,  my  cause  who  best  can  justify. 

[£j,(7. 

SCENE  I. — Antioch. — A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antiochus,  Pericles,  and  Attendants. 

Ant.  Young  prince  ofTyre,  you  have  at  large 
receiv'd 
The  danger  of  the  task  you  undertake. 

Per.  1  have,  Antiochus,  and  with  a  soul 
Embolden'd  with  the  glory  of  her  praise, 
Think  death  no  hazard,  in  this  enterprise. 

[^Music. 
Ant.  Bring  in  our  daughter,  clothed  like  a 
bride. 
For  the  embracements  even  of  Jove  himself; 
At  whose  conception,  (till  Lucina  reign'd,) 
Nature  this  dowry  gave,  to  glad  her  presence 

*  Accounted, 
t  Pointing  to  the  scene  of  the  palace  gate  at. Antioch, 
on  which  the  heads  of  those  unfortunate  wijhts   weie 
fixed. 


The  senate-house  of  planets  all  did  sit, 
To  knit  in  her  their  best  perfections. 

Enter  the  Daughter  of  Antiochus. 

Per.  See,  where  she  comes,  apparell'd  like 
the  spring, 
Graces  her  subjects  and  her  thoughts  the  king 
Of  every  virtue  gives  renown  to  men  ! 
Her  face,  the  book  of  praises,  where  is  read 
Nothing  but  curious  pleasures,  as  irom  thence 
Sorrow  were  ever  raz'd,  and  testy  wrath 
Could  never  be  her  mild  companion. 
Ye  gods  that  made  me  man,  and  sway  in  love, 
That  have  inflam'd  desire  in  my  breast. 
To  taste  the  fruit  of  yon  celestial  tree, 
Or  die  in  the  adventure,  be  my  helps, 
As  I  am  son  and  servant  to  your  will, 
To  compass  such  a  boundless  happiness. 

Ant.  Prince  Pericles, 

Per.  That  would  be  son  to  great  Antiochus. 

Ant.  Before  thee  stands  this  fair  Hesperides, 
With  golden  fruit,  but  dangerous  to  betouch'd  ; 
For  death-like  dragons  here  affriglit  thee  hard  : 
Her  face,  like  heaven,  enticeth  thee  to  view 
A  countless  glory,  which  desert  must  gain : 
And  which,  without  desert,  because  thine  eye 
Presumes  to  reach,  all  thy  whole  heap  must 

die. 
Yon  sometime  famous  princes,  like  thyself, 
Drawn  by  report,  advent'rous  by  desire, 
Tell  thee  with  speechless  tongues,  and  sem- 
blance pale. 
That,  without  covering,  save  yon  field  of  stars, 
They  here   stand  martyrs,   slain   in  Cupid's 

wars  ; 
And  with  dead  checks  advise  thee  to  desist, 
For  going  on  death's  net,  whom  none  resist. 

Per.  Antiochus,   I   thank   thee,   who   hath 
My  frail  mortality  to  know  itself,  [taught 

And  by  those  fearful  objects  to  prepare  : 
This  body,  like  to  them,  to  what  I  must : 
For  death  remember'd,  should  be  like  a  mirror, 
Who  tells  us,  life's  but   breath  ;  to   trust   it, 

error. 
I'll  make  my  will  then  ;  and  as  sick  men  do, 
Who  know  the  world,  see  heaven,  but  feeling 

woe. 
Gripe  not  at  earthly  joys,  as  erst  they  did ; 
So  I  bequeath  a  happy  peace  to  you. 
And  all  good  men,  as  every  prince  should  do; 
My  riches  to  the  earth  from  whence  they  came; 
But  my  unspotted  fire  of  love  to  you. 

To  the  Daughter  o/Antiochus. 
Thus  ready  for  the  way  of  life  or  death, 
I  wait  the  sharpest  blow,  Antiochus, 
Scorning  advice. 

Ant.  Read  the  conclusion  then ; 
Which  read  and  not  expounded,  'tis  decreed, 
As  these  before  thee  thou  thyself  shall  bleed. 

Dnugh.  In  all,  save  that,  may'st  thou  prove 
prosperous ! 
In  all,  save  that,  I  wish  thee  happiness ! 

Per.  Like  a  bold  champion,  1  assume  tlie  lists, 
Nor  ask  advice  of  any  other  thought 
Butfaitlifulness,  and  courage. 

[He  reads  the  Riddle.] 

/  am  no  viper,  yet  I  feed 
On  mother's  flesh,  which  did  me  breed : 
J  .lought  a  husband,  in  ivhich  labour, 
I  found  that  kindness  in  a  father, 
lie's  father,  son,  and  hnsbandmild, 
1  mother,  wife,  and  yet  his  child. 
Hoio  they  may  be,  and  yet  in  two, 
As  you  will  live,  resolve  it  you. 
Sharp  phytic  is  the  last :  but  O  you  powers  ! 
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That  give  heaven  countless  eyes  to  view  men's 

acts, 
VVliy  cloud  they  not  their  sights  perpetually, 
If  this  be  true  which  makes  me  pale  to  read  it '! 
Fair  glass  of  light,  I  lov'd  you,  and  could  still. 
[  Takes  hold  of  the  hand  of  the  princess. 
Were  not  this  glorious  casket  stor'd  with  ill : 
But  I  must  tell  you, — now,  my  thoughts  revolt; 
For  he's  no  man  on  whom  perfections  wait, 
That  knowing  sin  within,  will  touch  the  gate. 
You're  a  fair  viol,  and  your  sense  the  strings  ; 
Who,  finger'd  to  make  man  his  lawful  music. 
Would  draw  heaven  down,  and  all  the  gods  to 

liearken : 
But  being  play'd  upon  before  your  time. 
Hell  only  danceth  at  so  harsh  a  chime  : 
Good  sooth,  I  care  not  for  you. 

A7it.  Prince  Pericles,  touch  not,  upon  tliy 
For  that's  an  article  within  our  law,  [life. 

As  dangei'ous  as  the  rest.    Your  time's  expir'd; 
Either  expound  now,  or  receive  your  sentence. 

Per.  Great  king, 
Few  love  to  hear  the  sins  they  love  to  act ; 
'Twould  'braid  yourself  too  near  for  me  to 

tell  it. 
Who  has  a  book  of  all  that  monarchs  do, 
He's  more  secure  to  keep  it  shut  than  shown; 
For  vice  repeated,  is  like  the  wand'ring  wind. 
Blows  dust  in  others'  eyes,  to  spread  itself; 
And  yet  the  end  of  all  is  bought  thus  dear. 
The  breath  is  gone,  and  the  sore  eyes  see  cleiir : 
To  stop  the  air  would  hurt   them.     The  blind 

mole  casts 
Copp'd*  hills  towards  heaven,  to  tell,  the  earth 

is  wrong'd 
By  man's  oppression  ;  and  the  poor  worm  doth 

die  for't. 
Kings  are  earth's  gods  :    in   vice   their   law's 

their  will ;  [ill  ? 

And  if  Jove  stray,  who   dares  say,  Jove  doth 
It  is  enuugh  you  know  ;  and  it  is  fit, 
What   being   more   known   grows    worse,  to 

smother  it. 
All  love  the  womb  that  their  first  beings  bred. 
Then  give  my  tongue  like  leave  to  love  my 

head. 
Ant.  Heaven,  that  I  had  thy  head  !  He  has 

found  the  meaning ; — 
But  I  will  gloze  t  with  hiui.    l_Aside.'\   Young 

prince  of  Tyre, 
Though  by  the  tenour  of  our  strict  edict, 
Your  exposition  misinterpreting, 
We  might  proceed  to  cancel  of  your  days  ;t 
Yet  hope  succeeding  from  so  fair  a  tree 
As  your  fan-  self,  doth  tune  us  otherwise : 
Forty  days  longer  we  do  respite  you  ; 
If  by  which  time  our  secret  be  undone, 
This  mercy  shows,  we'll  joy  in  such  a  son  : 
And  until  then,  your  entertain  shall  be, 
As  doth  befit  our  honour,  and  your  worth. 
\_E.veunt  Antiochus, /tw  Daughter,   and 
Attendants. 
Per.  How  courtesy  would  seem  to  cover  sin .' 
When  what  is  done  is  like  a  hypocrite, 
The  which  is  good  in  notiiing  but  in  sight, 
If  it  be  true  that  I  interpret  false, 
Then  were  it  certain,  you  were  not  so  bad, 
As  with  foul  insect  to  abuse  your  soul  ; 
Where§  now  you're  both  a  father  and  a  son, 
By  your  untimely  claspings  with  j'our  child, 
(Which  pleasure  fits  a  husband,  not  a  father;) 
And  she  an  eater  of  her  mother's  flesh. 
By  the  defiling  of  her  parent's  bed ;  [feed 

And  both  like  serpents  are,  who  though  they 
*  Rising  to  a  top  or  liead  +  Flatter,  insinuate 

t  To  the  destruction  of  your  life.  6  Whereaj 
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On  sweetest  flowers,  yet  they  poison  breed. 
Antioch,  farewell!  for  wisdom  sees,  those  men 
Blush  not  in  actions  blacker  than  the  night. 
Will  sliuu   no  course  to  keep  them  from  tlie 

light. 
One  sin,  I  know,  another  doth  provoke; 
Murder's  as  near  to  lust,  as  flame  to  smoke. 
Poison  and  treason  are  the  hands  of  sin, 
Ay,  and  the  targets,  to  putofl'  the  shame  : 
Then,  lest  my  life  be  cropp'd  to  keep  you  clear. 
By  flight  I'll  shun  the  danger  which  I  fear. 

lExit. 

Re-enttr  A^fTIOCHUs. 
Ant.  He  hath   found  the  meaning,  for  the 
which  we  mean 
To  have  his  head. 

He  must  not  live  to  trumpet  forth  my  infamy, 
Nor  tell  the  world,  Antiochus  doth  sin 
In  such  a  loathed  manner  : 
And  therefore  instantly  this  prince  must  die ; 
For  by  his  fall  ray  honour  must  keep  high. 
Who  attends  on  us  there  ? 

Enter  Thaliakd. 
Thai.   Doth  your  highness  call  ? 
Am.  Thaliard,  you're  of  our  chamber,  and 
our  mind 
Partakes  her  private  actions  to  your  secrecy  ; 
And  for  your  faithfulness  we  will  advanceyou. 
Thaliard,    behold,    here's  poison,  and    here's 

gold; 
We  hate  the  prince  of  T3're,   and  thou  must 

kill  him  ; 
It  fits  thee  not  to  ask  the  reason  why, 
Because  we  bid  it.     Say,  is  it  done  ? 

Thai.  My  lord, 
'Tis  done. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Aiit.  Enough  ;  [ha.ste. 

Lest  your  breatli   cool  yourself,  telling  your 
Jtlcss.  My  lord,  prince  Pericles  is  fled. 

[_Exit  Messenger. 
Ant.  As  thou 
Wilt  live,  fly  after:  and,  as  an  arrow  shot 
From  a  well  experienc'd  archer,  hits  the  mark 
His  eye  doth  level  at,  so  ne'er  return. 
Unless  thou  say.  Prince  Pericles  is  dead. 

Thai.  My  lord,  if  I 
Can  get  him  once  within  my  pistol's  length, 
I'll  make  him  sure:  so  farewell  to  your  high- 
ness. \_E.vit. 
Ant.  Thaliard,  adieu !  till  Pericles  be  dead, 
My  heart  can  lend  no  succour  to  my  head. 

lExit. 

SCENE  II.— Tyre.— A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Pericles,  Helicanus,  and  other  Lords. 

Per.  Let  none  disturb  us  :  Why  this  charge 

of  thoughts  ? 
The  sad  companion,  duU-ey'd  melancholy. 
By  me  so  us'd  a  guest  is,  not  an  hour. 
In  the  day's  glorious  walk,  or  peaceful  night. 
(The  tomb  where  grief  should  sleep,)  can  breed 

me  quiet ! 
Here  pleasures  court  mine  eyes,    and  mine 

eyes  shun  them, 
Aiid  danger,  which  1  feared,  is  at  Antioch, 
Whose  arm  seems  far  too  short  to  liit  me  here  : 
Yet  neither  pleasure's  art  can  joy  my  spirits, 
]Sor  yet  the  other's  distance  comfort  inc. 
Then  it  is  thus:  the  passions  of  the  mind. 
That  have  their  first  conception  by  mis-dread. 
Have  after-nourishment  and  life  by  care  ; 
And  what  was  first  but  fear  what  might  be 

done, 
fcrows  plcjcrnow,  and  cares  it  be  not  done. 


And  so  with  me ; — the  great  Antiochus 
('Gainst  whom  I  am  too  little  to  contend, 
Since  he's  so  great,  can  make  his  will  his  act,) 
Will  think  me  speaking,   though  I  swear  to 

silence  ; 
Nor  boot.s  it  nie  to  say,  I  honour  him, 
If  he  suspect  I  may  dishonour  him: 
And  what   may    make  him   blush  in    being' 
known,  [known ; 

He'll  stop  the  course    by  which  it  might  be 
With  hostile  forces  he'll  o'erspread  the  land, 
And  with  the  ostentof  war  will  look  so  huge. 
Amazement  shall  drive  courage  from  the  state; 
Our  men  be  vanquish'd,  ere  they  do  resist, 
And  subjects  punish'd,  that  ne'er  thought  of- 
fence : 
Which  care  of  them,  not  pity  of  myself, ' 
(Who  am  no  more  but  as  the  tops  of  trees. 
Which  fence  the  roots  they  grow  by,  and  de« 

fend  them,) 
Makes  both  my  body  pine,  and  soul  to  languish. 
And  punish  that  before,  that  he  would  punish. 

1  Lord.  Joy  and  all  comfort  in  your  sacred 

breast ! 

2  Lord.  And  keep  your  mind,  till  youi'etuni 
Peaceful  and  comfortable  !  [to  us, 

Hel.  Peace,  peace,  my  lords,  and  give  expe- 
rience tongue. 
They  do  abuse  the  king,  that  flatter  him : 
For  flattery  is  the  bellows  blows  up  sin  ; 
The  thing  the  which  is  flatter'd,  but  a  spark.. 
To  which  that  breath  gives  heat  and  stronger 

glowing  ; 
Whereas  reproof,  obedient,  and  in  order, 
Fits  kings,  as  they  are  men,  for  they  may  err. 
When  seignior  Sooth  here  does  proclaim  a  peace 
He  flatters  you,  makes  war  upon  your  life  : 
Prince,  pardon  me,  or  strike  me,  if  you  please; 
I  cannot  be  much  lower  than  my  knees. 

Per.  All  leave  us  else ;  but  let  your  cares 
o'erlook 
What  shipping  and  whatlading's  in  our  haven. 
And  then  return  to  us.  [Exeutit  Lords.]  Heli- 
canus, thou 
Has  moved  us  :  what  seest  thou  in  our  looks  ? 

Hel.  An  angry  brow,  dreaci  lord. 

Per.    If  there  be  such  a  dart   in   princes' 
frowns? 
How  durst  thy  tongue  move  anger  to  our  face? 

Ilel.  How  dare  the  plantes  look  up  to  heaven 
from  whence 
They  have  their  nourishment  ? 

Per.  Thou  know'st  I  have  power 
To  take  thy  life. 

Hel.  {_KneeUng.']  I  have  ground  the  axe  my- 
Do  you  but  strike  the  blow.  [self; 

Per.  Rise,  pr'ythee  rise  ; 
Sit  down,  sit  down  ;  thou  art  no  flatterer  : 
I  thank  thee  for  it ;  and  high  heaven  forbid. 
That  kings  should  let  their  ears  hear  their 

faults  hid ! 
Fit  counsellor,  and  servant  for  a  prince. 
Who  by  thy  wisdom  mak'st  a  prince  thy  ser- 
What  would'st  thou  have  me  do  .'  [vant, 

Hel.  With  patience  bear 
Such  griefs  as  you  do  laj'  upon  yourself. 

Per.  Thou  speak'st  like  a  physician,  Heli- 
Who  ministcr'st  a  i)otion  unto  me,       [canus  ; 
That  thou  would'st  tremble  to  receive  thyself. 
Attend  me  then  ;  I  went  to  Antioch,      [death. 
Where,    as    thou  know'st,  against  the  face  of 
1  sought  the  purchase  of  a  glorious  beauty. 
From  whence  an  issue  I  might  propagate, 
Bring  ai-ms  to  princes,  and  to  subjects  joys. 
Her  face  was  to  mine  eye  beyond  all  wonder; 
The  rest  (hark in  thine  ear,)  as  black  as  incest ; 
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Which  by  my  knowledge  found,  the  sinful 

father 
Seem'd  not  to  strike,   but  smooth  :  but  thou 

know'st  this, 
'Tis  time  to  fear,  when  tyrants  seem  to  kiss. 
AVhich  fear  so  grew  in  me,  1  hither  fled, 
Under  the  covering  of  a  careful  night,    [here, 
Who  seem'd  my   good  protector  ;  and  being 
Bethought  me  what  was  past,  what  might  suc- 
ceed. 
I  knew  him  tyrannous  ;  and  tyrants'  fears 
Decrease  not,  butgrowfasterthan  their  years  : 
And  should  he  doubt  it,  (as  no  doubt  he  doth,) 
That  I  should  open  to  the  listening  air, 
How  many  woithy  princes'  bloods  were  shed, 
To  keep  his  bed  of  blackness  unlaid  ope,— 
To  lop  that  doubt,  he'll  fill  this  land  with  arms. 
And  make  pretence  of  wrong  that  I  have  done 

him ; 
When  all,  for  mine,  if  I  may  call't  offence. 
Must  feel  war's  blow,  who  spares  not  inno 

cence : 
Which  love  to  all  (of  which  tliyself  art  one, 

Who  now  reprov'st  me  for  it) 

Hel.    Alas,  Sir  ! 

Per.  Drew   sleep  out  of  mine  eyes,  blood 
from  my  cheeks. 
Musings  into  my  mind,  a  thousand  doubts 
How  I  might  stop  this  tempest,  ere  it  came ; 
And  finding  little  comfort  to  relieve  them. 
I  thought  it  princely  charity  to  grieve  them 
Hel.  Well,  ray  lord,  since  ^ou  have  given 
me  leave  to  speak, 
Freely  I'll  speak.     Antiochus  you  fear, 
And  justly  too,  I  think,  you  fear  the  tyrant, 
Who  either  by  public  war,  or  private  treason. 
Will  take  away  your  life. 
Therefore,  my  lord,  go  travel  for  a  while. 
Till  that  his  rage  and  anger  be  forgot. 
Or  Destinies  do  cut  his  thread  of  life. 
Your  rule  direct  to  any  ;  if  to  me, 
Day  serves  not  light  more  faithful  than  I'll  be. 

Per.  I  do  not  doubt  thy  faith  ; 
But  should  he  wrong  my  liberties  in  absence — 
Hel.  We'll   mingle   bloods   together  in  the 
earth 
From  whence  we  liad  our  being  and  our  birth. 
Per.  Tyre,  I  now  look  from  thee  then,  and 
to  Tharsus 
Intend  my  travel,  where  I'll  hear  from  thee  ; 
And  by  whose  letters  I'll  dispose  myself. 
The  care  I  had  and  have  of  subjects  good, 
On  thee  I  lay,  whose  wisdom's  strength  can 

bear  it. 
I'll  take  thy  word  for  faitli,  not  ask  thine  oatli : 
Who  shuns  not  to  break  one,  will  sure  crack 

both  : 
But  in  our  orbs*  we'll  live  so  round  and  safe. 
That  time  of  both  this  truth  shall  ne'er  con- 
vince,! 
Thou    show'dst   a  subject's    shine,    I  a  true 
prince.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. —  Ti/re. — An  Anle-chamber  in  Ihe 
Palace. 
Enter  Thaliard. 
Thai.   So,  this   Tyre,  and  this  is  the  court. 
Here  must  I  kill  king  Pericles  ;  and  if  I  do 
not,  I  am  sure  to  be  hanged  at  home  :  'tis  dan- 
gerous.— Well,  I  perceive  he  was  a  wise  fellow, 
and  had  good  discretion,  that  being  bid  to  ask 
what  he  would  of  the  king,  desired  he  might 
know  none  of  his   secrets.     Now  do  I  see  he 
had  some  reason  for  it :  for  if  a  king  bid  a  man 
be  a  villain,  he  is  bound  by  the  indenture  of 
*  In  our  diB'ereni  spheres.  f  Overcome 


351 


his  oath  to  be  one. — Hush,  here  come   the 
lords  of  Tyre. 

Enter  Helicanus,  Escanes,  and  other  Lords. 

Hel.  You  shall  not  need,    my   fellow  peers 
of  Tyre, 
Further  to  question  of  your  king's  departure. 
His  seal'd  commission,  left  in  trust  with  me, 
Doth  speak  sufficiently,  he's  gone  to  travel. 
Thai.   How!  the  king  gone  !  \^Aside. 

Hel.  If  further  yet  you  will  be  satisfied, 
Why,  as  it  were  unlicens'd  of  your  loves, 
He  would  depart,  I'll  give  some  light  unto  you. 

Being  at  Antioch 

Thai.   What  from  Antioch?    ,  I  Aside. 

Hel.    Royal   Antiochus   (oijj,  what  cause   I 
know  not,) 
Took  some  displeasure  at   him ;  at  least  he 

judg'd  so : 
And  doubting  lest  that  he  had  err'd  or  sinn'd. 
To  show  his  sorrow,  would  correct  himself; 
So  puts  himself  unto  the  shipman's  toil. 
With  whom  each  minute  threatens  life  or  death. 
Thai.    Well,  I  perceive  [^  Aside. 

I  shall  not  be  liang'd  now,  although  I  would  ; 
But   siuce  he's   gone,   the  king  it  sure  must 

please. 
He  scap'd  the  land,  to  perish  on  the  seas, — 
But  I'll  present  me.     Peace  to  the  lords  of 
Tyre  ! 
Hel.   Lord  Thaliard  from  Antiochus  is  wel- 
come. 
Thai.  From  liim  I  come 
With  message  unto  princely  Pericles  ; 
But,  since  my  landing,  as  t  have  understood, 
Yourlord  has  took  himself  to  unknowir  travels. 
My  message  must  return  from  whence  it  came. 
Hel.   We  have  no  reason  to  desire  it,  since 
Commended  to  our  master,  not  to  us  : 
Yet,  ere  you  shall  depart,  this  we  desire, — 
As  friends  to  Antioch,  we  may  feast  in  Tyre. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Tharsus.— A  Room  in  the  Go- 
vernor^s  House. 

Enter  Cleon,  Dionyza,  and  Attendants. 

Cle.  My  Dionyza,  shall  we  rest  us  here. 
And  by  relating  tales  of  others'  griefs. 
See  if  'twill  teach  us  to  forget  our  own  ? 
Dio.  That  were  to  blow  at  fire,  in  hope  to 
quench  it : 
For  who  digs  hills  because  tliey  do  aspire. 
Throws  down  one  mountain ,  to  cast  up  a  higher. 
O  my  distressed  lord,  even  such  our  griefs ; 
Here  they're   but  felt,  and  seen  with  mistful 
eyes,  [rise. 

But  like  to  groves,  being  topp'd,  they  higher 

Cle.  O  Dionyza, 
Who  wantcth  food,  and  will  not  say  he  wants  it, 
Or  can  conceal  his  hunger,  till  he  famish  .' 
Our  tongues  and  sorrows  do  sound  deep  our 

woes 
Into  the  air  ;  our  eyes  do  weep,  till  lungs 
Fetch  breath  that  may  proclaim  them  louder; 

that. 
If  heaven  slumber,  while  tlieircrcatures  want, 
They  may  awake  their  helps  to  comfort  them. 
I'll  then  discourse  our  woes,  felt  several  years. 
And  wanting  breath  to  speak,  help  me  witli 
tears. 
Dio.  I'll  do  my  best.  Sir. 
Cle.  This  Tharsus,  o'er  which  I  have  gov- 
ernment, 
(A  city  on  whom  plenty  held  full  hand,) 
For  riches,  strcv/'d  herself  even  in  the  streets ; 
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Whose  towers  bore  heads  so  high,  they  kiss'd 

the  clouds, 
And  strangers  ne'er  beheld,  but  wonder'd  at ; 
Whose  men  and  dames  so  jetted*  and  adorn'd. 
Like  one  another's  glass  to  trimt  them  by  : 
Their  tables  were  stor'd  full,  to  glad  the  sight. 
And  not  so  much  to  feed  on,  as  delight ; 
All'poverty  was  scorn'd,  and  pride  so  great, 
The  name  of  help  grew  odious  to  repeat. 
Dio.  O,  'tis  too  true. 
Cle.  But  see  what  heaven  can  do  !  By  this 

our  change, 
These  mouths,  whom  but  of  late,  earth,  sea, 

and  air, 
AVere  all  to  Utile  to  content  and  please. 
Although  they  ^ave  their  creatures   in  abun- 
dance, 
As  houses  are  defil'd  for  want  of  use. 
They  are  now  starv'd  for  want  of  exercise  : 
Those   palates,  who   not    yet    two   summers 

younger. 
Must  have  inventions  to  delight  the  taste. 
Would  now  be  glad  of  bread,  and  beg  for  it ; 
Those  mothers  who,  to  nouslet  up  their  babes. 
Thought  nought  too  curious,  are  ready  now, 
To  eat  those  little  darlings  whom  they  lov'd. 
So  sharp  are    hunger's  teeth,  that  man  and 

wife 
Draw  lots,  who  first  shall  die  to  lengthen  life  : 
Here  stands  a  lord,  and  there  a  lady  weeping  ; 
Here  many  sick,  yet  those  which  see  them  fall. 
Have  scarce  strength  left  to  give  them  burial. 
Is  not  this  true  ? 

Dio.  Our  cheeks  and  hollow  eyes  do  witness 

it. 
Cle.  O,  let  those  cities,  that  of  Plenty's  cup 
And  her  prosperities  so  largely  taste. 
With  their  superfluous  riots,  hear  these  tears! 
The  misery  of  Tharsus  may  be  theirs. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  Where's  the  lord  governor  ? 

Cle.  Here.  [haste, 

Speak  out  thy  sorrows  which  thou  bring'st,  in 
For  comfort  is  too  far  for  us  to  expect. 

Lord.  We  have  descried,  upon  our  neigh- 
bouring shore 
A  portly  sail  of  ships  make  hithcrward. 

Cle.  I  thought  as  much. 
One  sorrow  never  comes,  but  brings  an  heir. 
That  may  succeed  as  his  inheritor; 
And  so  in  ours  :  some  neighbouring  nation, 
Taking  advantage  of  our  misery,       [power,$ 
Hath  stufTd  these  hollow   vessels  with   their 
To  beat  us  down,  the  which  are  down  already; 
And  make  a  conquest  of  unhappy  me. 
Whereas  no  glory's  got  to  overcome. 

Lord.  That's  the  least  fear  :  for,  by  the  sem- 
blance [peace. 
Of  their  white  flags   display'd,    they  bring  us 
And  come  to  us  as  favourers,  not  as  foes. 

Cle.  Thou  speak'.^t   like  liim's  untutor'd  to 
repeat,  [deceit. 

Who    makes   the    fair'st  show,    means  most 
But  bring  tliey  what  they  will,  what  need  we 
fear?  [there. 

The  ground's  the  low'st,  and  we  are  half  way 
Go  tcli  their  genera!,  we  attend  him  here. 
To  know  for  what  he  comes,  and  wlience  he 
And  what  he  craves.  [comes. 

Lord.  I  go,   my  lord.  lE.vil. 

Cle.  Welcome  is  peace,  if  he  on  peace  con- 
If  wars,  we  are  unable  to  resist.  [sist  ;|| 

*  To  jet  is  to  strut,  or  walk  proudly. 

I  To  dress  Iheio  by.  i  Nurse  fondly 

§  Forres.  |l  If  he  stniuls  on  peace. 


lAd  jr. 

Enter  Pericles,  icith  Attendants. 
Per.  Lord  governor,  for  so  we  hear  you  are, 
Let  not  our  ships  and  number  of  our  men, 
Be,  like  a  beacon  fir'd,  to  amaze  your  eyes. 
AVe  have  heard  your  miseries  as  far  as  Tyre, 
And  seen  the  desolation  of  your  streets  : 
Nor  come  we  to  add  sorrow  to  your  tears, 
But  to  relieve  them  of  their  heavj-  load  ; 
And  these  our  ships  you  happily*  may  think 
Are,  like  the  Trojan  horse,  war-stuff 'd  within, 
AVith  bloody  vieAvs,  expecting  overthrow. 
Are  stor'd  with'  corn,   to  make  your   needy 

bread. 

And  give  them  life,  who  are  hunger-starv'd, 
half  dead. 
All.  The  gods  of  Greece  protect  you  ! 
And  we'll  pray  for  you. 

Per.  Rise,  J  pray  you,  rise; 
AVe  do  not  look  for  reverence,  but  for  love, 
And  harbourage  for  ourself,  our  ships,  and 
men. 
Cle.  The  which  when  any  shall  not  gratify. 
Or  pay  you  with  unthankfulness  in  thought, 
Be  it  our  wives,  our  children,  or  ourselves. 
The  curse  of  heaven  and  men  succeed  their 
evils !  [seen,) 

Till  when,  (the  which,  I  hope,  shall  ne'er  be 
Your  grace  is  welcome  to  our  town  and  us. 
Per.  Which   welcome  we'll   accept ;    feast 
here  a  while, 
Until  our  stars  that  frown,  lend  us  a  smile. 

[^Exeunt. 

ACT  II. 

Enter  Gower. 

Gow.  Here  have  you  seen  a  mighty  king 
His  child,  I  wist  to  incest  bring  ; 
A  better  prince,  and  benign  lord, 
Prove  awful  both  in  deed  and  word. 
Be  quiet  then,  as  men  should  be, 
Till  he  hath  pass'd  necessity. 
I'll  show  you  those  in  trouble's  reign. 
Losing  a  mite,  a  mountain  gain. 
T  he  good  in  conversation^ 
(To  wliom  I  give  my  benizoia,)ij 
Is  still  at  Tharsus,  where  each  man 
Tliinks  all  is  writ  he  spoken  can  : 
And,  to  remember  what  he  does. 
Gild  his  statute  glorious  : 
But  tidings  to  the  contrary 
Are  brought  your  eyes ;  what  need  speak  I  ? 

Dumb  slioic. 
Enter  at  one  door  Pericles,  talking  uilh  Cle- 
OiV  ;  all  the  train  with  them.  Enter  at  another 
door,  a  Gentleman  u-ith  a  Letter  to  Peri- 
cles ;  Pericles  shows  the  Letter  to  Cleon  : 
then  gives  the  Messenger  a  reward,  and 
knights  him.  Exeunt  Pericles,  Cleon,  &,-c. 
severally. 

Gotv.  Good  Helicane  hath  staid  at  home- 
Not  to  eat  honey,  like  a  drone, 
From  others'  labours  ;  forth  he  strive 
To  killen  bad,  keep  good  alive  ; 
And,  to  fulfil  liis  princes'  desire, 
Sends  word  of  all  that  haps  in  Tyre  : 
How  Thaliard  came  full  bent  with  sin. 
And  hid  intent,  to  murder  him  ; 
And  that  in  Tharsus  was  not  best 
Longer  for  him  to  make  his  rest : 
lie  knowing  so,  put  foi'th  to  seas, 
AVhere    when    men    been,    there's  seldom 
case ; 

*  TerhaiK.  .1  Know. 

I  I .  c.  Coinlucl,  behaviour.      S  Blessia?;. 


acene  I-} 

For  now  the  wind  begins  to  blow ; 
Thunder  above,  and  deeps  below, 
Make  such  unqnict,  that  the  ship       [split ; 
Should    house   him   safe,    is   wreck'd   and 
And  he,  good  prince,  having  all  lost, 
By  waves  from  coast  to  coast  is  tost : 
All  perishen  of  man,  of  pelf, 
Ne  aught  escapen  but  himself; 
Till  fortune,  tir'd  with  doing  bad, 
Threw  him  ashore,  to  give  him  glad  : 
And  here  he  comes :  what  shall  be  next. 
Pardon  old  Gower  ;  this  'longs  the  text. 

EJiit. 
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SCENE  I.—Peniapolis.—An  open  Place  by 
the  Sea  Side. 

Enter  Pericles,  wel. 
Per.  Yet  cease  your  ire,  y6  angry  stars  of 

heaven !  [man 

Wind,  rain,  and  thunder,  remember,  earthly 
Is  but  a  substance  that  must  yield  to  you  ; 
And  I,  as  fits  my  nature,  do  obey  you  ; 
Alas,  the  sea  hath  cast  me  on  the  rocks, 
Wash'd  me  from  shore  to  shore,  and  left  me 

breath 
Nothing  to  think  on,  but  ensuing  death  : 
Let  it  suffice  the  greatness  of  your  powers, 
To  have  bereft  a  prince  of  all  his  fortunes  ; 
And  having  thrown   him  from   your  wat'ry 

grave. 
Here  to  have  death  in  peace,  is  all  he'll  crave. 

Enter  three  Fishermen. 

1  Fish.  What,  ho,  Philche ! 

2  Fish.  Ho!  come,  and  bring  away  tlie  nets. 
1  Fish.  Wliat  Patch-breech,  I  say  ! 
S  Fish.  What  say  you,  master? 
1  Fish.  Look  how  thou  stirrest  now  !   come 

away,  or  Pll  fetcii  thee  with  a  wannion. 

3  Fish.  'Faith,  master,  I  am  thinking  of  the 
poor  men  that  were  cast  away  before  us,  even 
now. 

1  Fish.  Alas,  poor  souls,  it  griev'd  myheart 
to  hear  what  pitiful  cries  they  made  to  us,  to 
help  them,  when,  well-a-day,  we  could  scarce 
help  ourselves. 

3  Fish.  Nay,  master,  said  not  I  as  much, 
when  I  saw  the  porpus,  how  he  bounced  and 
tumbled  ?  they  say,  they  are  half  fish,  half 
flesh  :  a  plague  on  them,  they  ne'er  come,  but 
I  look  to  be  wash'd.  Master,  1  marvel  how 
the  fishes  live  in  the  sea. 

1  Fish.  Why  as  men  do  a-land ;  the  great 
ones  eat  up  the  little  ones:  I  can  compare  our 
ricli  misers  to  nothing  so  filly  as  to  a  whale;  'a 
plays  and  tumbles,  driving  the  poor  fry  before 
him,  and  at  last  devours  them  all  at  a  mouth- 
ful. Such  whales  have  I  hccird  on  a'the  land, 
who  never  leave  gaping,  till  they've  swallow'd 
the  whole  parisii,  church,  steeple,  bells,  and 
all. 

Per.  A  pretty  moral. 

3  Fish.  But,  master,  if  I  had  been  tlie  sex- 
ton, I  would  have  been  that  day  in  the  belfry. 

2  Fish.  Why  man  ? 

3  Fish.  Because  he  shoukl  have  swallow'd 
nie  too  :  and  when  I  had  been  in  his  belly,  I 
would  have  kept  sucli  a  jangling  of  the  bells, 
that  he  should  never  have  left,  till  he  cast 
bells,  steeple,  church,  and  parish,  up  again. 
But  if  the  good  king  Simonides  were  of  my 
mind 

Per.  Simonides  ? 

3  Fish.  We  would  purge  the  land  of  these 
drones  that  rob  the  bee  of  her  hone}'. 
Per,  How  from  thcfionv  Subject  of  t!ie  sc.a 


These  fishers  tell  the  infirmities  of  men  ; 
And  from  their  wat'ry  empire  recollect 
All  that  may  men  approve,  or  men  detect ! 
Peace  be  at  your  labour,  honest  fishermen. 

2  Fish.  Honest!  good  fellow,  what's  that? 
if  it  be  a  day  fits  you,  scratch  it  out  of  the  cal- 
endar, and  nobody  will  look  after  it. 

Per.  Nay,  see,  the  sea  hath  cast  upon  your 
coast — 

2  Fish.  What  a  drunken  knave  was  the  sea; 
to  cast  thee  in  our  way  ! 

Per.  A  man  whom  both  the  waters  and  the 
wind, 
In  that  vast  tennis-court,  hath  made  the  ball 
For  them  to  play  upon,  entreats  you  pity  him  ; 
He  asks  of  you,  that  never  us'd  to  beg. 

1  Fish.  No,  friend,  cannot  you  beg?  here's 
them  in  our  country  of  Greece,  gets  morewitU 
begging,  than  we  can  do  with  working. 

2  Fish.  Canst  thou  catch  any  fishes  then  ? 
Per.  I  never  practis'd  it. 
2  Fish.  Nay,  then  thou  wilt  starve  sure  ;  for 

here's  nothing  to  be  got  now-a-days,  unless 
thou  canst  fish  for't. 

Per.  What  I  have  been,  I  have  forgot  to 
know  ; 
But  what  I  am,  want  teaches  me  to  think  on  ; 
A  man  shrunk  up  with  cold:  my  veins  are  chill, 
And  have  no  more  of  life  than  may  suffice 
To  give  my  tongue  that  heat,  to  ask  your  help  ; 
Which  if  you  shall  refuse,  when  I  am  dead, 
For  I  am  a  man,  pray  see  me  buried. 

1  Fish.  Die  quoth-a?  Now  gods  forbid! 
have  a  gown  here  ;  come,  put  it  on;  keep  thee 
warm.  Now,  afore  me,  a  handsome  fellow. 
Come,  thou  shall  go  home,  and  we'll  have 
flesh  for  holidays,  fish  for  fasting-days,  and 
nioreo'er  puddings  and  flap-jacks,*  and  thou 
shall  be  welcome. 

Per.  I  thank  you,  Sir. 

2  Fish.  Hark  you,  my  friend,  j'ou  said 
you  could  not  beg. 

Per.  1  did  but  crave. 

2  Fish.  But  crave?  Then  I'll  turn  craver 
too,  and  so  I  shall  'scape  whipping. 

Per.  Why,  are  all  j'our  beggars   whipp'd 
then  ? 

2  Fish.  O,  not  all,  my  friend,  not  all ;  for  if 
all  your  beggars  were  whipp'd,  I  would  wish 
no  better  office,  than  to  be  beadle.  But,  mas- 
ter, I'll  go  draw  up  the  net. 

\_E.veunt  itco  of  the  Fishermen, 

Per.  How  well  this  honest  mirth  becomes 
their  labour ! 

1  Fish.  Hark  you  Sir!  do  you  know  where 
you  are  ? 

Per.  Not  well. 

1  Fish.  Why,  I'll  tell  you:  this  is  called 
Pentapolis,  and  our  king,  the  good  Simonides. 

Per.  The  good  king  Simonides,  do  you  call 
him  ? 

1  Fish.  Ay,  Sir;  and  he  deserves  to  be  so 
call'd,  for  his  peaceable  reign,  and  good  gov- 
ernment. 

Per.  He  is  a  happy   king,  since  from  his 
subjects 
He  gainstlie  name  of  good,  by  his  government. 
How  far  is  his  coint  distant  from  this  shore  ? 

1  Fish.  Marry,  Sir,  half  a  day's  journey  ; 
and  I'll  tell  you,  he  hath  a  fair  daughter,  and 
to-morrow  is  her  birth-day  ;  and  thei'e  are 
princes  and  knights  come  from  all  parts  of 
the  world,  to  just  and  tourneyt  for  her  love. 

Per.  Did  but  my  fortunes  equal  my  desires, 
ll'd  wish  to  make  one  there. 


Psincakes, 
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1  Fish.  0,  Sir,  things  must  be  as  they  may  ; 
and  what  a  man  cannot  get,  he  may  lawfully 
deal  for — his  wife's  soul. 

Re-enter  the  Two  Fishermen,  drawing  up  a  net. 

2  Fish.  Help,  master,  help ;  here's  a  fish 
hangs  in  the  net,  like  a  poor  man's  right  in  the 
law ;  'twill  hardly  come  out.  Ha !  bots  on't, 
'tis  come  at  last,  and  'tis  turn'd  to  a  rusty  ar- 
mour. 

Per.  An  armour,  friends !  I  pray  you,  let  me 

see  it. 
Thanks,  fortune,  yet,  that  after  all  my  crosses, 
Thou  giv'st  me  somewhat  to  repair  myself; 
And,  though  it  was  mine  own,  part  of  mine 

heritage. 
Which  my  dead  father  did  bequeath  to  me. 
With  this  strict  charge,  (even  as  he  left  his 
Keep  it,  my  Pericles,  it  hath  been  a  shield  [life,) 
^Ticixt  me  and  death;  (and  pointed  to  this 

brace:)* 
For  that  it  sav'd  me,  keep  it ;  in  like  necessity, 
Which  godsprotect  thee  from !  itmaydefendthee. 
It  kept  where  I  kept,  I  so  dearly  lov'd  it ; 
Till  the  rough  seas,  that  spare  not  any  man, 
Took  it  in  rage,    though    calm'd,  they   give't 

again : 
I  thank  thee  for't ;  my  shipwreck's  now  no  ill, 
Since  I  have  here  my  father's  gift  by  will. 
1  Fish.  What  mean  you,  Sir  ? 
Fcr.  To  beg  of  you,  kind  friends,  this  coat 

of  worth, 
For  it  was  sometime  target  to  a  king ; 
I  know  it  by  this  mark.     He  lov'd  me  dearly, 
And  for  his  sake,  I  wish  the  having  of  it ; 
And  that  you'd  guide  me  to  your  sovereign's 

court, 
Where  with't  I  may  appear  a  gentleman ; 
And  if  that  ever  my  low  fortunes  better, 
I'll  pay  your  bounties ;   till  then,  rest  your 

debtor. 
1  Fish.  Why,  wilt  thou  tourney  for  the  lady  ? 
Per.  I'll  show  the  virtue  I  have  borneinarms. 

1  Fish.  Why,  do  ye  take  it,  and  the  gods 
give  thee  good  on't ! 

2  Fish.  Ay,  but  hark  you,  my  friend ;  'twas 
■we  that  made  up  tliis  garment  through  the 
rough  seams  of  the  waters:  there  are  certain 
oondolements,  certain  veils.  I  hope,  Sir,  if 
you  thrive,  you'll  remember  from  whence  you 
had  it. 

Per.  Believe't,  I  will. 
Now,  by  your  furtherance,  lam  cloth'd  in  steel; 
And  spite  of  all  the  rupture  of  the  sea, 
This  jewel  holds  his  bidingt  on  my  arm ; 
Unto  thy  value  will  I  mount  myself 
tJpon  a  courser,  whose  delightful  steps 
Shall  make  the  gazer  joy  to  see  him  tread. — 
Only,  my  friend,  I  yet  am  unprovided 
Of  a  pair  of  bases. t 

2  Fish.  We'll  sure  provide:  thou  shalt  have 
my  best  gown  to  make  thee  a  pair ;  and  I'll 
bring  thee  to  the  couit  myself. 

Per.  Then  honour  be  but  a  goal  to  my  will ; 
This  day  I'll  rise,  or  else  add  ill  to  ill. 

[_E.veunf. 

SCENE  JI.—  The  same.— A  public  Way,    or 
Platform,  leading  to  the  Lists.  A  Pavilion  by 
the  aide  of  it,  for  the  reception  of  the  King, 
Princess,  Lords,  <^-l. 
Enter  Simonides,  Thaisa,  Lords,  and  Atten- 
dants. 
Sim.  Are  the  knights  ready  to  begin  the 
triuinph  ? 
Armour  for  the  arm.  t  Kef-piiig- 

f  A  kind  d;'  loose  breaches. 


1  Lord.  They  are,  my  liege ; 
And  stay  your  coming  to  present  themselves. 
Sim.  Return  them,*  we  are  ready  ;  and  our 
daughter, 
In  honour  of  whose  birth  these  triumphs  are. 
Sits  here,  like  beauty's  child,  whom  nature  gat 
For  men  to  see,  and  seeing  wonder  at. 

[^Exit  a  Lord. 
Thai.  It  pleaseth  you,  my  father,   to  ex- 
press 
My  commendations  great,  whose  merit's  less. 
Sim.  'Tis  fit  it  should  be  so  ;  for  princes  are 
A  model,  which  heaven  makes  like  to  itself: 
As  jewels  lose  their  glory,  if  neglected, 
So  princes  their  renown,  if  not  respected. 
'Tis  now  your  honour,  daughter,  to  explain 
The  labour  of  each  knight,  in  his  device. + 
Thai.  Which,  to  preserve  mine  honour,  I'll 
perform. 
E?iter  a  Knight;  he  passes  over  the  Stage,  and 
his  Squire  presents  his  Shield  to  the  Princess. 
Sim.  Who  is  the  first  that  doth  prefert  him- 
self? 
Thai.  A  knight   of  Sparta,    my  renowned 
father ; 
And  the  device  he  bears  upon  his  shield 
Is  a  black  .Sthiop,  reaching  at  the  sun ; 
The  word,§  Lux  tua  vita  mihi. 

Sim.  He  loves  you  well,  that  holds   his  life 
of  you.  [  The  second  Knight  passes. 

Who  is  the  second,  that  presents  hioiseK? 

Thai.  A  prince  of  Macedon,  my  royal  father ; 
And  the  device  he  beai-s  upon  his  shield 
Is  an  arm'd  knight,  that's  conquer'd  by  a  lady : 
The  motto  thus,  in  Spanish,  Piu  per  dulcura, 
qxie  per  fuerca.\\ 

[  Tlie  third  Knight  passes. 
Sim.  And  what's  the  third  ? 
Thai.  The  third,  of  Antioch ; 
And  his  device,  a  wreath  of  chivalry  ; 
The  word,  Me  pompm  provexit  apex. 

[^The  fourth  Knight  passes. 
Sim.  What  is  the  fourth  ? 
Thai.  A  burning  torch,  that's  turned  upside 
down ; 
The  word,  Quod  me  alit,  me  extinguit. 

Sim.  Which   shows   that   beauty   hath   his 
power  and  will, 
Which  can  as  well  inflame,  as  it  can  kill. 

[  The  fifth  night  passes. 

Thai.  The   fifth,    a   hand    environed   with 

clouds ;  [tried : 

Holding  out  gold,  that's  by  the  touchstone 

The  motto  thus,  Sic  spectandi  fides. 

[  The  sixth  Knight  passes. 
Sim.  And  what's  the  sixth  and  last,  which 
the  knight  himself 
With  such  a  graceful  courtesy  deliver'd  ? 

Thai.  He  seems  a  stranger ;  but  his  present  is 
A  wither'd  branch,  that's  only  green  at  top  : 
The  motto,  Li  line  spe  vivo. 

Sim.  A  pretty  moral ; 
From  the  dejected  state  wherein  he  is. 
He  hopes  bv  you  his  fortunes  yet  may  flourish. 

1  Lord.  He  had  need  mean  better  than  his 

outward  show 
Can  any  way  speak  in  his  just  commend  : 
For,  by  his  rusty  outside,  he  appears 
To  have  practis'd  more  the  whipstock,^  than 

the  lance. 

2  Lord.  He  well  may  be  a  stranger,  for  he 

comes  .     J 

To  an  honour'd  triumph  strangely  furnish  d. 

'  /.  e.  Return  thorn  notice.        1  Emblem  on  a  shield. 

1  Offer.        §  The  mOllD.     \\  /■  e.  More  by  sweetnesf. 
\m  f>y  fprtc.  V.  UaQtile  of  a  whip. 


Scene  III  \ 

3  Lord.  AnJ  on  set  purpose  let  his  armour 
Until  this  day,  to  scour  it  in  the  dust.       [rust 
Sim.  Opinion's  but  a  fool,  that  makes  us  scan 
The  outward  habit  by  the  inward  man. 
But  stay,  the  knights  are  coming  ;  we'll  with- 
draw ^  ^ 
Into  the  gallery.  lExcxint. 
[  Great  shouts,  and  all  cry,  The  mean  knight . 
SCENE  III.— The  same.— A  Hall  of  State. 

A  Banquet  prepared. 
Enter  Simo.niu£s,  Thaisa,  Loeds,  Knights, 
and  Attendants. 
Sim.  Knights, 
To  say  you  are  welcome,  were  superUuous. 
To  place  upon  the  volume  ol'  your  deeds, 
As  in  a  title-page,  your  worth  in  arms,       Idt, 
Were  more  than  you  expect,  or  more  than  s 
Since  every  worth  in  show  commends  itself. 
Prepare  for  mirth,  for  mirth  becomes  a  feast : 
You  are  my  guests. 

Thai.  But  you,  my  knight  and  guest  ; 
To  whom  this  wreath  of  victory  I  give, 
And  crown  you  king  of  this  day's  happiness. 
Per.  'Tis'more  by  fortune,  lady,  than  my 

merit. 
Sim.    Call  it   by  what  you  will,  the  day  is 
yours ; 
And  here,  I  hope,  is  none  that  envies  it. 
In  framing  artists,  art  hath  thus  decreed, 
To  make  some  good,  but  others  to  exceed  ; 
\nd  you're  her  labour'd  scholar.  Come,  queen 
o'the  feast,  Cplac«  '• 

(For  daughter,    so  you  are,)   here  take  your 
Marshall  the  rest,  as  they  deserve  their  grace. 
Knights.    We  are  honour'd   much  by  good 

Simonides. 
Sim.  Your  presence  glads  our  days ;  hon- 
our we  love, 
For  who  hates  honour,  hates  the  gods  above. 
Marsh.   Sir,  youd's  your  place. 
Per.   Some  other  is  more  fit. 
1  Knight.  Contend   not,  Sir;    for   we   are 
gentlemen, 
That  neither  in  our  hearts,  nor  outward  eyes. 
Envy  the  great,  nor  do  the  low  despise. 
Per.  You  are  right  courteous  knights. 
Sim.  Sit,  sit.  Sir  ;  sit. 

Per.  By   Jove,    I   wonder,  that  is  king  of 
thoughts, 
These  cates  resist  me,*  she  not  thought  upon. 

Thai.  By  Juno,  that  is  queen 
Of  marriage,  all  the  viands  that  I  eat 
Do  seem  unsavoury,  wishing  him  my  meat; 
Sure  he's  a  gallant  gentleman. 

Sim.   He's  but 
A  country  gentleman ; 

He  has  done  no  more  than  otlier  knights  have 
Broken  a  staflf,  or  so  ;  so  let  it  pass,      [done  ; 
Thai.  To  me  he  seems  like  diamond  to  a  glass. 
Per.  Yon  king's  to  me,  like  to  my  father's 
picture, 
Which  tells  me,  in  that  glory  once  he  was  ; 
Had  princes  sit,  like  stars,  about  his  throne, 
And  he  the  sun,  for  them  to  reverence. 
None  that  beheld  him,  but  like  lesser  lights. 
Did  veilt  their  crown  to  his  supremacy  ; 
Where  now  his  son's  a  glow-worm  in  the  night, 
The  which  hath  fire  in  darkness,  none  in  light; 
"  Whereby  I  see  that  time's  the  king  of  men. 
For  he's  their  parent,  and  he  is  their  grave. 
And  gives  them  what  he  will,  not  what  they 
crave. 
Sim.  What,  are  you  merry,  knights  ! 
*  I.e.  Tiiesc  delicacies  go  against  tnv  stomach. 
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1  Knight.  Who  can  be  other,  in  this  royal 

presence  ? 
Sim.    Here,  with  a  cup  that's   stor'd  unto 
the  brim, 
(As  you  do  love,  fill  to  your  mistress'  lips,) 
We  drink  tliis  liealtii  to  you. 

Knights.   We  thank  your  grace. 
Sim.    Yet  pause  awhile; 
Yon  knight,  msthinks,dothsittoo melancholy, 
As  if  the  entertainment  in  our  court 
Had  not  a  show  might  countervail  his  worth. 
Note  it  not  vou,  Thaisa  .' 

Thai.   Wiiat  is  it 
To  ine,  my  father  ! 

Sim.  O,"  attend,  my  daughter  ; 
Princes,  in  this,  should  live  like  gods  above^ 
Wlio  freely  give  to  every  one  that  comes 
To  honour  them  :  and  princes,    not  doing  so, 
Are  like  to  gnats,  which  make  a  sound,  but 
Are  wonder'd  at.  [kill'd 

Therefore  to  make's  entrance  more  sweet,  here 

say. 
We  drink  this  standing-bowl  of  wine  to  him. 

Thai.  Alas,  my  father,  it  befits  not  me 
Unto  a  stranger  knight  to  be  so  bold  ; 
He  may  my  profl'er  take  for  an  ofience. 
Since  mentake  women's  gifts  for  impudence, 

Sim.    How  ! 
Do  as  I  bid  you,  or  you'll  move  me  else. 

Thai.  Now,  by  the  gods,  he  could  not  please 

me  better.  [_Aside. 

9im.   And    further  tell   him,    we  desire  to 

know, 

Of  whence  he  is,  his  name  and  parentage. 

Thai.  The  king  my  father,  Sir,  has  drunk 

to  you. 
Per.  I  thank  him. 
Thai.  Wishing  it  so  much  blood  unto  your 

life. 
Per.  I  thank  both  him  and  you,  and  pledge 

him  freely. 
Thai.  And  further  he  desires  to  know  of  you, 
Of  whence  you  are,  your  name  and  parentage. 
Per.    A  gentleman    of   Tyre — (my   name, 
Pericles  ; 
My  education  being  in  arts  and  arms;) — 
Who,  looking  for  adventures  in  the  world. 
Was  by  the  rough  seas  reft  of  ships  and  men. 
And,  after  shipwreck,  driven  upon  this  shore. 
Thai.  He  thanks  your  grace ;  names  him- 
self Pericles, 
A  gentleman  of  Tyre,  who  only  by 
Misfortune  of  the  seas  has  been  bereft 
Of  ships  and  men,  and  cast  upon  this  shore. 
Sim.  Now,  by  the  gods,   I  pity  his  misfor- 
tune, 
And  will  awake  him  from  his  melancholy. 
Come,  gentlemen,  we  sit  too  long  on  trifles, 
And  waste  the  time,  which  looks  for  other  rC' 

vels. 
Even  in  your  armours,  as  you  are  address'd/ 
Will  very  well  become  a  soldier's  dance. 
I  will  not  have  excuse,  with  saying,  this 
Loud  music  is  too  harsh  for  ladies'  heads ; 
Since  they  love  men  in  arms,  as  well  as  beds. 

[  The  Knights  dame. 
So,  this  was  well  ask'd,  'twas  so  well  per- 
Come,  Sf;  [form'd. 

Here  is  a  lady  that  wants  breathing  too : 
And  I  have  often  heard,  you  knights  of  Tyre 
Are  excellent  in  making  ladies  trip ; 
And  that  their  measurest  are  as  excellent. 
Per.  In  those  that  practise  them,  they  are 
mv  lord. 


Prepared  for  combat  • 


T  Dance? 
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Sim-   O,  that's  as  much,  as  you  would  be 
deny'd 

[T/ie  Knights  and  Ladies  dance. 
Of  your  fair  courtesy. — Unclasp,  unclasp  : 
Thanks  gentlemen,  to  all ;  all  have  done  well ; 
But  you  the  best.    [  To  Pericles.]  Pages  and 

lights  conduct 
These   knights  unto  their   several  lodgings: 

Yours,  Sir, 
We  have  given  order  to  be  next  our  own. 
Per.  I  am  at  your  grace's  pleasure. 
Sim.  Princes,  it  is  too  late  to  talk  of  love. 
For  that's  the  mark  I  know  you  level  at : 
Therefore  eaoh  one  betake  him  to  his  rest ; 
To-morrow,  all  for  speeding  do  their  best. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— Tyre.— A  Room  in  the  Gover- 
nor's house. 
Enter  Helicanes  and  Escanes. 
Hel.  No,    no,    my  Escanes ;   know  this  of 
Antiochus  from  incest  liv'd  not  free;     [me, — 
For  which,  the  most  high  gods  not  minding 
longer  [store, 

To  withhold  the  vengeance  that  they  had  in 
Due  to  this  heinous  capital  offence, 
Even  in  the  height  and  pride  of  all  his  glory. 
When  he  was  seated,  and  his  daughter  with 
In  a  chariot  of  inestimable  value,  [him, 

A  fire  from  heaven  came,  and  shrivell'd  up 
Their  bodies,   even  to  loathing ;    for  they  so 

stunk 
That  all  those  eyes  ador'd  them,*  ere  their  fall, 
Scorn  now  their  hand  should  give  them  burial. 
Esca.  'Twas  very  strange. 
Hel.  And  yet  but  just ;  for  though     [guard 
This  king  were  great,  his  greatness  was  no 
To  bar  heaven's  shaft,  bnt  sin  had  his  reward. 
Esca.  'Tis  very  true. 

Enter  tlvree  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Sce,not  a  man  in  private  conference. 
Or  council,  has  respect  with  him  but  he. 

2  Lord.  It  shall  no  longer  grieve  without  re- 

proof. 

3  Lord.  And  curs'd  be  he  that  will  not  second 


1  Lord.  Follow  me,  then :  Lord  Helicane,  a 

word. 
Hel.  With  me  ?  and  welcome  :  Happy  day, 

niy  lords. 
1  Lord.  Know  that  our  griefs  are  risen  to  the 

top. 
And  now  at  length  they  overflow  their  banks. 
Hel.  Your  griefs,  for  what  ?  wrong  not  the 

prince  you  love. 

1  Lord.  Wrong  not  yourself  then,  noble  He- 

licane ; 
But  if  the  prince  do  live,  let  us  salute  him. 
Or   know  what  ground's  made  happy  by  his 

breath. 
If  in  the  world  he  live,  we'll  seek  him  out ; 
If  in  his  grave  he  rest,  we'll  find  him  there  ; 
And  be  resolvd,t  he  lives  to  govern  us, 
O^-  dead,  gives  cause  to  mourn  his  funeral, 
And  lea^res  us  to  our  free  election. 

2  Lord.  Whose  death's,  indeed,  the  strong- 

est in  our  censure  it 
And  knowing  this  kingdom,  if  without  a  head, 
(Like  goodly  buildings  left  without  a  roof,) 
Will  soon  to  ruin  fall,  your  noble  self, 
That  best  know'st  how  to  rule,  and  how  to 

reign. 
We  thus  submit  luito, — our  sovereign. 

-  Which  aJored  then).  tSitisfieJ. 

':  3  urijuient,  opinion 


lAct  IT. 

All.  Live,  noble  Helicane  '■ 
Hel.  Try  honour's  cause,  forbear  your  suf- 
frages : 
If  that  you  love  prince  Pericles,  forbear. 
Take  I  your  wish,  I  leap  into  the  seas, 
Where's  hourly  trouble  for  a  minute's  ease. 
A  twelvemonth  longer,  let  me  then  entreat 

you 
To  forbear  choice  i'the  absence  of  your  king: 
If  in  which  time  expir'd,  he  not  return, 
I  shall  with  aged  patience  bear  your  yoke. 
But  if  I  cannot  win  you  to  this  love. 
Go  search  like  noblemen,  like  noble  subjects, 
And  in  your  search  spend  your  adventurous 

worth ; 
Whom  if  you  find,  and  win  unto  return. 
You  shall  like  diamonds  sit  about  his  crown. 

1  Lord.  To  wisdom  he's  a  fool  that  will  not 
And,  since  lord  Helicane  enjoyeth  us,  [yield  ; 
We  with  our  travels  will  endeavour  it. 

Hel.  Then  you  love  us,  we  you,   and  we'll 
clasp  hands ; 
When  peers  thus  knit,  a  kingdom  ever  stands. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. — Pentapolis. — A  Room  in  the 
Palace. 
Enter  Simonides,  reading  a  Letter,  ^Ae  Knights 
meet  him. 

1  Knight.  Good  morrow  to  the  good  Simon- 
ides. 

Sim.  Knights,  from  my  daughter  this  I  let 
you  know, 
That  for  this  twelvemonth,  she'll  not  undertake 
A  married  life. 

Her  reason  to  herself  is  only  known, 
Which  from  herself  by  no  means  can  I  get. 

2  Knight.  May  we  not  get  access  to  her,  my 
lord  ? 

Sim.  'Faith,  by  no  means ;  she  hath  so  strict- 
ly tied  her 

To  her  chamber,  that  it  is  impossible. 

One  twelve  moons  more  she'll  wear  Diana's 
livery ; 

This  by  the  eye  of  Cynthia  hath  she  vow'd, 

And  on  her  virgin  honour  will  not  break  it. 

3  Knight.  Though  loath  to  bid  farewell,  we 

take  our  leaves.  lExeunf. 

Sim.  So 
They're  well  despatch'd  ;  now  to  my  daugh- 
ter's letter :  [knight. 
She   tells  me  here,   she'll  wed  the   stranger 
Or  never  more  to  view  nor  day  nor  light. 
Mistress,   'tis  well,  your  choice  agrees  with 

mine ; 
I  like  that  well : — nay,  how  absolute  she's  in't. 
Not  minding  whether  I  dislike  or  no  ! 
Well,  I  commend  her  choice ; 
And  will  no  longer  have  it  be  delay'd. 
Soft,  here  he  comes  : — I  must  dissemble  it. 
Enter  Pericles. 
Per.  All  fortune  to  the  good  Simonides  I 
Sim.  To  you  as  much,  Sir  !   I  am  beholden 
to  you, 
For  your  sweet  music  this  last  night :  my  ears, 
I  do  protest,  were  never  better  fed 
AVith  sucli  delightful  pleasing  harmony. 

Per.  It  is  your  grace's  pleasure  to  commend  ; 
Net  my  desert. 

Sim.  Sir,  you  are  music's  master. 

Per.  The  worst  of  all  her  scholars,  my  good 

lord. 
Sim.  Let  me  ask  one  thing.     What  do  you 
think.  Sir,  of 
Mv  daughter  .' 
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Per.  As  of  a  most  virtuous  princess. 
Sim.  And  she  is  fair  too,  is  she  not  ?     [fair. 
Per.   As  a  fair  day  in  summer;  wondrous 
Sim.  My  daughter.  Sir,  thinks  very  well  of 
you ; 
Ay,  so  well.  Sir,  that  you  must  be  her  master, 
And  she'll  your  scholar  be ;  therefore  look  to  it. 
Per.  Unworthy  I  to  be  her  schoolmaster. 
Sim.  She  thinks  not  so  ;  peruse  this  writing 

else. 
Per.  What's  here ! 
A  letter  that  she  loves  the  knight  of  Tyre  ? 
'Tis  the  king's  subtilty,to  have  my  life.  lAnde. 
O,  seek  not  to  intrap,  my  gracious  lord, 
A  stranger  and  distressed  gentleman, 
That  never  aim'd  so  high,  to  love  your  daughter. 
But  bent  all  offices  to  honour  her. 

Sim.  Thou  hast  bewitch'd  my  daughter,  and 
thou  art 
A  villain. 

Per.  By  the  gods,  I  have  not.  Sir. 
Never  did  thought  of  mine  levy  offence ; 
Nor  never  did  my  actions  yet  commence 
A   deed   might  gain   her   love,  or  your  dis- 
pleasure. 
Sim.  Traitor,  thou  liest. 
Per.  Traitor  ! 

Sim.  Ay,  traitor.  Sir.  [king.) 

Per.  Even  in  his  throat,  (unless  it  be  the 
That  calls  me  traitor,  I  return  the  lie. 

.S7»i.   Now,  by  the  gods,   I  do  applaud  his 
courage.  [^  Aside. 

Per.  My  actions  are  as  noble  as  my  thoughts. 
That  never  relish'd  of  a  base  descent. 
I  came  unto  your  court,  for  honour's  cause. 
And  not  to  be  a  rebel  to  her  state ; 
And  he  that  othei-wise  accounts  of  me, 
This  sword  shall  prove  he's  honour's  enemy. 

Sim.  No!— 
Here  comes  my  daughter,  she  can  witness  it. 
Enter  Thaisa. 
Per.  Then,  as  you  are  as  virtuous  as  fair. 
Resolve  your  angry  father,  if  my  tongue 
Did  e'er  solicit,  or  my  hand  subscribe 
To  any  syllable  that  made  love  to  you? 

Thai.  Why,  Sir,  say  if  you  had. 
Who  takes  offence  at  that  would  make  me  glad  1 
Sim.  Yea,  mistress,  are  you  so  peremptory?— 
I  am  glad  of  it  with  all  my  heart.  lAsidc.']  I'll 

tame  you; 
I'll  bring  you  in  subjection. — 
Will  you,  not  having  my  consent,  bestow 
Your  love  and  your  affections  on  a  stranger? 
(Who,  for  ought  I  know  to  the  contrary, 
Or  think,  maybe  as  great  in  blood  as  I.)  lAside. 
Hear  therefore,  mistress;  frame  your  will  to 
mine, —  [11^7 

And  you,  Sir,  hear  you.— Either  be  rul'd  by 
Or  I  will  make  you — man  and  wife. —  [too.-- 
Nav,  come;  your  hands  and  lips  must  seal  it 
And'beingjoin'd,  I'll  thus  your  hopes  destroy; 
And  for  a  further  grief,— God  give  you  joy ! 
What,  are  you  both  pleas'd  ? 
Thai.  Y'^es,  if  you  love  me.  Sir. 
Per.  Even  as  my  life,  my  blood  that  fosters  it. 
Sim.  What,  are  you  both  agreed  ? 
Bnth.  Yes,  please  your  majesty. 
Sim.  It  pleaseth  me  so  well,  I'll  see  you  wed; 
-    Then,  with  what  haste  you  can,  get  you  to  bed. 

{^Exeunt. 
ACT  III. 
Enter  Gower. 
Go^B.  Now  sleep  y slaked*   hath  the  rout; 
No  diu  but  snores,  the  house  about, 
•  QuyiclieiJ. 


Made  louder  by  the  o'er-fed  breast 
Of  this  most  pompous  marriage-feast. 
The  cat,  with  oyne  of  burning  coal, 
Now  couches  'fore  the  mouse's  hole: 
And  crickets  sing  at  th'  oven's  moutb, 
As  the  blither  for  their  drouth. 
Hyinen  hatii  brought  the  bride  to  bed. 
Where,  by  the  loss  of  maidenhead, 
A  babe  is  moulded: — Be  attent, 
And  time  that  is  so  briefly  spent, 
With  your  fine  fancies  quaintly  eche;' 
What's  dumb  in  show,  I'llplain  with  speecli. 
Dumb  show. 
Enter  Pericles  and  Simonides   at  one  door, 
with  Attendants;  a  Messenger  meets  them, 
kneels,  and  gives  Pericles  a  letter.     Peri- 
cles shows  it  to  Simonides  ;   the  Lords  kneel 
to  the  former.   Then  enter  Thaisa  with  child, 
and  Lychorida.  Simonides  shows hisdaugh- 
ter  the  letter;  she  rejoices :  she  and  Pericles 
take  leave  of  her  father,  and  depart.     Then 
Simonides,  %-c.  retire. 

Gow-    By    many   a   dearni   and  painful 
Of  Pericles' the  careful  search  [perchj: 

By  the  four  opposing  coignes,^ 
Which  the  world  together  joins, 
Is  made,  with  all  due  diligence, 
'That  horse,  and  sail,  and  high  expense, 
Can  stead  the  quest. 1|  At  last  from  Tyre 
(Fame  answering  the  most  strong  inquire,) 
To  the  court  of  king  Simonides 
Are  letters  brought ;  the  tenour  these  : 
Antiochus  and  his  daughter's  dead ; 
The  men  of  Tyrus,  on  the  head 
Of  Helicanus  would  set  on 
The  crown  of  Tyre,  but  he  will  none  : 
The  mutiny  there  he  hastens  t'appease ; 
Says  to  them,  If  king  Pericles 
Come  not,  in  twice  six  moons,  home. 
He  obedient  to  their  doom, 
Will  take  the  crown.     The  sum  of  this, 
Brought  hither  to  Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished  the  regions  round. 
And  every  one  with  claps  'gan  sound, 
Our  heir  apparent  is  a  king : 
Who  dream'd,  who  thought  of  such  n  thing  i 
Brief,  he  must  hence  depart  to  Tyre  : 
His  queen,  with  child,  makes  her  desire 
(Which  who  shall  cross  ?)  along  to  go  ; 
(Omit  we  all  their  dole  and  woe  ;) 
Lychorida,  her  nurse,  she  takes, 
And  go  to  sea.     Their  vessel  shakes 
On  Neptune's  billow ;  half  the  flood 
Hath  their  keel  cut ;  but  fortune's  moodll 
Varies  again  ;  the  grizzled  nortli 
Disgorges  such  a  tempest  forth. 
That,  as  a  duck  for  life  that  dives, 
So  up  and  down  the  poor  ship  drives. 
The  lady  shrieks,  and,  well-a-near  1** 
Doth  fall  in  travail  with  her  fear  : 
And  what  ensues  in  this  fell  storm, 
Shall,  for  itself,  itself  perform. 

I  nilltt  relate  ;  action  may 
Conveniently  the  rest  convoy  : 
Which  might  not  what  by  me  is  told. 
In  your  imagination  hold 
This  stage,  the  ship,  upon  whose  deck 
The  sea-tost  prince  appears  to  speak.  [^Exlt. 

SCENE  I. — Enter  Pericles,  on  a  ship  at  sea. 
Per.  Thou  God  of  this  great  vast,tt  rebuke 

these  surges, 
*  Eke  out.        t  Lonely.      JAmenaure.       S  Corners. 

II  Help,  or  assist  the  search.        U  Disposition. 
\    **  Ad  exclamation  equivalent  to  "  Well-a-day.  ' 

in  Shall  jipt.  J?  Thiswifleexpan.se.' 
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Which  wash  botii  heaven  and  hell  ;  and  thou,  I 
that  hast 


Per.  A  terrible  child-bed  hast  thou  had,  my 
dear. 


Upon  the  winds  command,  bind  them  in  brass,  I  No  light,  no  fire  :  the  unfriendh'  elements 

Having  call'd  them  from  the  deep  !  O  still  thy  '  Forgot  tliee  utterly  ;  nor  have  1  time 

deafning,  [nimble.   To  give  thee  hallow'd  to  thy  grave,  but  straight 

Thy    dreadful  thunder:    gently    quench    thy 'Must  cast  thee,  scarcely  coffin'd,  in  the  ooze  ; 

Sulphureous  flashes  ! — O  how,  Lychorida, 

How  does  my  queen  ? — Thou  storm,  thou  !  veno- 
mously* [tie 

\Vilt  thou  spit  all  thyself? — The  seaman's  whis- 

Is  as  awhisper  in  the  eaj's  of  death, 

Unheard. — Lychorida  !  Lucina,t  O 

Divinest  patroness,  and  midwife,  gentle 

To  those  that  cry  by  night,  convey  thy  deity 

Abroad  our   dancing   boat;    make   swift  the 
pangs 

Of  my  queen's  travails  ! — Xow,  Lychorida 

Enter  Lychorida,  with  an  Infant. 
Lye.  Here  is  a  thing 
Too  young  for  such  a  place,  who  if  it  had 
Conceit  X  would  die  as  I  am  like  to  do. 
Take  in  your   arms  this  piece   of  your  dead 
queen. 
Per.  How  !  how,  Lychorida  ! 
Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir  :   do  not  assist  the 
storm. 
Here's  all  that  is  left  living  of  your  queen,— 
A  little  daughter  :  for  the  sake  of  it,  * 

Be  manly,  and  take  comfort. 

Per.  O  you  gods  ! 
Why  do  you  make  us  love  your  goodly  gifts. 
And  snatch  them    straight   away  ?  We,  here 

below, 
Recall  not  what  we  give,  and  therein  may 
Vie  honour  §  with  yourselves. 

Lye.  Patience,  good  Sir, 
Even  for  this  charge. 

Per.  Now,  mild  may  be  thy  life  ! 
For  a  more  blust'rous  birth  had  never  babe  : 
Quiet  and  gentle  thy  conditions  ! 
For  thou'rt  the  ruddiest  welcom'd  to  this  world, 
That  e"re  was  prince's  child.  Happy  what  fol- 
Thou  hast  as  chiding||  a  nativity,  [lows  ! 

As  fire,    air,  water,    earth,  and  heaven,  can 
make,  [first. 

To  herald  thee  from  the  womb :  even  at  the 
Thv  loss  is  more  than  can  tliy  portage  quit,  U 
With  all  thou  canst  find  here. — Now  the  good 
Throw  their  best  eyes  upon  it  !  [gofls 

Enter  two  Sailors. 
Sail.  What  courage.  Sir?    God  save  yon. 


1 


Per.  Courage    enough :  I  do   not  fear    the 
flaw  f-'  [love 

It  hath  done  to  mc   the  worst.     Yet,    for  the 
Of  this  poor  infant,  this  fresh-new  sea-farer, 
1  would,  it  would  be  quiet. 

1  Sail.  Slack  the  bolinstt  there ;  thou  wilt 
not,  wilt  thou  ?   Blow,  and  split  thyself 

2  Sail.  But  sea-room,  an  the  brine  and  cloudy 
feillow  kiss  the  moon,  I  care  not. 

1  Sail.  Sir.yourqueen  must  overboard  ;  the 
sea  works  high,  the  wind  is  loud,  and  will  not 
lie,  till  the  ship  be  cleared  of  the  dead. 

Per.  That's  your  superstition. 

\  Sail.  Pardon  us.  Sir;  with  us  at  sea  it  still 
hath  been  observed  ;  and  we  are  strong  in  ear- 
nest. Therefore  briefly  yield  her;  for  she  must 
overboard  straight. 

Per.  Be  it  as  you  think  meet. — Most  wretch- 
ed queen ! 

Lye.  Here  she  lies.  Sir. 
*  IMalicii'U-ly.  t  Tlie  Enfldc?"  of  child-bearinj. 

.t  Th»iisht.  §  Content  witti  you  in  linnnur. 

ji  As  noisy  a  one.    U  Thantliy  entrance  into  life  can  re- 
quite.    **  Bhrjt-  tf  fl'/7!'/fnf  J,  irtpes  o  ftlie  sails 


Where  for  a  monument  upon  thy  bones, 
And    aye-remaining*    lamps,    the     belching 
whale,  [corpse, 

And    humming    water    must   o'envhelm    thy 
Lying  with  simple  shells.     Lychorida, 
Bid  Nestor  bring  me  spices,  ink,  and  paper, 
My  casket  and  my  jewels;  and  bid  Nicander 
Bring  me  the  satin  coffer  :  lay  the  babe 
Upon  the  pillow  ;  hie  thee,  whiles  1  say 
A  priestly  farewell  to  her  :  suddenly,  woman. 
\_Exit  Lychorida. 

2  Sail.  Sir,  we  have  a   chest  beneath  the 
hatches,  caulk'd  and  bitume  rej^dy. 

Per.  Ithankthee.    Mariner,  say,  wliat  coast 
is  this  ? 

2  Sail.  We  arenear  Tharsus. 

Per.  Thither,  gentle  mariner. 
Alter  thj'  course  for  Tyre.     When  canst  thou 
reach  it  ? 

2  Sail.  By  break  of  day,  if  the  wind  cease. 

Per.  O  make  for  Tharsus. 
There  will  I  visit  Cleon,  for  the  babe 
Cannot  hold  out  to  Tyrus  ;  there  ['11  leave  it 
At  careful  nursing.     Go  thy  wa^s,  good  niari 
I'll  bring  the  body  presently.  [ner  ; 

[£xeun^ 

SCENE  IL — Ephesus. — A  EoominCERiMOJi's 
House. 

Eiiter  Cerimon,  a  Servant,  and  some  persons 
who  have  been  shipicreckcd. 
Cer.  Philemon,  ho ! 

Enter  Philemon. 
Phil.  Doth  my  lord  call  ? 
Cer.  Get  fire  and  meat  for  these  poor  men  ; 
It  has  been  a  turbulent  and  stormy  night. 

Serv.  I  have  Ij^en  in  many  ;but  such  a  night 
Till  now,  I  ne'er  endur'd.  [as  this, 

Cer.  Your  master  will  be   dead  ere  you  re- 
turn ; 
There's  nothing  can  be  minister'd  to  nature, 
That  can  recover  him.  Give  this  to  the  'pothe- 
And  tell  me  how  it  works.  [ca^'f 

[  To  Philemon. 
lExeu7it  Philemon,  Servant,  and  those 
who  had  been  shipwrecked. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 


1  Gent.  Good  morrow.  Sir. 

2  Gent.  Good  morrow  to  your  lordship. 
Cer    Gentlemen, 

Why  do  j'on  stir  so  early  ? 

\Gent.  Sir, 
Our  lodgings  standing  bleak  upon  the  sea, 
Shook  as  the  ea.  th  did  quake  ; 
The  very  principalst  did  seem  to  rend, 
And  all  to  topple;!  pure  surprise  and  fear 
Made  me  to  quit  the  house. 

2  Gent.  That  is  the  cause  we  trouble  you  so 
'Tis  not  our  husbandry.^  [early  ; 

Cer.  O,  you  say  well. 

1  Gent.  But  I  much  marvel  that  your  lord- 
ship, having  [hours 
Rich  tire]|  about  you,    should    at  these   early 
Shake  oft'  the  golden  slumber  of  repose. 
It  is  most  strange, 

*  Fver  hiirniiig.  t  Tlieprujcipn/i  are  tlie  stroneeat 

lafleis  in  tlie  roof  of  a  building.  %  Tumble. 

5  r  c.  Economical  prudence,  early  rislnj.  |{  Atflre. 
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Scent  III.'] 

Nature  should  be  so  conversant  with  pain,        ; 

Being  thereto  not  compell'd. 

Cer.  I  held  it  ever, 
Virtue  and  cunning*  were  endowments  greater 
Than  nobleness  and  riches,  careless  heirs 
May  the  two  latter  darken  and  expend  ; 
But  immortality  attends  the  former, 
Making  a  man  a  god.     'Tis  known,  I  ever 
Have  studied  physic,  through  which  secret  art. 
By  turning  o'er  authorities,  I  have 
(Together  with  my  practice,)  made  familiar 
To  me  and  to  my  aid,  the  blest  infusions 
That  dwell  in  vegetives,  in  metals,  stones  ; 
And  I  can  speak  of  the  disturbances 
That  nature  works,  and  of  her  cures ;  which 

gives  me 
A  more  content  in  course  of  true  delight 
Tlian  to  be  thirsty  after  tottering  honour. 
Or  tie  my  treasure  up  in  silken  bags. 
To  please  the  fool  and  death. 

2  Gent.  Your  honour  has  through  Ephesus 

pour'd  forth 
Your  charity,  and  hundreds  call  themselves 
Your  creatures,  who  by  you  have  been  restor'd ; 
And  not  your  knowledge,  personal   pain,   but 

even 
Your  purse,  still  open,  hath  built  lord  Cerimon 
Such  strong  renown  as  time  shall  never 

Enter  two  Servants  with  a  chest. 
Serv.  So  ;  lift  there. 
Cer.  What  is  that  ? 
Serv.  Sir  even  now 
Did  the  sea  toss  upon  our  shore  this  chest ; 
'Tis  of  some  wreck. 

Cer.  Set't  down,  let's  look  on  it. 
2  Gent.  'Tis  like  a  coffin.  Sir. 
Cer.  Whate'er  it  be, 
'Tis  wondrous  heavy .  Wrench  it  open  straight ; 
If  the  sea's  stomach  be  o'ercharg'd  with  gold. 
It  is  a  good  constraint  of  fortune,  that 
It  belches  upon  us. 

2  Gent.  'Tis  so,  my  lord. 
Cer.  How  close  'tis  caulk'd  and  bitum'd  ! — 
Did  the  sea  cast  it  up  ? 

Serv.  I  never  saw  so  huge  a  billow,  Sir, 
As  toss'd  it  upon  shore, 

Cer.  Come,  wrench  it  open  ;  [sense. 

Soft,   soft ! — it  smells   most    sweetly    in    my 
2  Gent.  A  delicate  odour 
Cer.  As  ever  hit  my  nostril :  so,-up  with  it, 
O  you  must  potent  god  !  what's  here  ?  a  corse  ! 
1  Gent.  Most  strange  ! 
Cer.  Shrouded  in  cloth  of  state  ;  balm'd  and 
entreasur'd 
With  bags  of  spices  full  !  A  passport  too  ! 
Apollo,  perfect  me  i'the  characters  ! 

[  Unfolds  a  scroll. 
Here  I  give  to  understand,  [Reads. 

(Ife^er  this  coffin  drive  a-land.) 
J,  king  Pericles,  have  lost 
This  queen,  worth  all  our  miindanei  cost. 
Who  finds  her,  give  her  burying. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a  king  : 
Besides  this  treasure  for  a  fee, 
The  gods  requite  his  charity  ! 

If  thou  liv'st,  Pericles,  thou  hast  a  heart 
That  even  cracks  for  woe ! — This   chanc'd  to- 
night. 
2  Gent.  Most  likely,  Sir. 
Cer.  Nay,  certainly  to-night ; 
For  look,  how  fresh  she   loolis  ! — They  were 

too  rough; 
That  threw  her  in  the  sea.  Make  fire  within  ; 
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Fetch  hither  all  the  boxes  in  my  closet. 

Death  may  usurp  on  nature  many  hours. 

And  yet  the  fire  of  life  kindle  again 

The  overpresscd  spirits.     I  have  heard 

Of  an  Egyptian,  had  nine  hours  lien  deeid, 

By  good  appliance  was  recovered. 

Enter  a  Servant,  with  boxes,  napkins,  and  fire. 

Well  said,  well  said ;  the  fire  and  the  cloths.— 

The  rough  and  woful  music  that  we  have. 

Cause  it  to  sound,  'beseech  you. 

i  he  vial  once  more  ; — How  thou  stirr'st,  thoU 

block  !— 
The  music  there. — 1  pray  you,  give  her  air  :— 
Gentlemen, 

This  queen  will  live:  nature  awakes  :  a  warmth 
Breathes  oiit  of  her ;  she  hath  not  been  en- 

tranc'd 
Above  five  hours.     See  how  she  'gins  to  blow 
Into  life's  flower  again  ! 

1  Gent.   The  heavens,  Sir, 
Tlnough  you,  increase  our  wonder,  and  set  up 
Your  fame  for  ever. 

Cer.  She's  alive ;  behold, 
Her  eyelids,  cases  to  those  heavenly  jewels 
Which  Pericles  hath  lost, 
Begin  to  part  their  fringes  of  bright  gold; 
The  diamonds  of  a  most  praised  water 
Appear,  to  make  the  world  twice  rich.  Olive, 
And   make  us   weep  to  hear  your  fate    fair 

creature, 
Rare  as  you  seem  to  be !  [_She  moves. 

Thai.  O  dear  Diana, 
Where  am  1 1  where's  my  lord  ?    What  world 

is  this  ? 

2  Gent.  Is  not  this  strange  ? 
1  Gent.  Most  rare. 
Cer.  Hush,  gentle  neighbours  ; 

Lend  me  your  hands :    to  the   next   chamber 

bear  her. 
Get  linen  ;  now  this  matter  must  be  look'd  to, 
For  her  relapse  is  mortal.  Come,  come,  come  ; 
And  ^sculapius  guide  us  ! 

[^Exeunt  carrying  Thaisa  away. 

SCENE  III—Tharsus — A  Room  in  Cleon's 

House. 

Enter  Pericles,  Cleon,  Dionyza,  Lycho- 

RiDA,  and  Marina. 
Per    Most  honour'd  Cleon,  I  must  needs  be 
gone ;  [stands 

My   twelve   months  are   expir'd  and   Tyrus 
In  a  litigious  peace.     You  and  your  lady, 
Take  from  my  heart   all  thankfulness  !     The 
Make  up  the  rest  upon  you  !  [gods 

Cle.  Your  shafts  of  fortune,  though   they 
hurt  you  mortally, 
Yet  glance  full  wand'ringly  on  us. 

Dion.  0  your  sweet  queen  ! 
That  the   strict   fates   had  pleas'd   you   had 

brought  her  hither, 
To  have  bless'd  mine  eyes  ! 
Per.  We  cannot  but  obey 
The  powers  above  us.     Could  I  rage  and  roar 
As  doth  the  sea  she  lies  in,  yet  the  end 
Must  be  as  'tis.     My  babe  Marina  (whom. 
For  she  was  born  at  sea,  I  have  nam'd  so)  here 
I  charge  your  charity  withal  and  leave  her 
The  infant  of  your  care  ;  beseeching  you 
To  give  her  princely  training  that  she  may  be 
Manner'd  as  she  is  born. 

Cle.  Fear  not,  my  lord  :  [corn, 

Your  grace,*  that  fed  my   country  with  your 

(For  which  the  people's  prayers  still  fall  upon 

you,)  [tion 

Must  in  your  child  be  thought  on.     Ifneglec- 

*  Favour. 
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Should  therein  make  me  vile,   the  common 

body,* 
By  you  reliev'd,  would  force  me  to  my  duty  : 
Butif  to  that  my  nature  need  a  spur, 
The  gods  revgnge  it  upon  me  and  mine. 
To  the  end  of  generation  ! 

Per.   I  believe  you;  [credit, 

Your  honour  and  your  goodness  teach    me 
Without  your   vows.     Till  she    be   married, 

madam. 
By  bright  Diana,  whom  we  honour  all, 
Unscissar'd  shall  this  hair  of  mine  remain. 
Though  I  show  willt  in't.     So  1  take  my  leave. 
Good  madam,  make  me  blessed  in  your  care 
In  bringing  up  my  child. 

Dioji.  I  have  one  myself. 
Who  shall  not  be  more  dear  to  my  respect, 
Than  yours,  my  lord. 

Per.   Madam,  my  thanks  and  prayers. 

Cle.    We'll  bring  your  grace  even  to  the 
edge  o'the  shore : 
Then  give  you  up  to  the  mask'd  Neptune,t  and 
The  gentlest  winds  of  heaven. 

Per.   I  will  embrace  [tears, 

Your  offer.     Come,  dear'st  madam. — 0,  no 
Lychorida,  no  tears  : 

Look  to  your  little  mistress,  on  whose  grace 
You  may  depend  hereafter. — Come,  my  lord. 

[^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.-Ephesvs.-A  Room  in  Cerimon's 

House. 

Enter  Cerimon  and  Thaisa. 

Cer.  Madam,  this  letter,  and  some  certain  I 

jewels, 

Lay  with  you  in  your  coffer :  which  are  now 

At  your  command.     Know  you  the  character? 

Thai.  It  is  my  lord's. 
That  I  was  shipp'd  at  sea,  I  well  remember. 
Even  on  my  yearning^  time ;  but  whether  there 
Delivered  or  no,  by  the  holy  gods, 
I  cannot  rightly  say  :  But  since  king  Pericles, 
My  wedded  lord,  I  ne'er  shall  see  again, 
A  vestal  livery  will  I  take  me  to, 
And  never  more  have  joy. 

Cer.  Madam,  if  this   you  purpose  as  you 
Diana's  temple  is  not  distant  far,  [speak. 

Where  you  may  'bide  until  your  date  expire. 
Moreover,  if  you  please,  a  niece  of  mine 
Shall  there  attend  you. 

Thai.  My  recompense  is  thanks,  that's  all ; 
Yet  my  good  will  is  great,   though  the  gift 
small.  \_Exeunt. 

ACT  IV. 
Enter  Gower. 
Gow.  Imagine  Pericles  at  Tyre, 
Welcom'd  to  his  own  desire. 
His  woeful  queen  leave  at  Ephess. 
To  Dian  there  a  votaress. 
Now  to  Marina  bend  your  mind, 
Whom  our  fast  growing  scene  must  find 
At  Tharsus,  and  by  Cleon  train'd 
In  music,  letters;  who  hath  gain'd 
Of  education  all  the  grace, 
Which  makes  her  both  the  heart  and  place 
Of  general  wonder.     But,  alack  ! 
That  monster  envy,  oft  the  wrack 
Of  earned  praise.  Marina's  life 
Seeks  to  take  off  by  treason's  knife. 
And  in  this  kind  hath  our  Cleon 
One  daughter,  and  a  wench  full  grown, 

*  The  common  people. 

t  Appear  wilful,  perverse  by  such  conduct. 

t  Insidious  waves  that  wear  a  treacherous  am\\e\ 

f  Cfroanins- 


Even  ripe  for  marriage  fight ;  this  maid 

Hight*  Philoten :  and  it  is  said 

For  certain  in  our  story,  she 

Would  ever  with  Marina  be  : 

Be't  when  she  weav'd  the  sleidedt  silk 

With  fingers  long,  small,  white  as  milk ; 

Or  when  she  would   with  sharp   neeldt 

wound 
The  cambric,  which  she  made  more  sound 
By  hurting  it ;  or  when  to  the  lute 
She  sung,  and  made  the  night-bird  mute. 
That  still  records^  with  moan;  or  when 
She  would  with  rich  and  constant  pen 
Veil  to  her  mistress  Dian  ;  still 
This  Philoten  contends  in  skill 
With  absolutell  Marina  :  so 
With  the  dove  of  Paphos  might  the  crow 
Vie  feathers  white.     Marina  gets 
All  praises,  which  are  paid  as  debts, 
And  not  as  given.     This  so  darks 
In  Philoten  all  graceful  marks. 
That  Cleon's  wife,  with  envy  rare, 
A  present  murderer  does  prepare 
For  good  Marina,  that  her  daughter 
Might  stand  peerless  by  this  slaughter. 
The  sooner  her  vile  thoughts  to  stead ; 
Lychorida,  our  nurse,  is  dead  ; 
And  cursed  Dionyza  hath 
The  pregnantH  instrument  of  wrath 
Prest**  for  this  blow.    The  unborn  event 
I  do  commend  to  5'our  content : 
Only  I  carry  winged  time 
Post  on  the  lame  feet  of  my  rhyme  ; 
Which  never  could  I  so  convey. 
Unless  your  thoughts  went  on  my  way.— 
Dionyza  does  appear, 
With  Leonine,  a  murderer.  {^Exit. 

SCENE  I. — Tharsus. — An  open  Plate  near  the 
Sea-shore. 

Enter  Dionyza  and  Leonine. 
Dion.    Thy    oath    remember;    thou    hast 
sworn  to  do  it : 
'Tis  but  a  blow,  which  never  shall  be  known ; 
Thou  can.st  not  do  a  thing  i'the  world  so  soon, 
To  yield  thee  so  much  profit.     Let  not  con- 
science. 
Which  is  but  cold,  inflame  love  in  thy  bosom, 
Inflame  too  nicely  ;  nor  let  pity,  which 
Even  women  have  cast  off,  melt  thee,  but  be 
A  soldier  to  thy  purpose. 

Leon.  I'll  do't ;  but  yet  she  is  a  goodly  crea- 
ture. 
Dion.  The  fitter  then  the  gods  should  have 
her.     Here 
Weeping  she  comes  for  her  old  nurse's  death. 
Thou  art  resolv'd. 
Leon.  I  am  resolv'd. 
Enter  Marina,  with  a  Basket  of  Flowers. 
Mar.  No,   no,    I  will  rob  Tellustt  of  her 
weeds,  [blues, 

To  strew  thy  green  with  flowers :  the  yellows. 
The  purple  violets,  and  marigolds, 
Shall,  as  a  chaplet,  hang  upon  thy  grave, 
While  summer  days  do  last.     Ah  me !  poor 

maid. 
Born  in  a  tempest,  when  my  mother  died, 
This  world  to  me  is  like  a  lasting  storm. 
Whirling  me  from  my  friends. 

Dion.  How   now,    Marina !    Why   do   you 
keep  alone  ? 
How  chance  my  daughter  is  not  worth  you? 
Do  not 
*  Called.        t  Untwisled.        J  Needle.        §  Sings. 
11  Accomplished, perfect.  •      llPrepared.        **Reafly. 
«-F  The  e^rjli. 
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Scent  IIir\ 

Consume  your  blood  with  sorrowing:  you  have 

A  nurse  of  me.     Lord  !   how  your  favour's* 

chang'd 
With  this  unprofitable  woe !  Come,  come  ; 
Give  me  your  wreath  of  flowers.     Ere  the  sea 
mar  it,  [there. 

Walk  forth  with  Leonine  ;t  the  air  is  quick 
Piercing-,   and    sharpens    well  the  stomach. 

Come ; — 
Leonine,  take  her  by  the  arm,  walk  with  her. 

Mar.   No,  I  praj'  you ; 
I'll  not  bereave  you  of  your  servant. 

Dion.  Come,  come ; 
I  love  the  king  your  father,  and  yourself,. 
With  more  than  foreign  heart.  We  every  day 
Expect  him  here :  when  he  shall  come,  and 
Our  paragon  to  all  reports,  thus  blasted,  [find 
He  will  repent  the  breadth  of  his  great  voyage ; 
Blame  both  my  lord  and  me,  that  we  have 

ta'en 
No  care  to  your  best  courses.     Go,  I  pray  you. 
Walk,  and  be  cheerful  once  again  ;    reserve 
That  excellent  complexion,  which  did  steal 
The  eyes  of  young  and  old.    Care  not  for  me  ; 
I  can  go  home  alone. 

Mar.  Well,  I  will  go ; 
But  yet  I  have  no  desire  to  it. 

Dion.  Come,  come,  I  know  'tis  good  for  you. 
Walk  half  an  hour.  Leonine,  at  the  least ; 
Remember  what  I  have  said. 

Leon.  I  warrant  you,  madam. 

Dio7t.  I'll  leave  you,  my  sweet  lady,  for  a 
while ; 

Pray  you  walk  softly,  do  not  heat  your  blood: 
What !  I  must  have  a  care  of  you. 

Mar,  Thanks,  sweet  madam. — 

lExit    DiONYZA. 

Is  this  wind  westerly  that  blows  ? 

Leo7i.   South-west. 

Mar.  When  I  was  born,  the  wind  was  north. 

Leon.  Was't  so? 

Mar.  My  father,  as  nurse  said,  did  never 
fear, 
But  cry'd,  good  seamen !  to  the  sailors,  galling 
His  kingly  hands  with  hauling  of  the  ropes ; 
And,  clasping  to  the  mast,  endur'd  a  sea 
That  almost  burst  the  deck,  and  from  the  lad- 
der-tackle 
Wash'd  offacanvass-climber:!  Hal  says  one, 
Wilt  out  ?  and,  witli  a  dropping  industry. 
They  skip  from  stem  to  stern :  the  boatswain 

whistles. 
The  master  calls,  and  trebles  their  confusion. 

Leon.  And  when  was  this  1 

Mar.  It  was  when  I  was  born  : 
Never  was  waves  nor  wind  more  violent. 

Leon.  Come,  say  your  prayers  speedily. 

Mar.  What  mean  you  '.' 

Lzon.    If   you  require    a  little    space   for 
prayer, 
I  grant  it :  Pray  ;  but,  be  not  tedious, 
For  the  gods  are  quick  of  car,  and  I  am  .sworn 
To  do  my  work  with  haste. 

Mar.  Why,  will  you  kill  me? 

Leon.  To  satisfy  my  lady. 

Mar.  Why  would  she  have  mc  kill'd  ? 
Now,  as  I  can  remember,  by  my  troth, 
I  never  did  her  hurt  in  all  my  life  ; 
I  ne\er  spake  bad  word,  nor  did  ill  turn 
To  any  living  creature :  believe  me,  la, 
I  never  kill'd  a  mouse,  nor  hurt  a  fly  : 
I  trod  upon  a  worm  against  my  will. 
But  1  wept  for  it.    How  have  I  offended, 

*  Countenance,  look. 

f  I.e.  Ere  tlie  seas  ^y  llie  coming  in  of  die  lir]e  mar 
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Wherein  my  death  might  yield  her  profit,  or 
My  life  imply  her  danger  ? 

Leon.  My  commission 
Is  not  to  reason  of  the  deed,  but  do  it. 

Car.  You  will  not  do't   for  all  the  world,  I 

hope,  [show 

You  are  well-favour'd,   and   your  looks  forc- 

You  have  a  gentle  heart.     I  saw  you  lately. 

When  you  caught  hurt   in  parting  two  that 

fought : 
Good  sooth,  it  show'd  well  in  you;  do  so  now : 
Your  lady  seeks  my  life  :  come  you  between. 
And  save  poor  me,  the  weaker. 

Leon.  1  am  sworn. 
And  will  despatch. 

Enter  Pirates,  ivhilst  Marina  is  struggling. 

1  Pirate.  Hold,  villain  ! 

[Leonine  runs  awaij. 

2  Pirate.   A  prize  I  a  prize  ! 

3  Pirate.  Half-part,  mates,  half-part.  Come, 
let's  have  her  aboard  suddenly. 

{^Exeunt  Pirates  with  Marina, 

SCENE  n.—  Tlie  same, 
lie-enter  Leonine. 

Leon.  These  roving  thieves  serve  the  great 

pirate  Valdes  ; 
And  they  have  seiz'd  Marina.     Let  her  go  : 
There's  no  hope  she'll  return.  I'll  swear  she's 

dead. 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — But  I'll  see  further ; 
Perhaps  they  will  but  please  themselves  upon 
Nor  carry  her  aboard.     If  she  reman,      [her, 
Whom  they  have  ravish'd,   must  by  me  be 

slain.  \_Exil. 

SCENE  IIL—Citylene.—A  Room  in  a 

Brothel. 

Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boui.r. 

Pand.  Boult. 

Boult.   Sir. 

Pand.  Search  the  market  narrowly  ;  Mity- 
lene  is  full  of  gallants.  We  lost  too  much 
money  this  mart,  by  being  too  wenchless. 

Bawd.  We  were  never  so  much  out  of  crea- 
tures. We  have  but  poor  three,  and  they  can 
do  no  more  than  they  can  do  ;  and  with  con- 
tinual action  are  even  as  good  as  rotten. 

Pand.  Therefore  let's  have  fresh  ones,  what- 
e'er  we  pay  for  them.  If  there  be  not  a  con- 
science to  be  us'd  in  every  trade,  we  shall 
never  prosper. 

Bawd.  Thou  say'st  true  :  'tis  not  the  bring- 
ing up  of  poor  bastards,  as  I  think  I  have 
brought  up  some  eleven 

Boult.  Ay,  to  eleven,  and  brought  them 
down  again.    But  shall  I  search  the  market?  , 

Bawd.  What  else  man?  The  stuff  we  have, 
a  strong  wind  will  blow  it  to  pieces,  they  are 
so  pitifully  sodden. 

Pa?id.  Thou  say'st  tiaie  ;  they  are  too  un- 
wholesome o'conscience.  The  poor  Transit 
vanian  is  dead,  that  lay  with  the  little  bag- 
gage. 

Boult.  Ay,  she  quickly  poop'd  him ;  she 
made  roast  meat  for  worms: — but  I'll  go 
search  the  market.  lE.vit  Boult. 

Pand.  Three  or  four  thousand  chequins  were 
as  pretty  a  proportion  to  live  quietly,  and  so 
give  over. 

Bawd.  Why,  to  give  over,  I  pray  you  ?  Is  it 
a  shame  to  get  when  we  are  old  ? 

Pand.  0,  our  credit  comes  not  in  like  the 
commoditv :   nor  the   commodity  yii\Scs  not 
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with  the  dangler;  tlierefore,  if  in  our  youths  we 
could  pick  up  some  pretty  estate,  'twere  not 
amiss  to  keep  our  door  hatch'd.*  Besides,  the 
sore  terms  we  stand  upon  with  the  gods,  will 
be  strong  with  us  for  giving  over. 

Bawd.  Come,  other  sorts  offend  as  well  as  we. 

Pa7id.  As  well  as  we  !  ay,  and  better  too  ; 
we  offend  worse.  Neither  is  our  profession 
any  trade  ;  it's  no  calling  :— but  here  comes 
Boult. 

Enter  the  Pirates,   anJ  Boult,  dragging  in 
Marina. 

Boult.  Come  your  ways.  [To  Marina.]— My 
masters,  you  say  she's  a  virgin  ? 

1  Pirate.   0,  Sir,  we  doubt  it  not. 

Boult.  Master,  I  have  gone  thorough  for 
this  piece,t  you  see:  if  you  like  her,  so  ;  if  not, 
I  have  lost  my  earnest. 

Bawd.   Boult,  has  she  any  qualities  ? 

Boult.  She  has  a  good  face,  speaks  well,  and 
has  excellent  good  clothes  ;  there's  no  further 
necessity  of  qualities  can  make  her  be  refused. 

Bawd.  What's  her  price,  Boult  ? 

Boult.  I  cannot  be  bated  one  doit  of  a 
thousand  pieces. 
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Enter  Boult. 
hast  thou  cried  her  through  the 


Pand.  Well,  follow  me,   my  masters;  you j  i,is  crowns  in  the  sun 


Now,    Sii 
market  ? 

Boult.  I  have  cried  her  almost  to  the  num- 
ber of  her  hairs ;  I  have  drawn  her  picture 
with  my  voice. 

Bawd.  And  I  pr'ythee  tell  me,  how  dost 
thou  find  the  inclination  of  the  people,  espe- 
cially of  the  younger  sort  ? 

Boult.  'Faith,  they  listened  to  me.  as  they 
would  have  hearkened  to  their  father's  testa- 
ment. There  was  a  Spaniard's  mouth  so  wa- 
tered, that  he  went  to  bed  to  her  very  descrip- 
tion.' 

Bawd.  We  shall  have  him  here  to-morrow 
with  his  best  ruff  on. 

Boult.  To-night,  to-night.  But,  mistress, 
do  you  know  the  French  knight  that  cowers* 
i'the  liams? 

Bawd.    Who?   Monsieur  Veroles  ? 

Botdt.  Ay  ;  he  offered  to  cut  a  caper  at  the 
proclamation  ;  but  he  made  a  groan  at  it,  and 
swore  he  would  see  her  to-morrow. 

Bawd.  Well,  well:  as  for  him,  he  brought 
his  disease  hither :  here  he  does  but  repair  it. 
I  know,  he  will  come  in  our  shadow,  to  scatter 


shall  have  your  money  presently.  Wife,  take 
her  in ;  instruct  her  what  she  has  to  do,  that 
she  may  not  be  raw  in  her  entertainment. 

IfJxeunl  Pander  and  Pirates. 
Bawd.  Boult,  take  you  the  marks  of  her; 
♦he  colour  of  her  hair,  complexion,  height, 
age,  with  warrant  of  her  virginity ;  and  cry. 
He  that  will  give  most,  shall  have  her  first. 
Such  a  maidenhead  were  no  cheap  thing,  if 
men  were  as  they  have  been.  Get  this  done  as 
I  command  you. 

Boult.  Performance  shall  follow. 

lExit  Boult. 
Mnr.  Alack,  that  Leonine  was  so  slack,  so 
slow ! 
(He  should  have  struck,  not  spoke  ;)  or  that 

these  pirates, 
(Not  enough  barbarous,)  had  not  overboard 
Thrown  me,  to  seek  my  mother  ! 

Bawd.  Why  lament  you,  pretty  one  ? 
Mar.  That  I  am  pretty. 
Bawd.   Come,  the  gods  have  done  their  part 
in  you. 

Mar.  I  accuse  them  not. 
Bawd.  You  are  lit  into  my  ,hands,  where 
you  are  like  to  live. 

Mar.  The  more  my  fault. 
To  'scape  his  hands,  where  I  was  like  to  die. 
Bawd.  Ay,  and  you  shall  live  in  pleasure. 
Mar.  No. 

Bawd.  Yes,  indeed,  shall  you,  and  taste 
gentlemen  of  all  fashions.  You  shall  fare  well, 
you  shall  have  the  difference  of  all  complexions. 
What  I  do  you  stop  your  ears  ? 
Mar.  Are  you  a  woman  ? 
Bawd.  What  would  you  have  me  be,  an  I 
be  not  a  woman  ? 

Mar.  An  honest  woman,  or  not  a  woman. 
Bawd.  Marry,  whip  thee,  gosling:    I  think, 
I  shall  have  something  to  do  with  you.  Come, 
you  are  a  young  foolish  sapling,  and  must  be 
bowed  as  I  would  have  you. 
Mar.  The  gods  defend  me ! 
Bawd.  If  it  please  the  gods  to  defend  you 
by  men,  then    men   must  comfort  you,   men 
must  feed  you,  men  must  stir  you  up. — Boult's 
returned . 


/.  r.  Half  open 


Cii!  a  liigl)  price  ff>i 


Boult.  Well,  if  we  had  of  every  nation  a 
traveller,  we  should  lodge  them  with  this  sign. 
Bawd.  Pray  you,  come  hither  awhile.  You 
have  fortunes  coming  upon  you.  Mark  me  ; 
you  must  seem  to  do  that  fearfully,  which  you 
commit  willingly  ;  to  despise  profit,  where  you 
have  most  gain.  To  weep  that  you  live  as  you 
do,  makes  pity  in  your  lovers :  Seldom,  but 
that  pity  begets  you  a  good  opinion,  and  that 
opinion  a  mere  profit. 

JiJar.   I  understand  j-ou  not. 
Boult.  O,  take  her  home,  mistress,  take  her 
home :  these  blushes  of  hers  must  be  quenched 
with  some  present  practice. 

Baivd.  Thou  say  'st  true,  i'faith,  so  they  must : 
for  your  bride  goes  to  that  with  shame,  which 
is  her  way  to  go  with  warrant. 

Boult.  'Faith  some  do,  and  some  do  not. 
But,  mistress,    if  I   have   bargained  for  the 

joint, 

Baud.  Thou  may'st  cut  a  morsel  off  the  spit. 
Boult.  I  may  so. 

Bajvd.  Who  should  deny  it  ?  Come,  young 
one,  I  like  the  manner  of  your  garments  well. 

Boult.  Ay,  by  my  faith,  they  shall  not  be 
changed  yet. 

Baivd.  Boult,  spend  thou  that  in  the  town  : 
report  what  a  sojourner  we  have  ;  you'll  lose 
nothing  by  custom.  Wlien  nature  framed  this 
piece,  she  meant  thee  a  good  turn  ;  therefore 
say  what  a  paragon  she  is,  and  thou  hast  the 
linrvestout  of  thnie  own  report. 

Boult.  1  warrant  you,  mistress,  thunder 
shall  not  so  awake  the  beds  of  eels,  as  my  giv- 
ing out  her  beauty  stir  up  the  lewdly-inclined. 
I'll  bring  home  some  to-night. 

Bawd.  Come  your  ways;  follow  me. 
Mar.   If  fires  be  hot,  knives  sharp,  or  waters 
Untied  I  still  my  virgin  knot  will  keep,  [deep, 
Diana,  and  my  puipose  ! 

Bawd.   What  have  we  to  do  with  Diana.? 
Pray  you,  will  you  go  with  us  ?  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.—  Tharsus.—A  Room  in  Cleon's 
House. 
Enter  Cleon  and  Dionyza. 
D(o»j.Why,areyoufoolish?Canitbeundoue? 

*  RetK'?  An  absol'.ife,  a  certaiu  profit- 
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C/e.  O  Dionyza,  sucli  a  piece  of  slaughter 
The  sun  and  moon  ne'er  look'd  upon ! 

Dion.   I  think 
You'll  turn  a  child  again. 

Cle.   Were  I  chief  lord  of  all  the  spacious 
I'd  give  it  to  undo  the  deed.     O  lady,  [world, 
Much  less  in  blood  than  virtue,  yet  a  princess 
To  equal  any  single  crown  o'the  earth, 
I'the  justice  of  compare!  O  villain  Leonine, 
Whom  thou  hast  poison'd  too  !  [ncss 

If  thou  hadst  drunk  to  him,  it  had  been  a  kind- 
Becoming  well  thy  feat :"  what  canst  thou  say, 
When  noble  Pericles  shall  demand  his  child  .' 

Dion.  That  she  i.s  dead.  Nurses  are  not  the 
To  foster  it,  nor  ever  to  preserve.  [fates, 

She  died  by  night ;  I'll  say  so.  Who  can  cross 
Unless  you  pay  the  impious  innocent,!        [it  ? 
And  for  an  honest  attribute,  cry  out, 
She  died  by  foul  }}ln>j. 

Cle.   O,  go  to.    Well,  well. 
Of  all  the  faults  beneath  the  heavens,  the  gods 
Do  like  this  worst. 

Dion.    Be  one  of  those,  tliat  think 
The  pretty  wrens  of  Tharsus  will  fly  hence, 
And  open  this  to  Pericles.     I  do  shame 
To  think  of  what  a  noble  strain  you  are. 
And  of  how  cow'd  a  spirit. 

Cle.  To  such  proceeding 
Who  ever  but  his  approbation  added. 
Though  not  his  preconsent,  he  did  not  flow 
From  honourable  courses. 

Dion.  Be  it  so  then  :  [dead. 

Yet  none  does  know,  but  you,  how  she  came 
]Vor  none  can  know.  Leonine  being  gone. 
She  did  disdain  my  child,  and  stood  between 
Her  and  her  fortunes :  None  would  look  on  her. 
But  cast  their  gazes  on  Marina's  face ; 
Whilst  ours  was  blurted  at,  and  heldama!kin,t 
Not  worth  the  time  of  day.     It  pierc'd   me 

thorough  ; 
And  though  you  call  my  course  unnatural, 
You  not  your  child  well  loving,  yet  I  find, 
It  greets  me,  as  an  enterprise  of  kindness, 
Perform'd  to  your  sole»J  daughter. 

Cle.  Heavens  forgive  it ! 

Dion.    And  as  for  Pericles, 
What  should  he  say  ?  We  Avept  after  her  hearse, 
And  even  yet  we  mourn  :  her  monument 
Is  almost  finish'd,  and  her  epitaphs 
In  glittering  golden  characters  express 
A  general  praise  to  her,  and  care  in  us 
At  whose  expense  'tis  done. 

Cle.  Thou  art  like  the  harpy. 
Which,  to  betray,  doth  wear  an  angel's  face, 
Seize  with  an  eagle's  talons. 

Dio7i.  You  are  like  one  that  superstitionsly 
Doth  swear  to  the  gods,  that  winter  kills  the 
But  yet  I  know  you'll  do  as  I  advise,     [flies  ; 

\^E.vennl. 

Enter  Gower,  before  the   Monument  of  Ma- 
rina, at  Tharsus. 
Gow.    Thus  time   wo   waste,    and   longest 
leagues  make  short ; 
Sail  seas  in  cockles,  have,  and  wish  but  for't ; 
Making, II  (to  take  your  imagination.) 
From  bourn  to  bourn, Ij  region  to  region. 
By  you  being  pardon'd,  we  commit  no  crime. 
To  use  one  language,  in  each  several  clime. 
Where  our  scenes  sepms  to  live.    I  do  beseech 
you,  [you 

To  learn  of  me,  who  stand  i'the  gap  to  teach 

*  I.  c.  Of  a  piei^e  willi  the  rest  of  lliy  exploit. 
;j  An  innocent  was  formerly  a  common  appellalioii  for 
an  idiot. 

^  A  coarse  wench,  not  worth  a  srood-nnorrow.     §  Only. 
II  Tiavelling.  f   Frotri 'rnp  hn,„K'irv  in  anoDiPr. 
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The  stages  of  our  story.     Pericles 
Is  now,  again  thwarting  the  wayward  seas, 
(Attended  on  by  many  a  lord  and  knight.) 
To  see  his  daughter,  all  his  life's  delight. 
Old  Escanes,  whom  Helicanus  late 
Advanc'd  in  time  to  great  and  high  estate, 
Is  left  to  govern.     Bear  you  it  in  mind. 
Old  Helicanus  goes  along  behind. 
Well-sailing  ships,  and  bounteous  winds,  have 

brought 
This  kingto  Tharsus,  (think  his  pilot  thought; 
So  with  his  steerage  shall  your  thoughts  grow 

on,) 
To  fetch  his  daughter  home,  who  first  is  gone. 
Like  motes  and    shadows    see   them    move 

awhile ; 
Your  ears  unto  your  eyes  I'll  reconcile. 

Dumb  show. 
Enter  at  one  door,  Pericles,  with  his  Train : 
Ci.EON  and  Dionyza  at  the  other.     Cleo.v 
shows  Pericles  the  tomb  0/ Marina  ;  where- 
at  Pericles    makes  lamentation,   puts  on 
Sackcloth,  and  in  a  mighty  passion  departs. 
Then  Cleon  and  Dionyza  retire. 
Go%v.  Seehowbeliefmay  sufierby  foulshowt 
This  borrow'd  passion  stands  for  true  old  woe ; 
And  Pericles,  in  sorrow  all  devour"d. 
With  sighs  shot  through,  and  biggest  tears 
o'ershow'r'd,  [swears 

Leaves    Tharsus,   and   again    embarks.     Ho 
Never  to  wash  his  face,  nor  cut  his  hairs  ; 
He  puts  on  sackcloth,  and  to  sea.     He  bears 
A  tempest,  which  his  mortal  vessel*  tears, 
And  yet  he  rides  it  out.     Now  please  you  witt 
The  epitaph  is  for  Marina  writ 
By  wicked  Dionyza. 

[Reads  the  inscription  on  Marina'.-; 
Monument. 
The  fairest,  sweetest,  and  best,  lies  here, 
IVIio  withered  in  her  spring  of  year. 
She  ivas  of  Tyrus,  the  king's  daughter, 
On  whom  foul  death  hath  made  this  slaughter  ; 
Marina  vjas  she  called  ;  and  at  her  birth, 
Thetis,\  being  proud,  sivalloiv'd  some  part  o'the 

earth : 
Therefore  the  earth,  fearing  to  be  o'erjhw'd. 
Hath  Thetis'  birth-child  on  the  heavens  bestow' d : 
Wherefore  she  does,   (and  swears  she'll  nercr 

slint,)§ 
Make  raging  battery  upon  shores  of  flini. 
No  visor  does  become  black  villany, 
So  well  as  soft  and  tender  flattery. 
Let  Pericles  believe  his  daughter's  dead, 
And  bear  his  courses  to  be  ordered 
By  lady  Fortune  ;  while  our  scenes  displaj" 
His  daughter's  woe  and  heavy  well-a-day, 
In  her  unholy  service.     Patience  then, 
And  think  you  now  are  all  in  Mitylen.  [^Exil. 

SCENE  V.—Mitylene.—A  Street  before  the 

Brothel. 
Enter ,  from  the  Brothel,  two  Gentlemen. 

1  Gent    Did  you  ever  hear  the  like  1 

2  Gent.  No,  nor  never  shall  do  in  such  a 
place  as  this,  she  being  once  gone. 

1  Gent.  But  to  have  divinity  preach'd  there  ? 
Did  you  ever  dream  of  such  a  thing  ? 

2  Gent.  No,  no.  Come,  I  am  for  no  more 
bawdy-houses :  shall  we  go  hear  the  vestals 
sing  ? 

1  Gent.  I'll  do  any  thing  now  that  is  virtuous; 
but  I  am  out  of  the  road  of  rutting,  for  ever. 

[^ExewXI, 

*  n'i?  liody.  _     t  To  know.  t.  The  ?£<. 

'  Never  cease. 
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SCENE  VT- — The  same. — A  Room  in  the 
.Brothel. 

Enter  Pander,  Bawd,  and  Boult. 

Pond.  Well,  I  had  rather  than  twice  the 
worth  of  her,  she  had  ne'er  come  here. 

Baled.  Fie,  fieuponher;  she  is  able  to  freeze 
tjic  god  Priapus,  and  undo  a  whole  genera- 
tion. We  must  either  get  her  ravished,  or  be 
rid  of  her.  When  sheshould  do  for  clients  her 
fitment,  and  do  me  the  kindness  of  our  profes- 
sion, she  has  me  her  o.uirks,  her  reasons,  her 
master-reasons,  her  prayers,  her  knees  ;  that 
she  would  make  a  puritan  of  the  devil,  if  he 
should  cheapen  a  kiss  of  her. 

Boult.  'Faith,  I  must  ravish  her,  or  she'll 
disfurnish  us  of  all  our  cavaliers,  and  make  all 
our  swearers  priests. 

Pand.  Now,  the  pox  upon  her  green-sickness 
for  me  ! 

Baivd.  'Faith,  there's  no  way  to  be  rid  on't, 
but  by  the  way  to  the  pox.  Here  comes  the 
lord  Lvshnachus,  disguised. 

Boult.  We  should  have  both  lord  andlown, 
if  the  peevish  baggage  would  but  give  way  to 
customers. 


Enter  Lvsoiachus. 
How  now  ?  How  *  a  dozen  of 


iirgini- 


i'les  ? 

Baii-d.  Now,  the  gods  to-bless  your  honour  ! 
Boult.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  honour  in  good 
health. 

Lys.  You  may  so  ;  'tis  the  better  for  you  that 
your  resorters  stand  upon  sound  legs.  How 
now,  wholesome  iniquity  ?  Have  you  that  a 
man  may  deal  withal,  and  defy  the  surgeon? 

Bawd.  We  have  here  one.  Sir,  if  she  would 
but  there  never  came  her  like  in  Mitylene. 

Lys.  If  she'd  do  the  deeds  of  darkness,  thou 
would'stsay. 

Bawd.  Your  honour  knows  what  tis  to  say, 
Well  enough. 

Lys.  Well ;  call  forth,  call  forth. 

Boult.  For  flesh  and  blood,  Sir,  white  and 
red,  you  shall  see  a  rose ;  and  she  were  a  rose 
indeed,  if  she  bad  but 

Lys.  What,  pr'ythee  ? 

Bawd.  O,  Sir,  I  can  be  modest. 

Lys.  That  dignifies  the  renown  of  a  baWd, 
no  less  than  it  gives  a  good  report  to  a  number 
to  be  chaste. 

Enter  Marina  . 

Bawd.  Here  comes'that  which  grows  to  the 
stalk  ; — never  plucked  yet,  I  can  assure  you. 
Is  she  not  a  fair  creature  .' 

Lys.  'Faith,  she  would  serve  after  a  long 
voyage  at  sea.  Well,  there's  for  you; — leave 
ns. 

Bawd.  I  beseech  your  honour,  give  me  leave : 
a  word,  and  I'll  have  done  presently. 

Lys.  I  beseech  you  do. 

Bawd.  First,  I  would  have  you  note,  this  is 
an  honourable  man. 

[  To  Marina,  %i:hom  she  takes  aside. 

Mar.  I  desire  to  find  him  so,  that  I  may 
worthily  note  him. 

Bawd.  Next,  he's  the  governor  of  his  coun- 
try, and  a  man  whom  I  am  bound  to. 

Mar.  If  he  govern  the  country,  you  are 
bound  to  him  indeed  ;  but  how  honourable  he 
is  in  that,  I  know  not 

Balvd.  'Pray  you,  without  any  more  virginal 
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fencing,  will  you  use  him  kindly  ?  He  will  line 
your  apron  with  gold. 

Mar.  What  he  will  do  graciously,   I  wUI 
thankfully  receive. 
Lys.  Have  you  done  ? 

Bawd.  My  lord,  she's  not  paced  yet ;  you 
must  take  some  pains  to  work  her  to  your 
manage.  Come,  we  will  leave  his  honour  and 
her  together. 

lExeu7it  Bawd,  Pander,  and  Boult. 
Lys.  Go'thy  ways.— Now,  pretty  one,   how 
long  have  you'been  at  this  trade  ? 
3Iar.  What  trade.  Sir  ? 
Lys.  "What  I  cannot  name,  but  I  shall  offend. 
Mar.  I  cannot  be  offended  with  ray  trade. 
Please  you'to  name  it. 

Lys.  How  long  have  you  been  of  this  profes- 
sion .' 

Mar.  Ever  since  I  can  remember. 
Lys.  Did  you  go  to  it  so  young  ?     Were  you 
a  gamester*  at  five,  or  at  seven  ? 

Mar.  Earlier  too.  Sir,  if  now  1  be  one. 
Lys.  Why,  the  house  you  dwell  in,  proclaims 
you  to  be  a  creature  of  sale. 

Mar.  Do  you  know  this  house  to  be  a  place 
of  such  resort,  and  will  come  into  it.  I  hear 
say,  you  are  of  honourable  parts,  and  are  the 
governor  of  this  place. 

Lys.  Why,  hath  your  principal  made  known 
unto  you  who  I  am  ? 

Mar.  Who  is  my  principal  ? 
Lys.  Why  your  herb  woman;  she  that  sets 
seeds  and  roots  of  shame  and  iniquity.  O,  yoa 
have  heard  something  of  my  power,  and  so 
stand  aloof  for  more  serious  wooing.  But  I 
protest  to  the  pretty  one,  my  authority  shall 
not  see  thee,  or  else  look  friendly  upon  thee. 
Come,  bring  me  to  some  private  place.  Come, 
come. 

Mar.  Ifyou  were  born  to  honour,  show  it  now; 
If  put  upon  you,  make  the  judgment  good 
That  thought  you  worthy  of  it. 

Lys.  How's  this  ?  how's  this?— Some  more ; 
— be  sage. 

ilfar.  For  me, 
That  am  a  maid,  though  most  ungentle  fortune 
Hath  plac'dme  here  within  this  loathsome  sty, 
Where  since  I  came,  diseases  have  been  sold 
Dearer  than  physic,— O  that  the  good  gods 
Would  set  me  free  from  this  unhallow'd  place, 
Though  they  did  change  me  to  the  meanest  ^ 
That  flies  i'the  purer  air  !  [bird 

Lys.  I  did  not  think 
Thou    could'st    have    spoke    so    well  ;  nc'eV 

dream'd  thou  couldst. 
Had  I  brought  hither  a  corrupted  mind. 
Thy  speech  had  alter'd  it.     Hold,  here's   gold 

for  thee : 
Perscver  still  in  that  clear  way  thou  goes!, 
And  the  gods  strengthen  thee  ! 
Mar.  The  gods  preserve  you ! 
Lys.  For  me,  be  you  thoughten 
That  I  came  with  no  ill  intent :  for  to  me 
The  verv  doors  and  windows  savour  vilely. 
Farewell.     Thou  art  a  piece  of  virtue,  and 
I  doubt  notbut  thy  training  hath  been  noble. — 
Hold  ;  here's  more  gold  for  thee. — 
A  curse  upon  him,  die  he  like  a  thief. 
That  robs  thee  of  thy  goodness  !  If  thou  hcar'st 

from  me. 
It  shall  be  for  thy  good. 

[.4«Lysimachus  is  putting  up  his  Pursr. 
Boult  Enters. 
Boult.  1  beseech  your  honotir,  one  piece  f^r 
me. 


*  How  much  '.'  w'r.at  price 


Lys.   Avaunt,    thou  damned    door-keeper ! 
Your  house. 
But  for  this  virgin  that  doth  prop  it  up, 
Would  sink  and  overwhehn  you  all.     Away  ! 
[JEx/7  Lysimachus. 

Boidt.  How's  this  ?  We  must  take  another 
course  with  you.  If  your  peevish  chastity, 
which  is  not  worth  a  breakfast  in  the  cheapest 
country  under  the  cope,*  shall  undo  a  whole 
houseliold,  let  me  be  gelded  like  a  spaniel. 
Come  your  ways. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  ? 

Boult.  I  must  haveyourmaidenhead  taken 
off,  or  the  common  hangman  shall  execute  it. 
Come  your  way.  We'll  have  no  more  gentle- 
men driven  away.     Come  j^our  ways,  I  say. 

Re-enter  Bawd. 

Sawd.  How  now  !  what's  the  matter  ? 

Boult.  Worse  and  woi'se,  mistress  ;  she  has 
here  spoken  holy  words  to  the  lord  Lysima- 
chus. 

Bawd.  O  abominable ! 

Boult.  She  makes  our  profession  as  it  were 
to  stink  afore  the  face  of  the  gods. 

Bawd.  Marry,  hang  her  up  for  ever  ! 

Boult.  The  nobleman  would  have  dealt  with 
her  like  a  nobleman,  and  she  sent  him  away  as 
■cold  as  a  snowball ;  saying  his  prayers  too. 

Bawd.  Boult, t  ake  her  away  ;  use  her  at  thy 
pleasure  :  crack  the  glass  of  her  virginity,  and 
make  the  rest  malleable. 

Boult.  An  if  she  were  a  thornier  piece  of 
ground  than  she  is,  she  shall  be  plouglied. 

3Iur.  Hark,  hark,  you  gods  ! 

Bawd.  Sheconjures:avvay  with  her.  Would 
she  had  never  come  within  my  doors  !  Marry 
hang  you  !  She's  born  to  undo  us.  Will  you 
not  go  the  way  of  woman-kind?  Marry  come 
up,  my  dish  of  chastity  with  rosemary  and 
bays  !  [^E.xit  Bawd. 

Boult.  Come,  mistress ;  come  your  way  with 
me. 

Mar.  Whither  would  you  have  me  ? 

Boult.  To  take  from  you  the  jewel  you  hold 
so  dear. 

Mar.  Pr'ythee  tell  me  one  thing  first. 

Boult.  Come  now,  your  one  thing. 

Mar.  What  canst  thou  wish  thine  enemy  to 
be? 

Boult.  Why,  I  could  wish  him  to  be  my  mas- 
ter, or  rather,  my  mistress. 

3Iar.  Neither  of  these  are  yet  so  bad  as  thou 
art. 
Since  they  do  better  thee  in  their  command. 
Thou  hold'st  a  place,   for  which  the  pained'st 

fiend 
Of  hell  would  not  in  reputation  change  : 
Thou'rt  the  damn'd  door-keeper  to  eveiy  coy- 

strel t 
That  hitlier  comes  inquiring  for  his  tib  ; 
To  tlie  choleric  fisting  of  each  rogue  thy  ear 
Is  liable  ;  thy  very  food  is  sucli 
As  have  been  belch'd  on  by  infected  lungs. 

Boull.  What  wouldyou  have  me  ?  go  to  the 
wars,  would  you  ?  where  a  man  may  serve 
seven  years  for  the  loss  of  a  leg,  and  have  not 
money  enough  in  the  end  to  buy  him  a  wooden 
one  ? 

Mar.   Do   any   thing   but  tliis    thou  docst. 
Empty 
Old  receptacles,  common  sewers,  of  filth  ; 
Serve  b}'  indenture  to  the  common  liangman  ; 
Any  of  these  ways  are  better  yet  than  tiiis  : 
For  that  which  thou  professest,  a  baboon, 

*  Cope  or  canopy  cf  heaven.  t  Paltry  fell^-tv. 
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Could  he  but  speak,  would  own  a  name  tot* 

dear, 
Othat  the  gods  would  safely  from  this  plac^ 
Deliver  me  !  Here,  liere  is  gold  lor  tiiee. 
If  tliat  thy  master  would  gain  aught  by  me, 
Proclaim  that   I  can  sing,   weave,  sew,  and 

dance. 
With  otlier  virtues,  which  I'll  keep  from  boast ; 
And  I  will  undertake  all  these  to  teach. 
I  doubt  not  but  this  populous  city  will 
Yield  many  scholars. 

Boult.  But  can  you  teach  all  tliis  you  speak 
of? 

Blar.  Prove  that  I  cannot,  take  me  home 
And  prostitute  me  to  the  basest  groom  [again, 
That  doth  frequent  your  house. 

Boult.  Well,  I  will  see  what  I  can  do  for 
thee:  if  I  can  place  thee,  I  will. 

iVfar.  But,  amongst  honest  women  ? 

Boult.  'Faith,  my  acquaintance  lies  little 
amongst  them.  But  since  my  master  and  mis- 
tress  have  bought  you,  there's  no  going  but  by 
tlieir  consent ;  therefore  I  will  make  them  ac- 
quainted with  your  purpose,  and  1  doubt  not 
but  I  shall  find  them  tractable  enough.  Come, 
I'll  do  for  thee  what  I  can  ;  come  your  ways. 

lExeimf. 

ACT  V. 

Enter  Govt'ER. 

Gow.  Marina  thus  the  brothel  scapes,  and 

chances 
Into  an  honest  house,  our  storj'  says. 
She  sings  like  one  immortal,  and  she  dance's 
As  goddess-like  to  her  admired  lays  : 
Deep  clerks*  she  dumbs  ;  and  with  her  neeld  t 

composes 
Nature's  own  shape,  of  bud,  bird,   branch,  or 

berry  ; 
That  even  her  art  sisters  the  natural  roses  : 
Her  inkle,  silk,  twin  with  the  rubied  cherry  : 
That  pupils  lacks  she  none  of  noble  race, 
Who  pour  their  bounty  on  her  ;  and  her  gain 
She  gives   the    cursed  bawd.     Here  we   her 

place ; 
And  to  her  father  turn  our  thoughts  again, 
Where  we  left  him,  on  the  sea.     We  there  him 

lost; 
Whence,  driven  before  tlse  winds,  he  is  arriv'd 
Here  where  his  daughter  dwells  ;   and  on  this 

coast 
Suppose  him  now  at  anchor.     The  city  striv'd 
God  Neptune's   annual  feast  to   keep:  from 

whence 
Lysimachus  our  Tyrian  ship  espies, 
His  banners  sable,  trimm'd  with  rich  expense; 
And  to  him  in  iiis  barge  with  feiTour  liies. 
In  your  supposing  once  more  put  your  sight 
Of  heavy  Pericles  think  this  the  bark  : 
Where  what  is  done  in  action,  more,  if  might, 
Shall  be  discovcr'd  ;  please  you,  sit,  and  hark; 

lE.vit. 

SCENE  I. — Oil  board  Pekicles'  Ship,  oj-' 
Mylehne.  A  clone  Pavilioii  on  deck,  with  a 
Curtain  before  it;  PEP.icr.Es  within  it,  re- 
clined on  a  couch.  A  Bnr'^e  hjin^  beside  the 
Tyrian  Vessel. 

Enter  two  Sailors.  o«e  belon^in^lo  the  Tyrian 
Vessel,  the  other  to  the  Barge  :  to  them  Hei.i- 

CANIUS. 

Tyr.  Sail.  Where's  the  lord  Hclicanus  ?  he 
can  resolve  you. 

ITo  the  Sailor  of  Mytelene .. 
*  Learned  men.  i  Needle 
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0  here  lie  is- 

Sir,  there's  a  barge  put  off  from  Mitylene. 
And  ill  it  is  Lysimachus  the  governor. 
Who  craves  to  come  aboard.     What  is  your 
will  ? 
Ilel.   That  he  have  his.    Call  up  some  gen- 
tlemen, 
Tyr.  6'aiZ.  Ho,  gentlemen  !  my  lord  calls. 

Enter  two  Gentlemen. 
1  Gent.  Doth  your  lordship  call  ? 
Hel.  Gentlemen, 
There  is  some  of  worth  would  come  aboard ;  I 

pray  you. 
To  gTeet  them  fairly. 

[  The  Gentlemen  and  the  livo  Sailors 
descend,  mid  go  on  board  the  Barge. 

Enter,  fromthence  Lysimacuvs  and  Lords  ;  the 
Tyrian  Gentlemen,  and  the  two  Sailors. 

Ti/r.  Sail.  Sir, 
Tliis  is  the  man  that  can,  in  aught  you  would, 
Resolve  you. 

Lys.  liail,  reverend  Sir  !  The  gods  preserve 
you  ! 

Ilel.  And  you.  Sir,  to  out-live  the  age  I  am, 
And  die  as  I  would  do. 

Lys.  You  wish  me  well. 
Being  on  shore,  honouring  of  Neptune's  tri- 
umphs. 
Seeing  this  goodly  vessel  ride  before  us, 

1  made  to  it,  to  know  of  whence  you  are. 

Hel.   First,  Sir,  what  is  your  place? 

Lys.  I  am  governor  of  this  place  you  lie  be- 
fore. 

Ilel   Sir, 
Our  vessel  is  of  Tyre,  in  it  the  king ; 
A  man,  who  for  this  three  months  hath  not 
To  any  one,  nor  taken  sustenance,       [spoken 
But  to  prorogue*  his  grief. 

Lys.  Upon  what  ground  is  his  distempera- 
ture  ? 

Hel.  Sir,  it  would  be  too  tedious  to  repeat ; 
But  the  main  grief  of  all  springs  from  the  loss 
Of  a  beloved  daughter  and  a  wife. 

Li/s.  May  we  not  see  him,  then  ? 

Hel.  Y'^ou  may  indeed,  Sir, 
But  bootless  is  your  sight;  he  will  not  speak 
To  any. 

Lys.  Yet,  let  me  obtain  my  wish. 

liel.  Behold  him.  Sir :  [Pericles  discovered-  ] 
this  was  a  goodly  person. 
Till  the  disaster,  that,  one  mortalt  night, 
lOrove  him  to  this. 

Lys.   Sir,  king,   all  hail !  the  gods  preserve 
you !  Hail, 
Hail,  royal  Sir  ! 

Hel.  It  is  vain  ;  he  will  not  speak  to  ycu. 

1  Lord.    Sir,  we  have  a  mr^id  in  Mitylene,  I 
durst  wager. 
Would  win  some  woi'ds  of  him. 

Lys.   'Tis  well  bethought. 
She,  questionless,  with  her  sweet  harmony 
And  other  choice  .ittractions,   would  allure, 
And   make    a  battery    through    his    deafen'd 
Which  now  are  midway  stopp'd  :       [parts, | 
She,  all  as  happy  as  of  all  the  fairest. 
Is,  with  her  fellow-maidens,  now  within 
The  leafy  shelter  that  abuts  against 
The  island's  side. 

He  whispers  one  of  the  attendant  Lords. — 
E.vit  Lord,  in  the  Barge  of  Lysimachvs. 

Hel.  Sure,  all's  efl'ectless  ;  yet  nothing  we'll 
omit 

■■*  To  Icnglhen  or  prolong  liis  grief. 
i  Destructive.  t  /.  c.  Ears. 


That  bears  recovery's  name.    But,  since  your 
kindness  [further. 

We  have  stretch'd  thus  far,  let  us  beseech  you 
That  for  our  gold  we  may  provision  have, 
Wherein  we  are  not  destitute  for  want, 
But  weary  for  the  staleness. 

Lys.   O,  Sir,  a  courtesy, 
Which  if  we  should  deny,  the  most  just  God 
For  every  graff  would  send  a  caterpillar, 
And  so  inflict  our  province. — Yet  once  more 
Let  mo  entreat  to  know  at  large  the  cause 
Of  your  king's  gorrow. 

Hel.    Sit,  Sir,  I  will  recount  it ; — 
But  see,  I  am  prevented. 

Enter,  from  the  Barge,  Lord,  Marina,  and  a 
young  Lady. 

Lys.  O,  here  is 
The  lady  that  I  sent  for.  Welcome,  fair  one  ! 
Is't  not  a  goodly  presence  ? 

Hel.  A  gallant  lady. 

Lys.  She's  such,  that  were  I  well  assur'd 
she  came 
Of  gentle  kind,  and  noble  stock,  I'd  wish 
No  better  choice,  and  think  me  rarely  wed. 
Fair  one,  all  goodness  that  consists  in  bounty 
Expect  even  here,  where  is  a  kingly  patient: 
If  that  thy  prosperous-artificial  feat 
Can  draw  him  but  to  an.swer  thee  in  aught, 
Thy  sacred  physic  shall  receive  such  pay 
As  thy  desires  can  wish. 

Mar.   Sir,  I  will  use 
My  utmost  skill  in  liis  recovery, 
Provided  none  but  I  and  my  companion 
Be  suffer'd  to  come  near  him. 

Lys.   Come,  let  us  leave  her, 
And  the  gods  make  her  prosperous  ! 

[Marina  sings. 

Lys.  Mark'd  he  your  music  ? 
.    Mar.  No,  nor  look'd  on  us. 

Lys.  See,  she  will  speak  to  him. 

Mar.  Hail  Sir  !  my  lord,  lend  ear : 

Per.   Hum  !   ha  ! 

Mar.  I  am  a  maid, 
My  lord,  that  ne'er  before  invited  eyes, 
But  have  been  gaz'd  on,  comet-like :  she  speaks 
My  lord,  that,  may  be,  hath  endur'd  a  grief 
Might  equal  yours,  if  both  were  justly  weigh'd. 
Though  wayward  fortune  did  njalign  my  state. 
My  derivation  was  from  ancestors 
^V'lio  stood  equivalent  with  mighty  kings  : 
But  time  hath  rooicd  out  my  parentage, 
And  to  the  world  and  avi'kward  casualties 
Bound  me  in  sei\  itude. — I  will  desist ; 
But  there  is  something  glows  upon  my  cheek. 
And  whispers  in  mine  ear.  Go  not  till  he  speak. 

\_Aside. 

Per.  My  fortunes — parentage — good  paren- 
tage—  [you  ? 
To  equal  mine  I — was  it  not  thus  ?  what  say 

Ji]ar.  I  said,   my  lord,  if  you  did  know  my 
You  would  not  do  me  violence.      [parentage. 

Per.  I  do  think  so. 
I  pi'^y  3'0"j  tuvn  your  eyes  again  upon  me. — 
You  are  like  something  that — What  country- 
Here  of  those  shores  ?  [woman  ? 

Mar.   No,  nor  of  any  shores: 
Yet  I  was  mortally  brought  forth,  and  am 
No  other  than  1  appear. 

Per.  lam  great  with  woe,  and  shall  deliver 

weeping.  [ono 

My  dearest  wife  was  like  this  maid,  and  such  a 

My  daughter  might  have  been :  my  queen'.s 

square  brows ; 
Her  stature  to  an  inch;  as  wand-like  straight ; 
As  silver-voic'd  :  her  e3'es  as  jewel-like, 
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Ami  cas'd  as  richly  :   iu  pace  aiiotlier  Juno  ; 

Who  starves  the  ears  she   feeds,  and  makes 

them  hung'ry, 
The  more  she  gives  them  speech. — Where  do 
you  live  / 
Mar.  Where  I  am  but  a  stranger  :  from  the 
You  may  discern  the  place.  [deck 

Per.    Where  were  you  bred  ? 
And   how   achiev'd    you  these  endowments, 
You  make  more  rich  to  owe  ?*  [which 

Mar.    Should  I  tell  my  history,  ['"g- 

"Twould  seem  like  lies  disdain'd  in  the  report- 
Per.  Pr'ythee  speak  ;  [look'st 

Falseness  cannot  come  from  thee,    for  thou 
Modest  as  justice,  and  thou  seem'st  a  palace 
For  the  crown'd  truth  to  d  .veil  in  :  I'll  believe 

thee. 
And  make  my  senses  credit  thy  relation, 
To  points  that  seem  impossible;  for  thou  look'st 
Like  one  I  lov'd  indeed.  What  were  thy  friends? 
Didst  thou  not  say,  when  1  did  push  thee  back, 
(Which  was  when  I  perceiv'd  thee,)  that  thou 
From  good  descending  ?  [cam'st 

Mar.  So  indeed  I  did. 
Per.  Report  thy  parentage.    I  think  thou 
said'st 
Thou  hadst  been  toss'd  from  wrong  to  injury, 
And  that  thou  thought'st  thy  griefs  might  equal 
If  both  were  open'd.  [mine. 

3Iar.  Some  such  thing  indeed 
I  said,  and  said  no  more  but  what  my  thoughts 
Did  warrant  me  was  likely. 

Per.    Tell  thy  story  ; 
If  thine  consider'd  prove  the  thousandtli  part 
Of  mj'  endurance,  thou  art  a  man,  and  I 
Have  sufter'd  like  a  girl:  yet  thou  dost  look 
Like  Patience,  gazing  on  kings'  graves,   and 

smiling 
Extremity  out  of  act.  What  were  thy  friends? 
How  lost  thou  them  ?    Thy   name,  my  most 

kind  virgin  ? 
Recount,  I  do  beseech  thee  ;  come,  sit  by  me. 
Mar.   My  name,   Sir,  is  Marina. 
Per.  O,  I  am  mock'd. 
And  thou  by  some  incensed  god  sent  hither 
To  make  the  world  laugh  at  me. 

Mar.  Patience,  good  Sir, 
Or  here  I'll  cease. 

Per.  Nay,  I'll  be  patient ; 
Thou  little  know'st  how  thou  dost  startle  me. 
To  call  thyself  Marina. 

3Iar.  The  name,   Marina, 
Was  given  me  by  one  that  had  some  power  ; 
My  father,  and  a  king. 

Per.  How  I  a  king's  daughter  ? 
And  call'd  Marina  ? 

Mar.  You  said  you  would  believe  me ; 
But,  not  to  be  a  troubler  of  your  peace, 
i  will  end  here. 

Per.    But  are  you  flesh  and  blood  ? 
Have  you  a  working  pulse?  and  are  no  fairy  ? 
No  motion  ?t — Well ;   speak  on.    AVhere  Vvcre 

you  born  ? 
And  wherefore  call'd  Marina  ! 

Mar.   Call'd  Marina, 
For  I  was  born  at  sea. 

Per.  At  sea  ?  thy  mother  ? 
Mar.  My  mother  was  the  daughter  of  a  king ; 
Who  died  the  very  minute  I  v/as  born. 
As  my  good  nurse  Lychorida  hath  oft 
Deliver'd  weeping. 

Per.  O,  stop  there  a  little  ! 
This  is  the  rarest  dream  that  e'er  dull  sleep 
Did  mock  sad  fools  withal :  this  cannot  be. 

"*  Po3.=  es«. 
t  /.  c  "So  puppet  rirtissed  up  (o  f!eceive  me. 
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My  daughter's  buried.  [^Aside.']  Well: 

were  you  bred  ? 
I'll  hear  you  more,  to  the  bottom  of  yourstory, 
And  never  interrupt  you. 

Mar.   You'll  scarce  believe  me :  'twere  be-st 

I  did  give  o'er. 
Per.   I  will  believe  you  by  the  syllable 
Of  what  you  shall  deliver.  Yet,  give  me  leave: 
How  cameyouin  these  parti  ?  Where  wereyou 
bred  ? 
ill«r.    The  king  my  father,  did  in  Tharsus. 
leave  me ; 
Till  cruel  Cleon,  with  his  wicked  wife. 
Did  seek  to  nmrder  me  :  and  having  woo'd 
A  villain  to  attempt  it,  who  having  drawn, 
A  crew  of  pirates  came  and  rcscu'd  me  ; 
Brought  me  to  Mitylenc.   But  now,  good  Sir 
Whither  will  you  have  me  ?  Why  do  you  weep?. 

It  may  be. 
You  think  me  an  impostor  ;  no,  good  faith  ; 
I  am  the  daughter  to  king  Pericles, 
If  good  king  Pericles  be. 
Per.    Ho,  Helicanus? 
Hel.   Calls  my  gracious  lord  ? 
Per.  Thou  art  a  grave  and  noble  counsellor. 
Most  wise  in  general :  Tell  me,  if  thou  canst, 
What  this  maid  is,  or  what  is  like  to  be, 
That  thus  hath  made  me  weep  ? 

Hel.    I  know  not ;  but 
Here  is  the  regent.  Sir,  of  Mitylene. 
Speaks  nobly  of  her. 

Lys.  She  would  never  tell 
Her  parentage,   being  demanded  that, 
She  would  sit  still  and  weep. 

Per.  O  Helicanus,  strike  me,  honour'd  Sir  ;. 
Give  me  a  gash,  put  me  to  present  pain  ; 
Lest  this  great  sea  of  joys  rushing  upon  me, 
O'erbear  the  shores  of  my  mortality. 
And  drown    me   with    their    sweetness.     O, 

come  hither. 
Thou  that  beget'st  him  that  did  thee  beget ; 
Thou  that  wast  born  at  sea,  buried  at  Tharsus, 
And  found  at  sea  again  !  O  Helicanus,    [loucl 
Down  Oil  thy  knees,    thank  the  holy  gods,  as 
As  thunder  threatens  us  :  This  is  Marina. — 
What  was  thy  mother's  name  ?  Tell  me  but  that 
For  truth  can  never  be  confirm'd  enough, 
Though  doubts  did  ever  sleep. 

Mar.  First,   Sir,  I  pray. 
What  is  your  title  ? 

Per.  I  am  Pericles  of  Tyre :  but  tell  me  now 
(As  in  the  rest  thou  hast  been  godlike  perfect,) 
My  drown'd  queen's  name,   thou  art  the  heir 

of  kingdoms. 
And  another  life  to  Pericles  thy  father. 

Mar.  Is  it  no  more  to  be  your  daughter,  than 
To  say,  my  mother's  name  was  Thaisa  ? 
Thaisa  was  my  mother,  who  did  end, 
The  minute  1  began. 

Per.  Now,  blessing  on  thee,  rise ;  thou  art 
my  child. 
Give  me  fresh  garments.  Mineown,  Helicanus, 
(Not  dead  at  Tharsus,  as  she  should  have  been. 
By  savage  Cleon,)  she  shall  tell  thee  all ; 
When  thou  shalt  kneel  and  justify  in  know- 
She  is  thy  very  princess. — Wlioisthis?  [ledge, 

Hd-  Sir,  'tis  the  governor  of  Mitylene, 
Who,  hearing  of  your  mclanchoh^  state, 
Did  come  to  see  you. 

Per.  I  embrace  you.  Sir. 
Give  me  my  robes  ;  lam  wild  in  my  beliolding. 
O  heavens  bless  my  girl !    But  hark,  what  mu- 
Tell  Helicanus,  m}'  Marina,  tell  him  [sic? 

O'er,  point  by  point,  foryet  he  seems  to  doubt. 
How  sure  you  arc  my  daughter. — But  whaX 
music  "^ 
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Hel.  My  lord,  I  hear  none. 
Per.  None  ? 
The  music  of  the  spheres:  list,  my  Manua. 
'    Lys.  It  is  not  good  to  cross  him;  give  him 
way. 
Per.  Rarest  sounds ! 
Do  ye  not  hear  ? 

Ly.i.  Music?  My  lord,  I  heaf— 
Per.  Most  heavenly  music : 
It  nips  nic  unto  list'ning,  and  thick  slumber 
Hangs  on  mine  eye-lids;  letmerest.  [He  sleeps 
Li/«.  A  pillow  for  his  head; 

[  The  Curtain  before  the  Painhon  oj 
Pericles  is  closed. 
Soleavehimall.— Well.mycompamon-firiends, 
If  this  but  answer  to  my  just  belief, 
I'll  well  remember  you. 

[Exeunt  Lysimachus,  Hemcanus, 
Marina,  and  attendant  Lady. 

SCENE  TL— The  same.—Pr.B.ici.^s  on  the  Deck 
asleep ;  Diana  appearing  to  him  as  in  a  riswn. 

Dia.  My   temple   stands   in   Ephesus;  hie 
thee  thither, 
And  do  upon  mine  altar  sacrifice.        [gether. 
There,  when  my  maiden  priests  are  met  to- 
jiefore  the  people  all, 

Reveal  how  thou  at  sea  didst  lose  thy  wife  : 
To  mourn  thy  crosses,  with  thy  daughter's,  call. 
And  give  them  repetition  to  the  life.* 
Perform  my  bidding,  or  thou  liv'st  in  woe  : 
Do't,  and  be  happy,  by  my  silver  bow. 
\wake,  and  tell  thy  dream. 

[Diana  disappears. 

Per.  Celestial  Dian,  goddess  argentine,! 
I  will  obey  thee  i— Helicanus ! 
E7iter  Lysimachus,  Helicanus,  and  Mahina. 

Hel.  Sir. 

Per.  My  purpose  was  for  Tharsus,  there  to 
The  inhospitable  Cleon  ;  but  I  am         [strike 
For  other  service  first;  toward  Ephesus 
Turn  our  blownt  sails;  eftsoons§  I'll  tell  thee 

^hy. [To  Helicanus. 

Shall  we  refresh  us.  Sir,  upon  your  shore. 
And  give  you  gold  for  such  provision 
As  our  intents  will  need? 

Lys.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir;  and  when  you 
come  ashore, 
I  have  another  suit. 

Per.  You  shall  prevail. 
Were  it  to  woo  my  daughter;  for  it  seems 
You  have  been  noble  towards  her. 

Lys.  Sir.  lend  your  arm. 

Per.  Come,  my  Marina.  lExeunf. 

Enter  Gower,  before  the  Temple  of  Diana  at 
Ephesus. 
Gow.  Now  our  sands  are  almost  run  ; 
JNIore  a  little,  and  then  done. 
•   This,  as  my  last  boon,  give  me, 
(For  such  "kindness  must  relieve  me,") 
'J'hat  you  aptly  will  suppose 
■\Vhat  pageantry,  what  feats,  what  shows. 
What  minstrelsy,  and  pretty  din, 
The  regent  made  in  Mitylin, 
To  greet  the  king.     So  he  has  thriv'd. 
That  he  is  promis'dto  be  wiv'd 
To  fair  Marina  ;  but  in  no  wise, 
Till  he||  had  done  his  sacrifice. 
As  Dian  bade  :  whereto  being  bound. 
The  interim,  pray  you,  all  confound. 'i 

»  Uipeal  a  livi^ly  narialivc  of  your  adventiirf =. 

■i /.  e  lie^ent  of  Ihe  silver  mnnii.  J  Swollen. 

5>  Soon.  li  f.  e   Te-'icle?. 

*I  Confound  here  signif.cs  to  consume. 
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In  feather'd  briefness  sails  are  fiU'd, 
And  wishes  fall  out  as  they're  wiU'd. 
At  Ephesus,  the  temple  see, 
Our  king,  and  all  his  company. 
That  he  can  hither  come  so  soon. 
Is  by  your  fancy's  thankful  boon.       [Exit. 


SCENE  HI.— The  Temple  0/ Diana  at  Ephe- 
sus :    Thaisa  standing  near  the   Altar,   as 
high  Priestess :  a  number  of  Virgins  on  each 
side ;    Cerimon    and    other   Inhabitants  of 
Ephesus  attending. 
Enter  Ff.ricl^s,  ivlth  his  Train;  Lysimachcs, 
Helicanus,  Marina,  and  a  Lady. 
Per.  Hail  Dian  !  to  perform  thy  just  com- 
mand, 
I  here  confess  myself  the  king  of  Tyre  ; 
Who,  frighted  from  my  country,  did  wed 
The  fair  Thaisa,  at  Pentapolis. 
At  sea  in  childbed  died  she,  but  brought  forth 
A  maid-child  call'd  Marina ;  who,  O  goddess, 
AVears  yet  thy  silver  livery.*     She  at  Tharsus 
Was  nurs'd  with  Cleon;  whom  at   fourteen 

years 
He  sought  to  murder:  but  her  better  stars 
Brought  her  to  Mitylene ;  against  whose  shore 
Riding,  her  fortunes  brought  the  maid  aboard 
us,  [she 

Where,  by  her  own  most  clear  remembrance. 
Made  known  herself  my  daughter. 

Thai.  Voice  and  favour  ! — 
You  are — you  are — O  royal  Pericles ! 

[She  faints. 
Per.  What  means  the  woman  ?  she  dies  I 

help,  gentlemen  I 
Cer.  Noble  Sir, 
If  you  have  told  Diana's  altar  true, 
This  is  your  wife. 

Per.  Reverend  appearer,  no  ; 
1  threw  her  o'erboard  with  these  very  arms. 
Cer.  Upon  this  coast,  I  warrant  you. 
Per.   'Tis  most  certain. 
Cer.  Look  to  the  lady  ;— 0.  she's  but  o'er- 
joy'd. 
Early,  one  blusfring  morn,  this  lady  was 
Thrown  on  this  shore.     I  op'd  the  coffin,  and 
Found  there  rich  jewels  ;  recover'd  her,  and 

plac'd  her 
Here  in  Diana's  temple. 
Per.  May  we  see  them  ? 
Cer.   Great  Sir,  they  shall  be  brought  you- 
to  my  house. 
Whither  I  invite  you.     Look  !  Thaisa  is 
Recover'd. 

Thai.   O,  let  me  look  ! 
If  he  be  none  of  mine,  my  sanctity 
Will  to  my  scnset  bend  no  licentious  ear, 
But  curb  it,  spite  of  seeing.     O,  my  lord, 
Are  you  not  Pericles  ?  Like  him  you  speak. 
Like  him  you  are :  Did  you  not  name  a  fem- 
A  birth,  and  death  ?  [pest, 

Per.  The  voice  of  dead  Thaisa  ! 
Thai.  That  Thaisa  am  I,  supposed  dead. 
And  drown'd. 

Per.  Immortal  Dian  ! 
Thai.   Now  I  know  you  better. — 
When  we  %vith  tears  parted  Pentapolis, 
The  king,  my  father,  gave  you  such  a  ringr- 
[Shows  a  Ring- 
Per.  This,  this  :  no  more,  you  gods  !  your 
present  kindness  [well, 

Makes  my  past  miseries  sport :  You  shall  do 
Tl;».t  on  the  touching  of  her  lips  I  may 


I.e. 


Upt  wliile  robe  of  iniiocfence. 
t  SeiiEiial  p'.Esicm. 


Scene  ///.] 


PERICLES,  PRINCE  OF  TYRE. 


sGD 


Melt,  and  no  move  bft  seen.  0  come,  be  buried 
A  second  time  within  these  arms. 

Mar.  My  lieart 
Leaps  to  be  gone  into  my  mother's  bosom. 

[Kntehto  Thaisa. 

Per.  Look,  who  kneels  here  !  Flesh  of  thy 
flesh,  Thaisa; 
Thy  burden  at  the  sea,  and  call'd  Marina, 
Porshe  was  yielded  there. 

Thai.  Bless'd  and  mine  own  ! 

Hel.  Hail,  madam,  and  my  queen  .' 

Thai.  I  know  you  not. 

Per.  You  have  heard  me  say,  when  I  did 
fly  from  Tj're, 
I  left  behind  an  ancient  substitute 
Can  you  remember  what  I  call'd  the  man  ? 
I  have  nam'd  him  oft. 

Thai.  'Twas  Helicanus  then. 

Per.  Still  confirmation : 
Embrace  him,  dear  Thaisa;  this  is  he. 
Now  do  I  long'  to  hear  how  you  were  found  ; 
How  possibly  preserv'd  ;  and  whom  to  thank, 
Besides  the  gods,  for  this  great  miracle. 

Thai.  Lord  Cerimon,  my  lord  ;  this  man 
Through   whom  the  gods  have  shown  their 

power :  that  can 
From  first  to  last  resolve  you. 

Per.  Reverend  Sir, 
The  gods  can  have  no  mortal  officer 
More  like  a  god  than  you.     Will  you  deliver 
How  this  dead  queen  re-livcs  ? 

Cer.  I  will,  my  lord. 
Beseech  you,  first  go  with  me  to  my  house. 
Where  shall  be  shown  you  all  was  found  with 

her; 
How  she  came  placed  here  within  the  temple  ; 
No  needful  thing  omitted. 

Per.  Pure  Diana! 
I  bless  thee  for  thy  vision,  and  will  offer 
My  night  oblations  to  thee.     Thaisa,        [ter, 
This  prince,  the  fair-betrothed  of  your  daugh- 


Shall  marry  her  at  Pcnfapolis.     And  now, 
This  ornament*  that  makes  me  look  so  dismal. 
Will  I,  my  lov'd  Marina,  clip  to  form  ; 
And  what  this  fourteen  years  no  razor  touch'd. 
To  grace  thy  marriage-day,  I'll  beautify. 

2'hai.  Lord  Cerimon  hath  letters  of  good 
Sir,  that  my  father's  dead.  [credit. 

Per.  Heavens  make  a  star  of  him  !  Yet  there, 
my  queen, 
We'll  celebrate  their  nuptials,  and  ourselves- 
Will  in  that  kingdom  spend  our  foUowingdays  ; 
Our  son  and  daughter  shall  in  Tyrus  reign. 
Lord  Cerimon,  we  do  our  longing  stay. 
To  hear  the  rest  untold. — Sir,  lead  the  way. 

lExeunt. 

Enter  GowEn. 

Gow.  In  Antiochjt  and   his  daughter,   you 
have  heard 
Of  monstrous  lust  the  due  and  just  reward  : 
In  Pericles,  his  queen  and  daughter,  seen 
(Although   assail'd    with    fortune  fierce    and 

keen,) 
Virtue  preserv'd  from  fell  destruction's  blast, 
Led  on  by  heaven,  andcrown'dwith  joyat  last. 
In  Helicanus  may  you  well  descry 
A  figure  of  truth,  of  faith,  of  loyalty  : 
In  reverend  Cerimon  there  well  appears, 
The  worth  that  learned  charity  ayet  wears. 
For  wicked  Cleon  and  his  wife,  when  fame 
Had  spread  their  cursed  deed,  and  honourVl 
Of  Pericles,  to  rage  the  city  turn  ;  [name 

That  him  and  his  they  in  his  palace  burn. 
The  gods  for  murder  seemed  so  content 
Topunishthem;  althoughnot  done, but  meant. 
So  on  your  patience  evermore  attending, 
New  joy  wait  on  you  !  Here  our  play  has  end- 
ing. \_Exit  GowER. 

"  /.  f.  His  beard, 
t/.  f.  Tbekiiigof  Antioch.  J  Ever. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  of  State  in  King  Lear's 
Palace. 

Enter  Kent,  Gloster,  and  Edmund. 

Kent.  I  thought,  the  king  had  more  affected 
the  duke  of  Albany   than  Cornwall. 

Glo.  It  did  always  seem  so  to  us :  but  now, 
in  the  division  of  the  kingdom,  it  appears  not 
>vhich  of  the  dukes  he  values  most;  for  equal- 
ities are  so  weigh'd,  that"  cui'iosit}'*  in  neither 
can  make  choice  of  cither's  moiety  .t 

Kent.  Is  not  this  your  son,  my  lord  ? 

Glo.  His  breeding,  .Sir,  hath  been  at  my 
charge  :  I  have  so  often  blush'd  to  acknow- 
ledge him,  that  now  1  am  brazed  to  it. 

Kent.  I  cannot  conceive  you. 

Glo.  Sir,  this  young  fellow's  mother  could  : 
whereupon  she  grew  round-wombed ;  and  had, 
indeed.  Sir,  a  son  for  lier  cradle,  ere  she  had  a 
husband  for  her  bed.     Do  3-ou  smell  a  fault  ? 

Kent.  I  cannot  wish  the  fault  undone,  the 
issue  of  it  being  so  proper. t 

Glo.  But  I  have,  Sir,  a  son  by  order  of  law, 
some  year  elder  than  this,  who  j-et  is  no  dear- 
er in  my  account :  though  this  knave  came 
somewhat  saucily  into  the  world  before  he 
was  sent  for,  yet  was  his  mother  fair  ;  there 
was  good  sport  at  his  making,  and  the  whore- 
son must  be  acknowledged. — Do  you  know 
this  noble  gentleman,  Edmund  ? 

Edm.   No,  my  lord. 

Glo.  My  lord  of  Kent:  remember  him  here- 
tifter  as  my  honourable  friend. 

Edm.  My  services  to  your  lordship. 

Kent.  1  must  love  you,  and  sue  to  know  you 
better. 

Mosf  jpru|i'j',i)iis  nicetj-.        t  I'.ii'l  or  divifioii. 
!   Handsome. 


Edm.  Sir,  I  shall  study  deserving-. 
Glo.    He  hath   been  out   nine  years,  and 
away  he  shall  again  : — The  king  is  coming. 

[  Trumpets  sound  within. 

Enter  Lear,  Cornwall,  Albany,  Goneril. 
Regan,  Cordelia,  and  Attendants. 

Lear.   Attend  the  lords  of  France  and  Bur- 
Gloster.  [gundy, 

Glo.  I  shall  my  liege. 

\_Exeunt  Gloster  and  Edmund. 
Lear.  Meantime  we  shall  express  our  dark- 
er* purpose. 
Give  me  the  map  there. — Know,  that  we  haver 

divided,  [tentt 

In  three,  our  kingdom  :  and  'tis  our  fast  in- 
To  shake  all  cares  and  business  from  our  age  : 
Conferring  them  on  younger  strengths,  while 

we 
Unburden'd  crawl  toward  death. — Our  son  of 

Cornwall, 
And  you,  our  no  less  loving  son  of  Albany, 
We  have  this  hour  a  constant  will  to  publish 
Our  daughters'  several   dowers,   that  future 

strife 
May  be  prevented  now.    The  princes,  France 

and  Burgimdy, 
Great  rivals  in  our  youngest  daughter's  love. 
Long  in  our  court  have  made  their  amorou.s: 

sojourn  [daughters. 

And  here  are  to  be  answer'd. — Tell  me,   my 
(Siuce  now  we  will  divest  us,  both  of  rule, 
Interest  of  territory,  cares  of  state,) 
Which  of  you,  shall  we  say,  doth  love  us  most? 
That  we  our  largest  bounty  may  extend 
Where  merit  doth  most  challenge  it. — Goneril, 
Our  eldest-born,  speak  first. 

Gon.  Sir,  I  [matter. 

Do  love  Tou  more  than  words  can  wield  the 


'  IMorr;  .senet. 
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Dearer  than  eye-sight,  space  and  liljerty ; 
Beyond  what  can  be  valued,  rich  or  Vdse  ; 
JNo  less  than  life,  with  grace,  health,  beauty, 

honour : 
As  much  as  child  e'er  lov'd,  or  fatiier  found. 
A  love  that  makes  breath  poor,  and  speech  un- 
able ; 
Beyond  all  manner  of  so  much  I  love  you. 

Cor.  What  shall  Cordelia  do  ?  Love,  and  be 

silent.  lAside. 

Lear.  Of  all  these  bounds,  even  from  this  line 

to  this, 
With  shadowy  forests  and  with  champains* 

rich'd. 
With  plenteous  rivers  and  wide-skirted  meads, 
We  make   thee  lady:  To  thine  and  Albany's 
issue  [daughter, 

Be  this    perpetual. — What   says  our  second 
Our  dearest  Regan,  wife  to  Cornwall?  Speak. 

Reg.  I  am  made  of  that  self  metal  as  my 
sister. 
And  prize  me  at  her  worth.    In  my  true  heart 
I  find,  she  names  my  very  deed  of  love  ; 
Only  she  comes  too  short, — that  I  profess 
Myself  an  enemy  to  all  other  joys,       [sesses; 
Which  the  most  precious  squaret  of  sense  pos- 
And  find,  I  am  alone  feliciiatet 
In  your  dear  highness'  love. 

Cor.  Then  poor  Cordelia  !  {^Aside 

And  yet  not  so ;  since,  I  am  sure,  my  love's 
More  richer  than  my  tongue. 

Lear.  To  thee,  and  thine,  hereditary  ever. 
Remain  this  ample  third  of  our  fair  kingdom  ; 
No  less  in  space,  validity, §  and  pleasure, 
Than  that  confirm'd  onGoneril. — Now, our  joy, 
Although  the  last,  not  least ;  to  whose  young 

love 
The  vines  of  France,  and  milk  of  Burgundy, 
Strive  to  be  interess'd  :  what  can  you  say,  to 

draw 
Athird  more  opulent  than  your  sisters  ?  Speak. 

Cor.  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Lear.  Notliing  ? 

Cor.  Nothing. 

Lear.  Nothing  can  come  of  nothing :  speak 
again. 

Cor.  Unhappy  that  I  am,  I  cannot  heave 
My  heart  into  my  mouth  :  I  love  your  majesty 
According  to  my  bond  ;  nor  more,  nor  less 

Lear.   How,   hou%  Cordelia?    mend   your 
speech  a  little, 
Lest  it  may  mar  your  fortunes. 

Cor.  Good  my  lord, 
You  have  begot  me,  bred  me,  lov'd  me  :  I 
Return  those  duties  back  as  are  right  fit. 
Obey  you,  love  you,  and  most  honour  yon. 
Why  have  my  sisters  husbands,  if  they  say. 
They  love  you,  all?  Haply,||  when  I  shall  wed. 
That  lord,  whose  hand  must  take  my  plight, 

shall  carry 
Half  my  love  with  him,  half  my  care,  and  duty ; 
Sure,  I  shall  never  marry  like  my  sisters. 
To  love  my  father  all. 

Lenr.  But  goes  this  with  thy  heart  ? 

Cor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 

Lear.  So  young,  and  so  untender  ? 

Cor.  So  young,  my  lord,  and  true. 

Lear.  Let  it  be  so".— Thy  truth  then  be  thy 
dower ; 
For,  by  the  sacred  radiance  of  the  sun  ; 
The  mysteries  of  Hecate,  and  Ih.e  niglit ; 
By  ail  the  operations  of  the  orbs, 
From  whom  we  do  exist,  and  cease  to  be  ; 
Here  I  disclaim  all  my  paternal  care, 

*  Open  plains,      t  Comprehension.     tMade   happv. 
§  Value.  II  Perhaps,  ^  "^ 

Vol.  II. 


Propinquity"  and  property  of  blood. 

And  as  a  stranger  to  my  heart  and  me 

Hold  thee,  from  this,t  for  ever.     The  barba* 

rous  Scythian, 
Or  he  that  makes  his  generationt  messes 
To  gorge  his  appetite,  shall  to  my  bosom 
Be  as  well  neighbour'd,  pitied,  andreliev'el. 
As  thou  my  sometime  daughter. 

Ke7it.  Good  my  liege, — 

Lear.  Peace,  Kent! 
Come  not  betAveen  the  dragon  and  his  wrath  : 
I  lov'd  her  most,  and  thought  to  set  my  rest 
On  her  kind  nursery. — Hence,  and  avoid  my 
sight ! —  [  To  CoRDEiiA, 

So  be  my  grave  ray  peace,  as  here  I  give 
Her  father's  heart  from  her  1 — Call  France;— 

Who  stirs  ? 
Call  Burgundy. — Cornwell,  and  Albany, 
With  my  .two  daughters'   dowers  digest  this 
third ;  [her. 

Let  pride,  which   she  calls  plainness,  many 
I  do  invest  you  jointly  with  my  power, 
Pre-eminence,  and  all  the  large  effects 
That  troop  with  majesty. — Ourself,  by  monthTy 

course. 
With  reservation  of  a  hundred  knights, 
By  you  to  be  sustain'd,  shall  our  abode  [retain 
Make  with  you  by  due  turns.     Only  we   still 
The  name,  and  all  the  additions^  to  a  king  ; 
The  sway, 

Revenue,  execution  of  the  rest,l| 
Beloved  sons,  be  yours :  which  to  confirm. 
This  coronet  part  between  you. 

[^Givingihe  Crown. 

Kent.  Royal  Lear. 
Whom  I  have  ever  honour'd  as  my  king, 
Lov'd  as  my  father,  as  my  master  follow'd, 
As  my  greatpatron thought  on  in  my  prayers,—' 

L'or.    The  bow  is  bent  and  drawn,   make 
from  the  shaft. 

Kent.  Let  it  fall  rather,  though  the  fork  iO' 

vade 

The  region  of  my  heart :    be  Kent  unmannerly, 

When   Lear  is  mad.     "^Vhat  wouldst  thou  do. 

old  man  ?  [speak, 

Think'st  thou,  that  duty  shall  have  dread  lo 

When  power  to  flatteiy  bows  ?    To  plainness 

honour's  bound,  [doom  ; 

When  majesty  stoops  to  folly.     Reverse  thy 

And,  in  thy  best  consideration,  check 

This  hideous  rashness  :  answer  my  life,  iny 

judgement. 
Thy  youngest  daughterdocs  not  love  thee  least; 
Nor  are  those  empty-hearted,  whose  low  sound 
ReverSsH  no  hollowness. 

Lear.  Kent,  on  thy  life,  no  more. 

Ktnt.  My  life  1  never  held  but  as  a  pawn 
To  wage  against  thine  enemies  ;  nor  fear  (» 

lose  it. 
Thy  safety  being  the  motive. 

Lear.  Out  of  my  sight ! 

Knit.  See  better,  Lear;  and  let  me  still  re- 
The  true  b!ank**of  thine  eye.  [main 

Lcnr.  Now,  by  Apollo, — 

Kent.  Now,  by  Apollo,  king. 
Thou  swear'st  thy  gods  in  vain. 

Lear.  O,  vassal !  miscreant ! 

[L«^/))g  liis  Hand  on  his  S.w6rd. 

Alb.   Corn.  Dear  Sir,  forbear, 

Knf.  Do; 
Kill  thy  physician,  and  the  fee  bestow 
Upon  tiie  foul  disease.     Revoke  thy  gift; 
Or,  whilst  1  can  vent  clamour  from  my  throat 
I'll  tell  thee,  thou  dost  evil. 

*  Kindred.  tFrom  this  time.        J  His   children- 

§  Titles.  II  All  other  subjects.       If  Ecveberate:^. 

*  The  mark  to  shoot  at. 
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Lear.  Hear  me  recreant ! 
On  thine  allegiance  hear  me  ! — 
Since  thou  hast  sought  to  make  us  break  our 
vow,  [pride, 

(Which  we  durst  never  yet,)  and,  with  strain'd 
To  come  betwixt  our  sentence  and  our  power  ; 
(Which  nor  our  nature  norourplace  can  bear,) 
Our  potency  make  good,  take  thy  reward. 
Five  days  we  do  allot  thee,  for  provision 
To  shield  thee  from  diseases  of  the  world; 
And,  on  the  sixth,  to  turn  thy  hated  back 
Upon  our  kingdoui :  if,  on  the  tenth  day  fol- 
lowing, 
Thy  banish'd  trunk  be  foundin  our  dominions. 
The  moment  is  thy  death :  Away  !  By  Jupiter, 
This  shall  not  he  revok'd. 

Kent.    Fare  thee  well,  king  :    since  thus 
thou  wilt  appear. 
Freedom  lives  hence, and  banishment  is  here.— 
The  gods  to  their  dear  shelter  take  thee,  maid, 

[^To    CORDKLIA. 

That  justly  think'st,  and  has  most  rightly 
said ! — 

And  your  large  speeches  may  your  deeds  ap- 
prove,        [To  Regan  fl«rf  GoNERiL. 

That  good  effects  may  spring  from  words  of 
love. — 

Thus  Kent,  O  princes,  bids  you  all  adieu  : 

He'll  shape  his  old  course*  in  a  country  new. 

[Exit. 

Re-Enter  Gloster  ;  with  France,  Burgundy, 
(aid  Attendants. 

Glo.    Here's   France    and  Burgundy,    my 
noble  lord. 

Lear.  My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
We  first  address  towards  you,  who  with  this 
king  [least. 

Hath  rivnll'd  for  oar  daugliter;    What,  in  the 
Will  you  require  in  present  dower  with  her, 
Or  cease  your  quest  of  love  .■'t 

Bur.  Most  royal  majesty, 
I  crave  no  more  than  hath  your  highness  offer'd, 
Nor  will  you  tender  less. 

Lear.  Right  noble  Burgundy, 
When  she  was  dear  to  us,  we  did  hold  her  so  ; 
But  now  her  price  is  fali'n :  Sir,  there  she 

stands ; 
If  aught  within  that  little  seemingj  substance, 
Or  all  of  it,  with  our  displeasure  piec'd. 
And  nothing  more,  may  fitly  like  your  grace, 
She's  there,  and  she  is  yours. 

Bur.  I  know  no  answer. 

Lear.   Sir, 
Will  you,  with  those  infirmities  she  owes,§ 
Unfriended,  new  adopted  to  our  hate, 
Dower'd  with  our  curse,  and  stranger'd  with 

our  oath. 
Take  her,  or  leave  her  ? 

Biir.  Pardon  me,  royal  Sir  ; 
Election  makes  not  up  ||  on  such  conditions. 

Lear.  Then  leave  her,  Sir ;  for,  by  the  power 
that  made  me, 
I  tell  you  all  her  wealth. — For  you,  great  king, 

[lb  France 
I  would  not  from  your  love  make  such  a  stray. 
To  match  you  where  I  hate ;  therefore  beseech 

you 
To  avert^  your  liking  a  more  worthier  way, 
Than  on  a  wretch  whom  nature  is  asham'd 
Almost  to  acknowledge  hers 

France.  This  is  most  strange  I  [ject, 

That  she,  that  even  but  now  was  your  best  ob- 

'  Follow  his  old  mode  of  life.        f  Amorous  expedition. 

I  Specious.  f>  Owns,  is  possessed  of. 

II  Concludes  rnSK  ?r  Tunr. 


The  argument  of  your  praise,  batm  of  your 
age,  [time 

Most  best,  most  dearest,  should  in  this  trice  oi' 
Commit  a  thing  so  monstrous,  to  dismantle 
So  many  folds  of  favour !  Sure,  her  offence 
Must  be  of  such  unnatural  degree,  [tion 

That  monsters  it,  or  your  fore-vouch'd*  aft'ec- 
Fall  into  taint  *.t  which  to  believe  of  her, 
Must  be  a  faith,  that  reason  without  miracle 
Could  never  plant  in  me. 

Cor.  I  yet  beseech  your  majesty, 
(If  fort  I  want  that  glib  and  oily  art,  [intend, 
To  speak  and  propose  not ;  since  what  I  well 
I'll  do't  before  I  speak,)  that  you  make  known 
It  is  no  vicious  blot,  murder,  or  foulness, 
No  unchaste  action,  or  dishonour'd  step. 
That  hath  depriv'd  me  of  your  grace  and  fa- 
vour :  [richer ; 
But  even  for  want  of  that,  for  which   I  am 
A  still-soliciting  eye,  and  such  a  tongue       [it, 
That  I  am  glad  I  have  not,  though  not  to  have 
Hath  lost  me  in  your  liking. 

Lear.  Better  thou  [me  better. 

Hadst  not  been  born,  than  not  to  have  pleas'd 

France.  Is  it  but  this  .'  a  tardiness  in  nature, 
Which  often  leaves  the  history  unspoke. 
That  it  intends  to  do  .' — My  lord  of  Burgundy, 
What  say  you  to  the  lady  ?  Love  is  not  love, 
When  it  is  mingled  with  respects,  that  stand 
Aloof  from  the  entire  point. §  Will  you  have 
She  is  herself  a  dowry.  [her .' 

Bur.  Royal  Lear, 
Give  but  that  portion  which  yourself  propos'd. 
And  here  I  take  Cordelia  by  the  hand, 
Duchess  of  Burgundy. 

Lear.  Nothing:  I  have  sworn  ;  I  am  firm. 

Bur.  I  am  soriy  then,  you  have  so  lost  a 
That  you  must  lose  a  husband.  [father, 

Cor.  Peace  be  with  Burgundy  ! 
Since  that  respects  of  fortune  are  his  love, 
I  .«hall  not  be  his  wife. 

France.  Fairest  Cordelia,  thou  art  most  rich, 
being  poor  ;  [spis'd  ; 

Most  choice,  forsaken ;   and  most  lov'd,  de- 
Thee  an  d  thy  virtues  here  I  seize  upon  : 
Be  it  lawful,  I  take  up  what's  cast  away. 
Gods,  gods !  'tis  strange,  that  from  their  cold'st 

neglect 
My  love  should  kindle  to  inflam'd  respect. — 
Thy  dowerless  daughter,  king,  thrown  to  my 

chance. 
Is  queen  of  us,  of  ours,  and  our  fair  France : 
Not  all  the  dukes  of  watrish  Burgundy 
Sliall  buy  thisunpriz'd  precious  maid  of  me.— 
Bid  them  farewell,  Cordelia,  though  unkind  : 
Thou  losest  here,  a  better  where||  to  find. 

Lear.  Thou  hast  her,  France :  let  her  be 
thine  ;  for  we 
Have  no  such  daughter,  nor  shall  ever  see 
That  face  of  hers  again  : — Therefore  be  gone, 
Without  our  grace,  our  love,  our  benison.lT — 
Come,  noble  Burgundy. 

l^Flouruh.   Exeunt  Lear,  Burgundy,  Corn- 
wall, Albany,  Gloster,  and  Attendants. 

France.  Bid  Farewell  to  your  sisters. 

Cor.  The  jewels  of  our  father,  withwash'd 

eyes  [are ; 

Cordelia  leaves  you  :  I  know  you  what  you 

And,  like  a  sister,  am  most  loath  to  call 

Your  faults,  as  they  are  nam'd.     Use  well  our 

father : 
To  your  professed  bosoms  I  commit  him  ; 
But  yet,  alas  !  stood  I  within  his  grace, 

'  Former  declaration  of.  t  Reproach  or  censure. 

J  Because.      §"  FFho  seeks  for  au^ht   in  love  but  lovt 
(J.mr:  '"  |!PIa:c?.  '     TTBle^sins-- 
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I  would  prefer  him  to  a  better  place. 
•So  farewell  to  you  both. 

Gon.  Prescribe  not  us  our  duties. 

Reg.  Let  your  study  f  yo"J 

Be,  to  content  your  lord  ;  who  h;Uh  receiv'd 

.^t  fortune's  alms.    You  have  obedience  scant 

ed,  [wanted 

And  well  are  wortii  the  want  that  you  have 

Cor.  Time  shall  unfold  what  plaited*  cun. 
ning  hides ; 
"VVho  cover  faults,  at  last  shame  them  dei'ides 
Well  may  you  prosper .' 
■  France.  Come,  my  fair  Cordelia. 

[^E.veunt  France  and  Cordelia. 

Gon.  Sister,  it  is  not  a  little  I  have  to  say,  of 
what  most  nearly  appertains  to  us  both.  I 
think,  our  father  will  hence  to-night. 

Reg.  That's  most  certain,  and  with  you ; 
next  month  with  us. 

Gon.  You  see  how  full  of  changes  his  age 
is  ;  the  observation  we  have  made  of  it  hath 
not  been  little :  he  always  loved  our  sister 
most  ;  and  with  what  poor  judgement  he  hath 
HOW  cast  her  oft",  appears  too  grossly. 

Reg.  'Tis  the  infirmity  of  his  age  :  yet  he 
hath  ever  but  slenderly  known  himself. 

Gon.  The  best  and  soundest  of  his  time 
bath  been  but  rash  ;  then  must  we  look  to  re- 
ceive from  his  age,  not  alone  the  imperfections 
of  long-engrafted  condition,!  but  therewithal, 
the  unruly  waywardness  that  infirm  and  cho- 
leric years  bring  with  them. 

Reg.  Such  unconstant  starts  are  we  like  to 
have  from  him,  as  this  of  Kent's  banishment. 

Gon.  There  is  further  compliment  of  leave- 
taking  between  France  and  him.  Pray  you, 
let  us  hit  together :  If  our  father  carry  autho- 
rity with  such  dispositions  as  he  bears,  this 
last  surrender  of  his  will  but  offend  us. 

Reg,  We  shall  further  think  of  it. 

Gon,  We  must  do  something,  and  i'the  heat.t 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE  II.— A  Hall  in  the  Earl  of  Glosteh's 
Castle. 
Enter  Edmund,  ivith  a  Letter- 

Edra.  Thou,  nature,  art  my  goddess ;  to  thy 
law 
My  services  are  bound  :  Wherefore  should  I 
Stand  in  the  plague§  of  custom  ;  and  permit 
The  curiosityll  of  nations  to  deprive  me, 
For  that  1  am  some  twelve  or  fourteen  moon- 
shines [base : 
Lag  of  a  brother  ?  Why  bastard  ?  wherefore 
When  my  dimensions  are  as  well  compact, 
My  mind  as  generous,  and  my  shape  as  true. 
As  honest  madam's  issue  ?  Why  brand  they 
us  [base  ? 
With  base  ?  with  baseness  ?  bastardy  ?  base, 
Who,  in  the  lusty  stealth  of  nature,  take 
More  composition  and  fierce  quality. 
Than  doth,  within  a  dull,  stale,  tired  bed 
Go  to  the  creating  a  wiiole  tribe  of  fops, 
Got  'tween  asleep  and  awake? — Well  then. 
Legitimate  Edgar,  I  must  have  your  land  : 
Our  father's  love  is  to  the  bastard  Edmund, 
As  to  the  legitimate  ;  Fine  word, — legitimate  ! 
Well,  my  legitimate,  if  this  letter  speed. 
And  my  invention  thrive,  Edmund  the  base 
Shall  top  the  legitimate.  I  grow  ;  I  prosper: — 
Now,  gods,  stand  up  for  bastards ! 
Enter  Glostek. 

Glo.    Kent  banish'd  thus!  And  France  in 
choler  parted .' 

*  Folded,  doubled.  t  Qualities  of  mind. 

X  Strike  whil c  ike  iron'' s  hot. 

?  The  iojusiico      I  The  ru'ccty  cf  yvil  icjtirutlon. 


And  the   king  gone  to-night!  subscrib'd*    hrs 
Confin'd  to  exhibition  !t  All  this  done  [power 

Upon   the   gad  !{: Edmund  !    How  now? 

what  news? 

Edm,  So  please  your  lordship,  none. 

[Putting  up  the  Letter.: 

Glo.  Why  so  earnestly  seek  you  to  put  up 
that  letter  ? 

Eilm.   I  know  no  news,  my  lord. 

Glo.   What  ()a|)ervvere  you  reading.' 

Eihn.   Nothing,  my  lord. 

Glo.  No  '  \Vhat  needed  then  that  terrible 
despatch  of  it  into  your  pocket .'  the  quality 
of  nothing  hath  not  such  need  to  hide  itself. 
Let's  see  :  Come,  if  it  be  nothing,  I  shall  not 
need  spectacles. 

Edm.  I  beseech  you,  Sir,  pardon  me  :  it  is 
a  letter  from  my  brother,  that  1  have  not  all 
o'er-read ;  for  so  much  as  I  have  perused,  I 
find  it  not  fit  for  your  over-looking. 

Glo.  Give  me  the  letter,  Sir. 

Ed7n.  I  shall  olfend,  either  to  detain  or  give 
it.  The  contents,  as  in  part  I  understand 
them,  are  to  blame. 

Glo.  Let's  see,  let's  see. 

Edm.  I  hope,  for  my  brother's  justification, 
he  wrote  this  but  as  an  essay§  or  taste  of  ray 
virtue. 

Glo.  [Reads.]  This  policy,  and  reverence  of 
age,  makes  the  world  bitter  to  the  be-U  of  our 
times,  keeps  our  fortunes  from  us,  till  our  oldness 
cannot  relish  them.  I  begin  to  find  an  idle  and 
/ojtrfjl  bondage  in  the  oppi  cssion  of  aged  tyrannijy 
who  sways  not  as  it  hath  poiver,  but  as  it  is 
suffered.  Come  to  me,  that  of  this  I  may  speak*' 
more .  If  ourfath er  icou Id  sleep  till  I  waked  him , 
you  should  enjoy  half  his  revenue  for  ever,  and 
live  the  beloved  of  your  brother,  Edgar. — Humph 
— Conspiracy  ! — Sleep  till  I  waked  him — you 
should  enjoy  half  his  revenue.^ — My  son  Edgar ! 
Had  he  a  hand  to  write  this  ?  a  heart  and 
brain  to  breed  it  in  ? — When  came  this  to  you  ? 
Who  brought  it  ? 

Edm,  It  was  not  brought  me,  my  lord, 
there's  the  cunning  of  it  ;  I  found  it  thrown 
in  at  the  casement  of  my  closet. 

Glo.  You  know  the  character  to  be  yoirr 
brother's  ? 

Edm.  If  the  matter  were  good,  my  lord,  I 
durst  swear  it  were  his ;  but,  in  respect  of 
that,  I  would  fain  think  it  were  ijot. 

Glo.  It  is  bis. 

Edm.  It  is  his  hand,  my  lord  ;  but  I  hope, 
his  heart  is  not  in  the  contents. 

Glo.  Hath  he  never  heretofore  sounded  you 
in  this  business  ? 

Edm.  Never,  my  lord:  But  I  have  often 
heard  him  maintain  it  to  be  fit,  that  sons,  at 
perfect  age,  and  fathers  declining,  the  father 
should  be  as  ward  to  the  son,  and  the  sou 
manage  his' revenue. 

Glo.  O  villain,  villain  I— His  veiy  opinion  in 
the  letter  I— Abhorred  villain  !  Unnatural,  de- 
tested, brutish  villain  !  worse  than  brutish! — 
Go,  sirrah,  seek  him  ;  I'll  a[)firehend  him: — 
Abominable  villain  !— Where  is  he? 

Edm.  1  do  not  well  know,  my  lord.  If  it 
shall  please  you  to  suspend  your  indignation 
against  my  brother,  till  you  can  derive  from 
him  better  testimony  of  his  intent,  you  shall 
run  a  certain  course  ;  where^H  if  you  violently 
proceed  against  him,  mistaking  his  purpose,  it 
would  make  a  great  gap  in  your  own  honour, 
and  shake  in  pieces  the  heart  of  his  obedience. 
I  dare  pawn  down  my  life  for  him,  that  he 
*  Yielded,  surrendered,  f  Allowance.  t  Suddenh-, 
<>  Trial.       1!  W?a]i  and  foolifh,       ^  ■\Vuer«as. 
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hath  writ  tins  to  feel  my  uftection  to  your  ho- 
nour,'' and  to  no  other  pretencet  of  danger. 

Glo.  Think  you  so  ? 

Edm.  If  your  honour  judge  it  meet,  I  will 
place  you  where  you  shall  hear  us  confer  of 
this,  and  by  an  auricular  assurance  have  your 
satisfaction ;  and  tliat  without  any  further 
delay  than  this  verj'  evening. 

Glo.  He  cannot  be  such  a  monster. 

Edm.  Nor  is  not,  sure. 

Glo.  To  his  father,  that  so  tenderly  and  en- 
tirely loves  him. — Heaven  and  eartii ! — Ed- 
mund, seek  him  out ;  wind  me  into  him,  I  pray 
you:  frame  the  business  after  your  own  wis- 
dom: I  would  unstate  myself,  to  be  in  a  due 
resolution. t 

Edm.  I  will  seek  Iiim,  Sir,  presently ;  convey 
.  the  business  as   I   shall  find  means,   and   ac- 
quaint you  witiial. 

Glo.  These  late  eclipses  in  the  sun  and  moon 
portend  no  good  to  us  :  Though  the  wisdom  of 
nature  can  reason  it  thus  and  thus,  yet  nature 
finds  itself  scourged  by  the  sequent||  ettects  : 
love  cools,  friendship  falls  off,  brothers  divide : 
in  cities,  mutinies ;  in  countries,  discord  ;  in 
palaces,  treason  ;  and  the  bond  cracked  be- 
tween son  and  father.  This  villain  of  mine 
romes  under  the  prediction,  there's  son  against 
father  :  the  king  falls  from  bias  of  nature  ; 
there's  father  against  child.  We  have  seen 
the  best  of  our  time  ;  Machinations,  hoUow- 
ness,  treachery,  and  all  ruinous  disorders,  fol- 
low us  disquietly  to  our  graves ! — Find  out 
this  villain,  Edmund,  it  shall  lose  tliee  no- 
thing: doit  carefully:— And  the  noble  and 
true-hearted  Kent  banished  !  his  offence,  ho 
uesty  ! — Strange  !  strange  !  [E.Tit. 

Edm.  This  is  the  excellent  foppery  of  the 
world !  that,  when  we  are  sick  in  fortune, 
(often  the  surfeit  of  our  own  behaviour,)  we 
make  guilty  of  our  disasters,  the  sun,  the  moon, 
and  the  stars :  as  if  we  were  villains  by  iie 
cBssity;  fools, by  heavenly  compulsion  ;  knaves, 
thieves,  and  treachers,1i  by  spherical  predomi- 
nance ;  drunkards,  liars,  and  adulterers,  by 
an  enforced  obedience  of  planetarj^  influence ; 
and  all  that  we  are  evil  in,  by  a  divine  thrust- 
ing on:  An  admirable  evasion  of  whoremaster 
man,  to  lay  his  goatish  disposition  to  the 
charge  of  a  star !  My  father  compounded  Avith 
my  mother  under  the  dragon's  tail ;  and  my 
nativity  was  under  J<r5rt  major  ;**  so  that  it  fol- 
lows, I  am  rough  and  lecherous.-Tut,  I  should 
have  been  that  I  am,  had  the  maidenliest  star 
jn  the  firmament  twinkled  on  my  bastardizing. 
Edgar — 

Enter 'Eocxn. 
and  pat  he  comes,  like  the  catastrophe  of  the 
old  comedy:  My  cue  is  villainous  melancholy, 
with  a  sigh  like  Tom  o'Bedlam.— O,  these 
eclipses  do  portend  these  divisions  1  Fa,  sol, 
la.  miff. 

Edg.  How  now,  brother  Edmund  ?  What 
serious  contemplation  are  you  in  .' 

Edm.  I  am  thinking,  brother,  of  a  prediction 
1  read  this  other  day,  what  should  follow  these 
eclipses. 

Edg.  Do  you  busy  yourself  with  that  ? 

Edm.  I  promise  you,  the  (iflects  he  writes  of 
succeed  unhappily ;  as  of  unnaturalness  be- 
(\yeen  the  child  and  the  parent ;  death,  dearth, 
dissolutions  of  ancient  amities;  divisions  in 

^  The  usual  address  to  a  lord.  t  Desi|^n. 

X  Give  all  that  I  am  possessed  of,  to  be  certain  of  the 
tmtU.  §  Manage.         ||  Following.        IT  Traitors. 

"  Great  bear,  the  constellation  so  named. 
t:  These  SQirads  are  unuatural  and  ofTensive  in  music 
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state,  menace*  and  maledictions  again.st  king 
and  nobles ;  needless  diffidences,  banishment 
of  friends,  dissipation  of  cohorts,*  nuptial 
breaches,  and  I  kno\\(  not  what. 

Edg.  How  long  have  you  been  a  sectary 
astronomical  ? 

Edm.  Come,  come  ;  when  saw  you  my  fa- 
ther last  ? 

Edg.  Why,  the  night  gone  by. 

Edm.  Spake  you  Avith  him .' 

Edg.  Ay,  two  hours  together. 

Edm.  Parted  you  in  good  terms  ?  Found  you 
no  displeasure  in  him  by  word  or  countenance.^ 

Edg.  None  at  all. 

Edm.  Bethink  yourself,  wherein  you  may 
have  offended  him  :  and  at  my  intreafy,  for- 
bear his  presence,  till  sopie  little  time  hath 
qualified  the  heat  of  his  displeasure;  which  at 
this  instant  so  rageth  in  him,  that  with  the 
mischiefof  your  person  it  would  scarcely  allay. 

Edg.  Some  villain  hath  done  me  wrong. 

Edm.  That's  my  fear.  I  pray  you.  have  a 
continentt  forbearance,  till  the  speed  of  his 
rage  goes  slower ;  and,  as  I  say,  retire  with 
me  to  my  lodging,  from  whence  I  will  fitly 
bring  you  to  hear  ray  lord  speak  :  Pray  you, 

;  there's  my  key  :— If  you  do  stir  abroad, 
go  armed. 

Edg.  Armed,  brother .' 

Edm.  Brother,  I  advise  you  to  the  best:  go 
armed ;  I  am  no  honest  man,  if  there  be  any 
good  meaning  towards  5"ou  :  I  have  told  you 
what  1  have  seen  and  heard,  but  faintly;  no- 
thing like  the  image  and  horror  of  it :  Pray 
you,  away. 

Edg.  Shall  I  hear  from  you  anon  ? 

Edm.  I  do  serve  you  in  this  business. — 

[Exit  Edgar. 
A  credulous  father,  and  a  brother  noble. 
Whose  nature  is  so  far  from  doing  harms, 
That  he  suspects  none  ;  on  whose  foolish  ho- 
nesty 
My  practices  ride  easy  I — I  see  the  business. — 
Let  me,  if  not  by  birth,  have  lands  by  wit : 
All  with  me's  meet,  that  I  can  fashion  fit. 

[Exit. 
SCENE  III.— A  Room,  in  the  D.uke  of  Alb.^. 
ny's  Palace. 
Enttr  GoNERiL  and  Steward. 

Gon.  Did  my  father  strike  my  gentleman 
for  chiding  of  his  fool  ? 

Steiv.  Ay,  madam. 

Gon.  By  day  and    night !    he    wrongs  rac  ; 
every  hour 
He  flashes  into  one  gross  crime  or  other, 
That  set=  us  all  at  odds  :  I'll  not  endure  it : 
His  knights  grow  riotous,    and  himself  up- 
braids us  [ing 
On  every  trifle :— When  he  returns  from  hunt- 
I  will  not  speak  with  him  ;  say,  I   am  sick:— 
If  you  come  slack  of  former  services. 
You  shall  do  well ;  the  fault  of  it  I'll  answer. 

Steiv.  He's  coming,  madam ;  )  hear  him. 

[Hams  within. 

Gon.  Put  on  what  weary  negligence  you 
please,  [question : 

You  and  your  fellows ;  I'd  have  it  come  to 
If  he  dislike  it,  let  him  to  my  sister. 
Whose  mind  and  mine,  1  know,  in  that  are  one, 
Not  to  be  over-rul'd.     Idle  old  man, 
That  still  would  manage  those  authorities. 
That  he  hath  given  away  I— Now,  by  my  life, 
Old  fools  are  babes  again  ;  and  must  be  used 
With  checks,  as  flatteries,— when  they  are  seeif 
Remember  what  I  have  said.  [abus'd. 

■  for  coluoris  some  editors  read  a>v.rii<   t  Temperate. 
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Stew.  Very  well,  madam. 
Gon.  And  let  his  knights  have  colder  looks 
among  you  ; 
What  grows  of  it,  no  matter  ;  advise  your  fel- 
lows so : 
1  would  breed  from   hence  occasions,  and  1 
sliall,  [sister. 

That  1  may  speak  :— I'll  write  strait  to   my 
To  hold  my  very  course  :— Prepare  for  dinner 

[_ExeiC7il_ 

SCENE  IV.— A  Hall  in  the  same. 

Enter  Kent,  disguised. 

Kent.  If  but  as  well  I  other  accents  borrow, 
That  can  my  speech  diffuse,*  my  good  intent 
May  carry  througii  itself  to  that  full  issue 
For   which  I  raz'dt  my    likeness —Now,  ba- 

nish'd  Kent, 
If  thou  canst  serve  where  thou  dost  stand 

condemn'd,  [lov'st, 

(So  may  it  come  !)  thy  master,  whom  thou 
Shall  find  thee  full  of  labours. 

Horns  within.— Enter  Lear,  Knights,  and 
Attendants. 

Lear  Let  me  notstay  a  jot  for  dinner:  go, 
get  it  ready.  [Exit  an  Attendant.]  How,  now, 
what  art  thou .' 

Kent.  A  man,  Sir. 

Lear.  What  dost  thou  profess  ?  What  wouldst 
thou  with  us.'' 

Kent.  I  do  profess  to  be  no  less  than  I  seem 
to  serve  iiim  truly,  that  will  put  me  in  trust ; 
to  love  him  that  is  honest ;  to  converset  with 
him  that  is  wise,  and  says  little  ;  to  fear  judge 
ment ;  to  fight,  when  1  cannot  choose ;  and  to 
eat  no  fish. 

Lear.  What  art  thou  .' 

Kent.  A  veiy  honest-hearted  fellow,  and  as 
poor  as  the  king. 

Lear.  If  thou  be  as  poor  for  a  subject,  as  he 
is  for  a  king,  thou  art  poor  enough.  What 
wouldst  thou  .-■ 

Kent.  Service, 

Lear.  Who  wouldst  thou  serve.' 

Kent.  You. 

Lear.  Dost  thou  know  me,  fellow  ? 

Kent.  No,  Sir ;  but  you  have  that  in  your 
countenance,  which  I  would  fain  call  master. 

Lear.  What's  that .'' 

Kent.  Authority. 

Lear.  What  services  canst  tiiou  do  ? 

Kent.  I  can  keep  honest  counsel,  ride,  run, 
mar  a  curious  tale  in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a 
plain  message  bluntly ;  that  which  ordinary 
men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in ;  and  the  best 
of  me  is  diligence. 

Lear.  How  old  art  thou  ? 

Kent.  Not  so  young,  Sir,  to  love  a  woman 
for  singing;  nor  so  old,  to  dote  on  her  for  any 
tiling :  I  have  years  on  my  back  forty-eight. 
.  Lear.  Follow  me;  thou  shalt  serve  me ;  if  I 
like  thee  no  worse  after  dinner,  I  will  not  part 
from  thee  yet. — Dinner,  ho,  dinner, !— Where's 
my  knave  .'  my  fool  .■*  Go  you,  and  call  my 
i'ool  hither; 

Enter  Steward. 

Von,  you,  Siirah,  where's  my  daugliter  i" 
Stem.  So  please  you, —  [Exit 

Lear.  What  says  the  fellow  there .'  Call  the 

clotpoU  back— Where's  my  fool,  ho  '.  I  think 

the  world's  asleep.     How  now .'  where's  that 

mongrel  ? 

*  Pisorderj  disguise,   f  Effaced,  i  Keep  company. 


Knight,  fife  says,  my  lord,  your  daughter  is 
not  well. 

Lear.  Why  came  not  the  slave  back  to  me, 
when  I  call'd  him  ? 

Knight.  Sir,  he  answer'd  me  in  the  roundest 
manner,  he  would  not. 

Lertr.  He  would  not  ? 

Knight.  My  lord,  I  know  not  what  the  mat- 
ter is;  but,  to  my  judgement,  your  highness  is 
not  entertain'd  with  that  ceremonious  affection 
as  you  were  wont;  there's  a  great  abatement 
of  kindness  appears,  as  well  in  the  general  de- 
pendents, as  in  the  duke  himself  also,  and  your 
daugliter. 

Lear,  Ha !  say'st  thou  so  ? 

Knight.  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord, 
if  I  be  mistaken ;  for  my  duty  cannot  be  silent, 
when  I  think  your  highnesss  is  wrong'd. 

Lear.  Thou  but  remember'st  me  of  mine 
own  conception ;  1  have  perceived  a  most 
faint  neglect  of  late ;  which  I  have  rather 
blamed  as  mine  own  jealoiis  curiosity,*  than  as 
a  verypretencet  and  purpose  of  unkindess;  I 
will  look  further  into't. — But  where's  my  fool  ? 
I  have  not  seen  him  these  two  days. 

Knight.  Since  my  young  lady's  going  into 
France,  Sir,  the  fool  hath  much  pined  away. 

Lear.  No  more  of  that ;  Ihave  noted  it  welL 
— Go  you,  and  tell  my  daughter  I  would  speak 
with  her. — Go  you,  call  hither  my  fool. — 

Re-enter  Steward. 
O,  you  Sir,  you  Sir,  come  you  hither  :  Who 
am  1,  Sir? 

Stew.  My  lady's  father. 

Lear.  My  lady's  father !  my  lord's  knave : 
you  Avhoreson  dog !  you  slave  I  you  cur  ! 

Stew.  I  am  none  of  this,  my  lord  ;  I  beseech 
you,  j^ardon  me. 

Lear.  Do  you  bandy  looks  with  me,  you 
rascal  ?  I  Striking  him. 

Stew,  ril  not  be  struck,  my  lord. 

Kent.  Nor  tipped  neither;  you  base  foot-ball 
player.  [  Tripping  up  his  Heels. 

Lear.  I  thank  thee,  fellow  ;  thou  servestme, 
and  I'll  love  thee. 

Kent.  Come,  Sir,  arise,  away ;  I'll  teacli 
you  differences  ;  away,  away  :  If  you  will 
measure  your  lubbers's  length  again,  tarry : 
but  away :  go  to ;  Have  you  wisdom  ?  so. 

[Pushes  the  Steward  o\if. 

Lear.  Now,  my  friendly  knave,  I  thank 
thee  ;  there's  earnest  of  thy  service. 

[Giving  Kv.nr  Mo7iei/, 
Enter  Fool. 

Fool,  Let  me  hire  him  too; — Here's  my 
coxcomb.  [Giving  Kent  his  Cap. 

Lear.  How  now,  my  pretty  knave  ?  how 
dost  thou  ? 

Fool.  Sirrah,  you  were  best  take  my  cox- 
comb. 

Ke.nf.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Why?  For  taking  one's  part  that  is 
out  of  favour:  Nay,  and  thou  can.-^t  not  smile 
as  the  wind  sits,  t'iiou'lt  catch  cold  shortly: 
There,  take  my  coxcomb:  Why,  this  fellow 
iias  banish'd  two  of  liis  daughters,  and  did  the 
third  a  blessing  against  his  will ;  if  thou  follow 
him,  thou  must  needs  wear  my  coxcomb. — 
How  now,  nuncle?  'Would  I  had  two  cox- 
combs, and  two  daughters  1 

Lear.  Why,  my  boy  ? 

Fool.  If  Igave  them  all  my  living,}  I'd  keep 


Punctilious  jealousy. 
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my  coxeombs  myself:-  There's  mine ;  beg  an- 
other of  thy  daughters. 

Lear.  Take  heed,  Sirrah  ;  the  whip. 
Fool.  Truth's  a  dog  that  must  to  kennel  ?  he 
must  be  whipp'd  out,  when  Lady,  the  brach,* 
may  stand  by  the  fire,  and  stink. 
Ltar.  A  pestilent  gall  to  me  ! 
Fool.  Sirrah,  I'll  teach  thee  a  speech. 
Lear.  Do. 
Fool.  Markit,  nuuclc  : — 

Have  more  than  thou  showest, 
Speak  less  than  thou  knowest. 
Lend  less  than  thou  owest.t 
Ride  more  than  thou  goest, 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest,t 
Set  less  than  thou  throwest ; 
Leave  thy  drink  and  thy  whore, 
And  keep  in-adoor, 
And  thou  shalt  have  more 
Than  two  tens  to  a  score. 
Lear.  This  is  nothing,  fool. 
Fool.  Then  'tis  like  the  breath  of  an  unfee'd 
lawyer;  you  gave  me  nothing  for't:  Can  you 
make  no  use  of  nothing,  nuncle  .'' 

Lear.  Why,  no,  boy  ;  nothing  can  be  made 
out  of  nothing. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  tell  him,  so  much  the  rent  of 
his  land  comes  to  ;  he  will  not  believe  a  fool. 

[To  Kent. 
Lear.  A  bitter  fool. 

Fool.  Dost  thou  know  the  difference,  my 
boy,  between  a  bitter  fool  and  a  sweet  fool  ? 
Lear.  No,  lad;  teach  mc. 
Fool.  That  lord,  that  counsel'd  thee 
To  give  away  thy  land, 
Come  place  him  here  by  me, — 

Or  do  thou  for  him  stand : 
The  sweet  and  bitter  fool 
Will  presently  appear; 
The  one  in  motley  here, 
The  other  found  out  there. 
Lear.  Dost  thou  call  me  fool,  boy .' 
Fool.  All  thy  other  titles  thou  hast  given 
away;  that  thou  wast  born  with. 

Kent.  This  is  not  altogether  fool,  my  lord. 
Fool.  No,  'faith,  lords  and  great  men  will 
not  let  me;  if  1  had  a  monopoly  out,  they 
would  have  parton't;  and  ladies  too,  they  will 
not  let  me  have  all  fool  to  myself;  they'll  be 
snatching. — Give  me  an  egg,  nuncle,  and  I'  " 
give  thee  two  crowns. 

Lear.  What  two  crowns  shall  they  be  ? 
Fool.  Why,  after  I  have  cut  the  egg  i'the 
middle,  and  eat  up  the  meat,  tlie  two  crowns 
of  the  egg.  When  thou  clovest  thy  crown  i'the 
middle,  andgavest  away  both  parts,  thou  bor 
est  thine  ass  on  thy  back  over  the  dirt:  Thou 
hadst  little  wit  in  thy  bald  crown,  when  thou 
gavest  thy  golden  one  away.  If  I  speak  like 
myself  in  this,  let  him  be  whipp'd  tliat  first 
finds  it  so. 

Foolsliadne^erlcssgracc^  inaycar ;  [Sin-'in': 
For  wise  men  are  grown  foppish ; 

And  know  not  horn  their  wits  to  wear, 
Their  manners  are  so  apish. 

Lear.  When  were  you  wont  to  be  so  full  of 
songs,  Sirrah  ? 

Fool.  I  have  used  it,  nuncle,  ever  since  thou 
madest  thy  daughters  tliy  mother:  for  when 
thou  gavest  them  the  rod,  and  put'st  down 
thine  own  breeches, 
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Then  they  for  sudden  joy  didweep,  [Singing. 
A7id  I  for  sorrow  sung, 

That  such  a  king  should  play  bo-peep. 
And  go  the  fools  among. 
Pr'ythee,  nuncle,   keep  a  schoolmaster  that 
can  teach  thy  fool  to  lie ;  I  would  fain  learn  to 
He. 

Lear.  If  you  lie.  Sirrah,  Ave'ell  have  you 
whipp'd. 

Fool.  I  marvel,  what  kin  thou  and  thy  daugh- 
ters are  :  they'll  have  me  whipp'd  for  speaking 
true,  thou'lt  have  me  whipp'd  for  lying ;  and 
sometimes,  I  am  whipp'd  for  holding  my  peace. 
I  had  rather  be  any  kind  of  thing,  than  a  fool : 
and  yet  I  would  not  be  thee,  nuncle  ;  thou  hast 
pcu-ed  thy  wit  o'both  sides,  and  left  nothing  in 
the  middle  :  Here  comes  one  o'  the  parings. 
Enter  Goneril. 

Lear.  How  now,  daughter !  what  makes  that 
frontlet*  on  ?  Methinks,  you  are  too  much  of 
late  i'the  frown. 

Fool.  Thou  wast  a  pretty  fellow,  when  thou 
hadst  no  need  to  care  for  her  frowning;  now 
thou  art  an  Of  without  a  figure :  I  am  better 
than  thou  art  now ;  I  am  a  fool,  tliou  art  no- 
thing.— Yes,  forsooth,  I  will  hold  my  tongue  ; 
so  your  face  [To  Gon.]  bids  me,  though  you 
say  nothing.     Mum,  mum. 

He  that  keeps  nor  crust  nor  crum. 
Weary  of  all,  shall  want  some. — 
That's  a  sheal'd  peascod.t  [Panting  to  Leak. 

Gon.  Not  only,  Sir,  this  your  all-licens'd 
But  other  of  your  insolent  retinue  [fool. 

Do  hourly  carp  and  quarrel;  breaking  forth 
In  rank  and  not-to-be-entlured  riots.     Sir, 
1  had  thought,  by  making  this  well  known  un- 
to you,  [fearful, 
To  have  found  a  safe  redress  ;  but  now  grow 
By  what  yourself  too  late  have  spoke  and  done. 
That  you  protect  this  course,  and  put  it  on 
By  your  allowance  ;§  which  if  you  should,  the 
fault  [sleep ; 
Would  not  'scape  censure,  nor  the  redresses 
Which,  in  the  tender  of  a  wholesome  \veal,|t 
Might  in  their  working  do  you  that  offence. 
Which  else  were  shame,  that  then  necessity 
Will  call  discreet  proceeding. 

Fool.  For  you  tiow,  nuncle, 

The  hedge-sparrow  fed  the  cuckoo  so  long, 
That  it  had  its  head  bit  off  by  its  young. 
So,  out  went  the  candle,  and  we  were  left 
darkling. 

Lear.  Are  you  oiu-  daughter  ? 

Gvn.  Come,  Sir,  I  would,  you  would  make 
use  of  that  good  wisdom  whereof  I  know  you 
are  fraught  ;11  and  put  away  these  dispositions, 
which  of  late  transform  you  from  what  you 
rigiitly  are. 

Fool.  May  not  an  ass  know  when  the  cart 
draws  the  horse.' — Whoop,  Jug!  I  love  thee. 

Lear.  Does  any  here  kno\v  me  .' — Why  this  is 
not  Lear:  does  Lear  walk  thus.''  speak  thus  ? 
Where  are  his  eyes?  Either  his  notion  weak- 
ens, or  his  discernings  are  letliargied. — Sleep- 
ing or  walking  ? — Ha ;  sure  'tis  not  so. — Who  is 
it  than  (ell  nie  who  1  am  ? — Lear's  shadow  ? 
I  would  learn  that;  for  by  the  marks  of  sove- 
reignty, knowledge,  and  reason,  I  sliould.be 
false  persuaded  I  had  daughters. — 

Fool.  Which  they  will  make  an  obedient 
father. 


*  Bitch  hound. 

i  Btlievestj 


f  Ownest,  possesseth. 
§  FavQur. 


*  Part  of  a  woman's  head-dreas.  to  which  Lear  com- 
pares her  frowninfr  brow.  t  A  cypher. 
t  A  mere  husk  wliich  contains  nothing-. 

§  Ai)i)robatioa,    ||  Wci)-goveruc.d  ^Uitf .   f.Stcfijd'. 


Scene  IV-'} 


KING  LEAR. 


377 


Lear.  Your  name,  fair  gentlewoman  ? 

Gon.  Come,  Sir ; 
This  admiration  is  much  o'the  favour* 
Of  other  your  new  pranks.     I  do  beseech  you 
To  understand  my  purposes  aright :         [wise 
As  you  are  old  and  reverend,  you  should  be 
Here   do  you  keep  a  hundred  knights  and 

squires; 
Men  so  disorder'd,  so  debauch'd,  and  bold. 
That  this  our  court,  infected  with  theirmanners, 
Shows  like  a  riotous  inn ;  epicurism  and  lust 
Make  it  more  like  a  tavern  or  a  brothel, 
Than  a  grac'd  palace.     The  shame  itself  doth 
For  instant  remedy  :  Be  then  desir'd     [speak 
By  her,  that  else  will  take  the  thing  she  begs 
A  little  to  disquantity  your  train  ; 
And  the  remainder,  that  shall  still  depend,! 
To  be  such  men  as  may  besort  your  age, 
And  know  themselves  and  you. 

Lear.  Darkness  and  devils  ! — 
Saddle  my  horses ;  call  my  train  together.- 
Degenerate  bastard  !  I'll  not  trouble  thee  ; 
Yet  have  1  left  a  daughter. 

Gon.  You  strike  my  people  :  and  your  dis- 
order'd rabble. 
Make  servants  of  their  betters. 

Enter  Ai.banv. 

Lear.  Woe,  that  too  late  repents, — O,  Sir, 
are  you  come  ? 
Is  it  your  will?  [To  Alb.]  Speak,  Sir.— Pre 

pare  my  horses. 
Ingratitude  !  thou  marble-hearted  fiend, 
More  hideous,  when  thou  show'st  thee  in  a 
Than  the  sea-monster  !  [child, 

Alb.  Pray,  Sir,  be  patient. 

Lear.  Detested  kite !  thou  liest : [  To  Goneril 
My  train  are  men  of  choice  and  rarest  parts, 
That  all  particulars  of  duty  know : 
And  in  the  most  exact  regard  support    [fault. 
The  worships  of  their  name. — O  most  small 
,How  ugly  didst  thou  in  Cordelia  show ! 
"Which,  like  an  engine,}:  wrcnch'd  my  frame  of 
nature  [love. 

From  the  fix'd  place ;  drew  from  my  heart  all 
And  added  to  the  gall.  O  Lear,  Lear,  Lear  ! 
Beat  at  this  gate  that  let  thy  folly  in, 

[Strikmg  his  Head 
And  thy  dear  judgement  out  1 — Go,  go,  my 
people. 

Alb.  My  lord,  I  am  guiltless,  as  I  am  igno 
Of  what  hath  mov'd  you.  [rant 

Lear.  It  may  be  so,  my  lord. — Hear,  nature, 
hear; 

Dear  goddess,  hear!     Suspend  thy  purpose,  if 
Thou  didst  intend  to  make  this  creature  fruitful ! 
Into  her  womb  convey  sterility! 
Dry  up  in  her  the  organs  of  increase ; 
And  from  her  derogate^  body  never  spring 
A  babe  to  honour  her !     If  she  must  teem, 
Create  her  child  of  spleen ;  that  it  may  live, 
And  be  a  thwart  disnatur'd  torment  to  her! 
Let  it  stamp  wrinkles  in  her  brow  of  youth  ! 
With  cadentll  tears  fret  channels  in  her  cheeks ; 
Turn  all  her  mother's  pains,  and  benefits, 
To- laughter  and  contempt;  that  she  may  feel 
How  sharper  than  a  serpent's  tooth  it  is 
To  have  a  thankless  child .'' — Away,  away ! 

[Exit. 

Alb.  Now,  gods,  that  we  adore,  wherof 
comes  this  ? 

Go7i.  Never  afflict  yourself  to  know  the 
But  let  his  disposition  have  that  scope  [cause  ; 
That  dotage  gives  it. 

*  Complexion.  t  Continue  in  service- 

J  The  racji.  §  Degraded.  I!  Falling. 


Re-entet  Lear. 

Lear.  What,  fifty  of  my  followers,  at  a  clap '. 
Within  a  fortnight  ? 

Alb.  What's  the  matter.  Sir? 
Lear.  I'll  tell  thee  ; — Life   and  death  !  I  am 
asham'd 
That  thou  hast  power  to  shake  my  manhood 
thus:  [  To  GoNERit, 

That  these  hot  tears,  which  break  from  me  per- 
force. 
Should   make   thee  worth  them. — Blasts  and 

fogs  upon  thee  ! 
The  untented*  woundings  of  a  father's  curse 
Pierce  every  sense  about  thee  ! — Old  fond  eyeSj 
Beweep  this  cause  again,  I'll  pluck  you  out ; 
And  cast  you,  with  the  waters  that  you  lose, 
To  temper  clay. — Ha  !  is  it  come  to  this  ? 
Let  it  be  so  : — Yet  have  I  left  a  daughter, 
Who,  I  am  sure,  is  kind  and  comfortable ; 
When  she  shall  hear  this  of  thee,  with  her  naib 
She'll  flay  thy  wolfish  visage.    Thou  shalt  find, 
That  I'll  resume  the  shape  which  thou  dost 
think  [thee. 

I  have  cast  oft"  for  ever  ;  thou  shalt,  I  warrant 
[Exeunt  Lear,  Kent,  and  Attendants, 
Gon.  Do  you  mark  that,  my  lord  ? 
Alb,  I  cannot  be  so  partial,  Goneril, 
To  the  great  love  I  bear  you, — 

Gon.   Pray  you,  content. — What,   Oswald^ 

ho !  [master. 

You,   Sir,  more  knave  than  fool,  after  your 

[  To  the  Fool. 
Fool.  Nuncle  Lear,  nuncle  Lear,  tarry,  ajid 
take  the  fool  with  thee. 

A  fox,  when  one  has  caught  her. 
And  such  a  daughter, 
Should  sure  to  the  slaughter, 
If  my  cap  would  buy  a  halter  ; 
So  the  fool  follows  after.  [Exit. 

Gon.  This  man  hath  had  good  counsel  : — A 
hundred  knights! 
'Tis  politic,  and  safe,  to  let  him  keep 
At  point,t  a  hundred  knights.     Yes,   that  on 

every  dream, 
Each  buz,  each  fancy,  each  complaint,  dislike, 
He  may  enguurd  his  dotage  with  their  powers, 
And  hold  our  lives  in  mercy. — Oswald,  I  say  ! — 
Alb.  Well,  you  may  fear  too  far. 
Go7i.  Safer  than  trust: 
Let  me  still  take  away  the  harms  I  fear, 
Not  fear  still  to  be  taken.     I  know  his  heart : 
What  he  hath  utter'd,  I  have  writ  ray  sisler  ; 
If  she  sustain  him  and  his  hundred  knights. 

When  I   have   show'd  the  unfitness How 

now,  Oswald  ? 

Enter  Steward. 
What,  have  you  writ  that  letter  to  my  sister? 
Slexo.  Aye,  madam. 

Gon.  Take  you  some  company,  and  away  to 
Inform  her  full  of  my  particular  fear ;   [horse : 
And  thereto  add  such  reasons  for  your  own. 
As  may  compact  it  more.     Get  you  gone  ; 
And  hasten  your  return.  [Exit  Stew.]  No,  no, 

my  lord. 
This  milky  gentleness,  and  course  of  yours, 
Though  I  condemn  it  not,  yet,  under  pardon, 
You  are  much  more  attask'd|  for  want  of  wis- 
Than  prais'd  for  harmful  mildness.  [dom, 

Alb.  How  far  your  eyes  may  pierce,  I  can- 
not tell  ; 
Striving  to  better,  oft  we  mar  what's  well. 
Gon.  Nay,  then — 
Alb.  Well,  well ;  the  event.  [Exeant. 

*  Undressed,     t  Armed,     t  LiSible  to  rcpreliensifltli. 
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SCENE  V. — Court  from  the  sam&. 
Enter  Lear,  Kent,  and  Fool. 


Lear.  Go  you  before  to  Gloster  with  these 
letters :  acquaint  my  daughter  no  further  with 
any  thing  you  know,  than  comes  from  her  de- 
mand out  of  the  letter  :  If  your  diligence  be 
not  speedy,  I  shall  be  there  before  you. 

Kent.  I  will  not  sleep,  my  lord,  till  I  have 
delivered  your  letter.  [Exit. 

Fool.  If  a  man's  brains  were  in  his  heels, 
were't  not  in  danger  of  kibes  ? 

Lear.  Ay,1)oy. 

Fool.  Then  I  [.r'ythee,  be  merry :  thy  wit 
shall  not  go  ship-shod. 

Lear.  Ha,  ha,  ha ! 

Fool.  Shalt  see,  thy  other  daughter  wdl  use 
thee  kindly  :  for  though  she's  as  like  this  as  a 
crab  is  like  an  apple,  yet  1  can  tell  what  I  can 

tell. 

Lear.  Why,  what  canst  thou  tell,  my  boy  ? 
Fool.  She  will  taste  as  like  this,  as  a  crab 
does  to  a  crab.     Thou  canst  tell,  why  one's 
nose  stands  i'the  middle  of  his  face  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Why,  to  keep  his  eyes  on  either  side 
his  nose  ;  that  what  a  man  cannot  smell  out, 
he  may  spy  into. 

Lear.     I  did  her  wrong : — 
Fool.  Canst  tell  how  an  oyster  makes  his 
shell  ? 
Lear.  No. 

Fool.  Nor  I  neither ;  but  I  can  tell  why  a 
snail  has  a  house. 
Lear.  Why? 

Pool.  Why,  to  put  his  head  in ;  not  to  give  it 
away  to  his  daughters,  and  leave  his  horns 
without  a  case. 

Lear.  1  will  forget  ray  nature. — So  kmd  a 
father  '. — Be  my  horses  ready  ? 

Fool.  Thy  asses  are  gone  about  'em.  The 
reason  why  the  seven  stars  are  no  more  than 
seven,  is  a  pretty  reason. 

Lear.  Because  they  are  not  eight  ? 
Fool.  Yes,  indeed :  Thou  wouldest  make  a 
good  fool. 

Lear.  To  take  it  again  perforce  .'—Monster 
ingratitude!  , 

Fool.  If  thou  wert  my  fool,  nuncle,  I  d  have 
thee  beaten  for  being  old  before  thy  time. 
Lear.  How's  that.' 

Fool.  Thou  shouldst  not  have  been  old,  -be- 
fore thou  hadst  been  wise. 

Lear.  O  let  me  not  be  mad,  not  mad,  sweet 
heaven ! 
Keep  me  in  temper  ;  I  would  not  be  mad  !— 

Enter  Gentleman. 
How  now  !  Are  the  horses  ready  ? 
Gent.  Ready,  my  lord. 
Lear.  Come,  boy. 

Fool.  She  that  is  maid  now,  and  laughs  at 
my  departure, 
Shall  not  be  a  maid  long,  unless  things  be  cut 
shorter.  lExtunt 

ACT  II. 
SCENE   I.— A  Court   witlihi  the  Castle  of  the 
Earl  of  Gloster. 
Enter  Edmund  and  Cvras,  meeting, 

Edvi.  Save  thee,  Curan. 

Cur.  And  you.  Sir      I  have  been  with  you 
father ;  and  given  him  notice,  that  the  duke  of  p^j,  gyj^jejify  hg  fled. 
Cornwall,  and  Regan  his  duchess,  will  be  here 


Cur.  Nay,  I  know  not :  You  have  heard  of 
the  news  abroad :  I  mean,  the  whispered  ones, 
for  they  are  yet  but  ear-kissing  arguments  ? 
Edm.  Not  I ;  Pray  you,  what  are  they  ? 
Cur.  Have  you  heard  of  no  likely  wars  to- 
ward, 'twixt  the  dukes  of  Cornwall  and  Al- 
bany ? 

Edm.  Not  a  word. 

Cur.  You  may  then,  in  time.  Fare  you  well, 
Sir.  [Exit. 

Edm.  The  duke  be  here  to-night  ?  The  bet- 
ter! Best! 
This  waves  itself  perforce  into  my  business  ! 
My  father  hath  set  guard  to  take  my  brother ; 
And  I  have  one  thing,  of  a  queazy*  question, 
Which   I  must  act : — Briefness,   and  fortune, 

work ! — 
Brother,  a  word ;  descend : — ^Brother,  I  «ay ; 

Enter  Edgar. 
My  father  watches : — O  Sir,  fly  this  place  ; 
Intelligence  is  given  where  you  are  hid ; 
You  have   now  the   good  advantage  of  the 
night  :—  [wall  ? 

Have  you  not  spoken  'gainst  the  duke  of  Corn- 
He's  coming  hither  ;  now,  i'the  night,  i'the 

haste, 
And  Regan  with  him  ;  Have  you  nothing  said 
Upon  his  party  'gainst  the  duke  of  Albany? 
Adviset  yourself. 

Edg.  I  am  sure  on't,  not  a  word. 
Edm.   I   hear  my  father  coming, — Pardon 
me  -. —  [you  : — 

In  cunning,    I  must    draw   my    sword  upon 
Draw  ;  Seem  to    defend  yourself ;  Now  quit 
you  well.  [here  ! — 

Yield: — come  before  my  father; — Light,  ho. 
Fly,  brother; — Torches':  torches! — So,  fare- 
well.—  [Exit  Edgar. 
Some  blood  drawn  on  me  would  beget  opinion. 
[  iVounds  his  Artn. 
Of  my  more  fierce  endeavour  :  I  have  seen 

drunkards 
Do  more  than  this  in  sport. — father  !   father ! 
Stop,  stop!    No  help? 

Enter  Gloster,  and  Servants  u'ith  Torches. 

Glo.  Now,  Edmund,  where's  the  villain? 

Edm.  Here  stood  he  in  the  dark,  his  .sharp 
sword  out,  [moon 

Mumbling  of  wicked  charms,  conjuring  the 
To  stand  his  auspicious  mistress  : — 

Glo.   But  where  is  he  ? 

Edm.  Look,  Sir,  I  bleed. 

Glo.  Where  is  the  villain,  Edmund  ? 

Edjn.  Fled  this  way.  Sir.  When  by  no  means 
he  could — 
Glo.  Pursue  him,  ho  !— Go  after. — [Exit  Ser- 
vant.]   By  no  means, — what  ? 

Edm.  Persuade   mc  to  the  murder  of  your 
lordship  ; 
But  that  I  told  him,  the  revenging  gods 
'Gainst  parricides  did  all  their  thunders  bend  : 
Spoke,  with  how  manifold  and  strong  a  bond 
The  child  was  bound  to  the  fatiier  ; — Sir,  in 
Seeing  how  loathly  opposite  I  stood        [line, 
To  his  unnatural  purpose,  in  fell  motion, 
With  ills  prepared  sword,  he  charges  home 
My  unprovided  body,  lanc'd  mine  arm : 
But  when  he  saw  my  best  alarum'd  spirits, 
Bold  in  the  quarrel's  right,  rous'd  to  the  en- 
counter, 
Or  whether  gastedt  by  the  noise  I  made. 


with  him  to-night. 
Edvt-  How  comes  that  ? 
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Glo.   Let  him  fly  lur ; 
Not  in  this  land  sliall  he  remain  uncaught  ; 
And  found — Despatcii. — The  noble   duke  mj' 

master, 
My  worthy  arch*  and  patron,  comes  to-night ; 
By  his  authority  I  will  proclaim  it,       [thanks, 
That  he,   which   finds  him,   shall  deserve  our 
Bringing  the    murd'rous  coward  to  the  stake 
He,  that  conceals  him,  death. 

Edm.  When  I  dissuaded  him  from  his  intent, 
And  found  him  pight  t  to  do  it,   with  curstt 

speech 
I  threaten'd  to  discover  him  :  He  replied, 
Thou  unpossessitig  bastard!  dost  tkoxi  think, 
If  I  would  stand  agai7ist  thee,  would  the  reposal 
Of  any  trust,  virtue,  or  worth,  in  thee 
Make  thy  words  faith' d  7  No  :  what  I  should  deny, 
(As  this  I  would;  ay,  though  thou  didst  produce 
My  very  character^)  Fd  turn  it  all 
To  thy  suggestion,  plot,  and  damned  practice  : 
And  thou  must  make  a  dullard  of  the  icorld. 
If  they  not  thought  the  profits  of  my  death 
Were  very  pregnant  and  potential  spurs 
To  make  thee  seek  it. 

Glo    Strong  and  fasten'd  villain  ! 
Would  he  deny  his  letter  ? — 1  never  got  him. 
[IVumpets  within. 
Hark,  the  duke's  trumpets  !  I  know  not  why 

he  comes :  . 

All  ports  I'll  bar;  the  villain  shall  not  'scape; 
The  duke  must  grant  me  that :  besides,  his  pic- 
ture 
I  will  send  far  and  near,  that  all  the  kingdom 
May  have  due  note  of  him  ;  and  of  my  land. 
Loyal  and  natural  boy,  I'll  work  the  means 
To  make  thee  capable. || 

Enter  Cornwall,  Regan,  and  Attendants. 

Corn.  How  now,  my  noble  friend  ?  since  I 
came  hither. 
(Which   I  can  call  but  now,)  I  have  heard 
strange  news. 
Reg.  If  it  be  true,  all  vengeance  comes  too 
short, 
Which  can  pursue  the   offender.    How  dost 
my  lord  ? 
Glo.  O,  madam,  my  old  heart  is  crack'd,  is 

crack'd ! 
Reg.    What,   did  my  father's  godson   seek 
your  life  ? 
He  whom  my  father  nam'd  ?  your  Edgar  ? 
Glo.  O,  lady,  lady,  shame  would  have  it  hid ! 
Reg.  Was  he  not  companion  with  the  riot- 
ous knights 
That  tend  upon  my  father? 
Glo.  I  know  not,  madam  : 
It  is  too  bad,  too  bad. — 
Edm.  Yes,  madam,  he  was. 
Reg.  No  marvel  then,  though  he  were  ill  af- 
fected ; 
'Tis  they  have  put  him  on  the  old  man's  death, 
To  have  the  waste  and  spoil  of  his  revenues. 
I  have  this  present  evening  from  my  sister 
Been  well  inform'd  of  them  ;  and  with  sucli 

cautions. 
That,  if  they  come  to  sojourn  at  my  house, 
I'll  not  be  there. 

Corn.  Nor  I,  assure  thee,  Regan. — 
-  Edmund,  I  hear  that  you  have  shown  your 
A  child-like  office.  [father 

Edm.  'Twas  my  duty,  Sir. 
Glo.  He  did  bewrayH   his  practice  ;**  and 
receiv'd 

"  Chief.  t  Pitched,  fixed.         J  Severe,  harsh. 
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T'his  hurt  you  see,  striving  to  apprehend  him - 

Corn.  Is  he  pursued  ? 

Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord,  he  is. 

Corn.  If  he  be  taken,  he  shall  never  more 
Be  fear'd  of  doing  harm  :  make  your  own  pur- 
pose, [mund. 
How  in  my  strength  you  please. — For  you,  Ed- 
Whose  virtue  and  obedience  dotl;  this  instant 
So  much  commend  itself,  you  shall  be  ours  ; 
Natures  of  such  deep  trust  we  shall  much  need ; 
You  we  first  seize  on. 

Edm.  I  shall  serve  you.  Sir, 
Truly,  however  else. 

Glo.  For  him  I  thank  your  grace. 

Corn.  You  know  not  why  we  came  to  visit 
you, — 

Reg.  Thus  out  of  season  ;  threading  dark- 
ey'd  night. 
Occasions  noble  Gloster,  of  some  poize,* 
Wherein  we  must  have  use  of  your  advice : — 
Our  father  he  hath  writ,  so  hath  our  sister, 
Of  differences,  which  I  best  thought  it  fit 
To  answer  from  our  home  ;  the  several  mes- 
sengers [friend, 
From   hence  attend  despatch.     Our  good  old 
Lay  comforts  to  your  bosom  ;  and  bestow 
Your  needful  counsel  to  your  business. 
Which  craves  the  instant  use. 

Glo.  I  serve  you,  madam  : 
Your  graces  are  right  welcome.  Exeunt. 

SCENE  //.— Bc/ore'GLOSTER's  Castle. 
Enter  Kevt  and  Steward,  severally. 

Stew.  Good  dawning  to  thee,  friend :   Art  of 
the  house  ? 

Kent.  Ay. 

Stew.  Where  may  we  set  our  horses  ? 

Kent.  I'the  mire. 

Stew.  Pr'ythee,  if  thou  love  me,  tell  me. 

Kent.  I  love  thee  not. 

Stev)-  Why,  then  I  care  not  for  thee. 

Kent.  If  I  had  thee  in  Lipsbuiy  pinfold,  I 
would  make  thee  care  for  me. 

Stew.  Why  dost  thou  use  me  thus  ?  I  know 
thee  not. 

Kent.  Fellow,  I  know  thee. 

Stew.  What  dost  thou  know  me  for  ? 

Ke7it.  A  knave ;  a  rascal,  an  eater  of  broken 
meats ;  a  base,  proud,  shallow,  beggarly,  three- 
suited,  hundred-pound,  filthy  worsted-stocking 
knave  ;  a  lily-liver'd,  action-taking  knave  ;  a 
whoreson,  glass-gazing,  superserviceablc,  fini- 
cal rogue  ;  one  trunk-inheriting  slave  ;  one 
that  wouldst  be  a  bawd,  in  way  of  good  ser- 
vice, and  art  nothing  but  the  composition  of  a 
knave,  beggar,  coward,  pandar,  and  the  son 
and  heir  of  a  mongrel  bitch  :  one  whom  I  will 
beat  into  clamorous  whining,  if  thou  deny'st 
the  least  syllable  of  thy  addition.! 

Stew.  Why,  what  a  monstrous  fellow  art 
thou,  thus  to  rail  on  one,  that  is  neither  known 
of  thee,  nor  knows  thee  ! 

Kent.  What  a  brazen-fac'd  varlet  art  thou, 
to  deny  thou  know'st  me  !  Is  it  two  days  ago, 
since  1  tripp'd  up  thy  heels,  and  beat  thee,  be- 
fore the  king  ?  Draw,  you  rogue  :  for,  though 
it  be  night,  the  moon  shines  ;  I'll  make  a  sop 
o'the  moonshine  of  you  :  Draw,  you  whoreson 
cullionly  barber-monger,  draw. 

[^Draiving  his  Sivord. 

Stew  Away ;  I  have  nothing  to  do  with 
thee.  • 

Ke7it.  Draw,  you  rascal :  you  come  witn 
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letters  against  the  king;  and  take  %'anity*  the 
puppet's  part,  against  the  royalty  of  her  fa- 
ther :  Draw,  you  rogue,  or  I'll  so  carbonado 
your  shranks: — draw,  you  rascal ;  come  your 
ways. 

Stevu  Help,  ho  !  murder!  help  ! 
Kent.  Strike,  you  slave ;  stand,  rogue,  stand ; 
you  neat  slave,  strike.  ^Beating  him. 

Slew.  Help,  ho!  murder!  murder! 
Enter  Edmund,  Cornwall,  Regan,  Gloster, 
and  Servants. 
Edvi.  How  now  ?  What's  the  matter?  Part. 
Kent  With  you,  goodman  boy,  if  you  please; 
come,  I'll  flesh  you  ;  come  on,  young  master. 
Glo.  Weapons  !    arms  1    what's  the  matter 
here  ? 

Corn.  Keep  peace,  upon  your  lives  ;     [ter  ' 
He  dies,  that  strikes  again  :  What  is  the  mat- 
Reg.  The  messengers  from  our  sister  and  the 
king. 

Corn.  What  is  your  difference  ?  speak. 
Stew.  I  am  scarce  in  breathy  my  lord. 
Kent.  No  marvel,  you  have  so  bestirr'd  your 
valour.  You  cowardly  rascal,  nature  disclaims 
in  thee  ;  a  tailor  made  thee. 

Cora.  Thou  art  a  strange  fellow :  a  tailor 
make  a  man  ? 

Kent.  Ay,  a  tailor,  Sir ;  a  stone-cutter,  or  a 
painter,  could  not  have  made  him  so  ill,  thougli 
they  had  been  but  two  hours  at  the  trade. 
Corn.  Speak  yet,  how  grew  your  quarrel  1 
Slew.  This  ancient  ruffian,  Sir,  whose  life  I 
have  spar'd, 
At  suit  of  his  grey  beard, — 

Kent.  Thou  whoreson  zed  !  thou  unneces 
sary  letter  ! — My  lord,  if  you  will  give  me 
leave,  I  will  tread  this  unboltedt  villain  into 
mortar,  and  dob  the  wall  of  a  jakesi  with  him. 
— Spare  my  grey  beard,  you  wagtail  .' 

Corn.  Peace,  Sirrah  ! 
You  beastly  knave,  know  you  no  reverence  ? 
Kent.  Yes  Sir  ;  but  anger  has  a  privilege, 
Corn.  Why  art  thou  angry  / 
Kent.  That  such  a  slave  as  this  should  wear 
a  sword. 
Who  wears  no  honesty.     Such  smiling  rogues 

as  these, 
Like  rats,  oft  bite  the  holy  cords  atwain 
Which  are  too   iutrinse§  t' unloose  :  smooth 

every  passion 
That  in  the  natures  of  their  lords  rebels  ; 
Bring  oil  to  fire,  snow  to  their  colder  moods  ; 
Renege, II  affirm,  and  turn  their  halcyon^  beaks 
With  every  gale  and  vary  of  their  masters, 
As  knowing   nought,  like  dogs,    but  follow- 
A  plague  upon  your  e[)ileptic  visage  I    [ ing. — 
Smile  you  my  speeches,  as  I  were  a  fool  ? 
'Qoose,  if  I  had  you  upon  Sarani  plain, 
I'd  drive  ye  cackling  home  to  Camelot.'* 
Cern.  VVhat,  art  tliou  mad,  old  fellow  .' 
Glo.  How  fell  you  out? 
Say  that. 

Kent.  No  contraries  hold  more  antipathy, 
Than  I  and  sucli  a  knave. 

Corn.  Why  dost  thou  call  him  knave.' What's 

his  offence  ? 
Kent,  His  countenance  likes  me  not.tf 
Corn.  No  more,  perchance,  does  mine,  or 
his,  or  hers. 
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Kent.  Sir,  'tis  my  occupation  to  be  plain  ; 
I  have  seen  better  faces  in  my  time, 
Than  stands  on  any  shoulder  that  I  see 
Before  me  at  this  instant. 

Corn.  This  is  some  fellow,  [affect 

Who,  having  been  prais'd  for  bluntness,   doth 
A  saucy  roughness  ;  and  constrains  the  garb, 
Quite  from  his   nature :    He    cannot    flatter, 
he !—  [truth : 

An  honest  mind   and  plain, — he  must  speak 
And  they  will  take  it,  so  ;  if  not,  he's  plain. 
These  kind  of  knaves  I  know,  which  in  this 

plainness 
Harbour  more  craft,  and  more  corrupter  end^, 
Than  twenty  sill)'*  ducking  observants, 
That  stretch  their  duties  nicely. 

Ke7il.  Sir,  in  good  sooth,  in  sincere  verity. 
Under  the  allowance  of  your  grand  aspect," 
Whose  influence,  like  the  wreath  of  radiant  fire 
On  flickering  Phoebus'  front, — • 

Corn.  What  mean'st  by  this  ? 

Kent.  To  go  out  of  my  dialect,  which  you 
discommend  so  much.  I  know.  Sir,  I  am  no 
flatterer :  he  that  beguiled  you  in  a  plain  ac- 
cent, was  a  plain  knave;  which,  for  my  part, 
I  will  not  be,  though  I  should  win  your  dis- 
pleasure to  entreat  me  to  it. 

Corn.  What  was  the  offence  you  gave  him  ? 

Stew.  Never  any  : 
It  pleas'd  the  king  his  master,  very  late, 
To  strike  at  me,  upon  his  misconstruction  ; 
When  he,  conjunct,  and  flattering  his  displea- 
sure, [rail'd. 
Tripp'd  me   behind  ;   being  down,   insulted, 
And  put  upon  him  such  a  deal  of  man, 
That  worliiy'd  him,  got  praises  of  the  king': 
For  him  attempting  who  was  self-subdu'd  ; 
And.  in  the  fleshmentof  this  dread  exploit. 
Drew  on  me  here. 

Kent.  None  of  these  rogues,  and  cowards, 
But  Ajax  is  their  fool.t 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks,  ho !  [braggart, 
You  stubborn  ancient  knave,  you  reverend 
We'll  teach  you — 

Kent.  Sir,  I  am  too  old  to  learn  : 
Call  not  your  stocks  for  me  :  I  serve  the  king; 
On  whose  employment  1  was  sent  to  you : 
You  shall  do   small   respect,   show  too  bold 

malice 
.\gainstthe  grace  and  person  of  my  master, 
Stocking  his  messenger. 

Corn.  Fetch  forth  the  stocks :  [noon. 

As  I've  life  and  honour,   there  shall  he  sit  till 

Reg    Till  noon  I  till  night,  my  lord  ;  and  all 
night  too. 

Kent.  V.'iiy,  madam,  if  I  were  your  father'.s 
You  should  not  use  me  so.  [dog, 

Reg.  Sir,  being  his  knave,  I  will. 

\_S[ocl:s brought  out. 

Corn.  This  is  a  fellow  of  the  self-same  co- 
lour [slocks. 
Our  sister  s))eaks  of: — Come,  bring  away    the 

Glo.  Let  me  beseech  your  grace  not  to  do  so : 
His  fault  is  muchj^and  the  good  king  his  mas- 
ter [rection 
Will  check  him  for't :  your  purpos'd  low  cor- 
Is  snch,  as  basest  and  conlemned'st  wretches 
For  pilferings  and  most  common  trespasses, 
Are  punish'd  with  :  the  king  must  take  it  ill, 
That  he's  so  slightly  valued  in  his  mes.scnger, 
Should  have  him  thus  restrain'd. 

Corn.  Ml  answer  that. 

Reg.  My  sister  may  receive  it  much  more 
worse. 
To  have  her  gentleman  abus'd,  assaulted, 

'  Simple  or  n:?tic.       f  /.  e.  Ajax  is  a  fool  to  them. 
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For  following  her  aflairs. — Put  in  liLs  legs. — 
[Kent  is  put  in  Ihc  Stocks. 
Come  my  good  lord  ;  away. 

lExeunt  Regan  and  Cornwall. 
Glo.  I  am  sorry  for  thee,  friend  ;  'tis   tlie 
duice"s  jileasnrc, 
"Whose  disposition,  uU  the  world  well  knows, 
Will  not  be  rubb'd,  nor  stopp'd  :  I'll   entreat 
for  thee. 
Kent.  Pray,  do  not,   Sir  :  I  have  watch'd, 
and  travel! 'd  iiard  ; 
Some  time  I  shall  sleep  out,  the  rest  I'll  whistle. 
A  good  man"s  fortune  may  grow  out  at  heels : 
Give  you  good  morrow  ! 

Glo.  The  duke's  to  blame  in  this; 'twill  be  ill 
taken.  {Exit. 

Kent.  Good  king,   that   must  approve   the 
common  saw  !** 
Thou  out  of  heaven's  benediction  com'st 
To  the  warm  sun  ! 

Approach,  thou  beacon  to  this  under  globe, 
That  by  thy  comfortable  beams  I  may     [cles, 
Peru.se  this  letter!— Nothing  almost  sees  raira- 
But  misery- ; — I  know  'lis  from  Cordelia  ; 
Who  hath  most  fortunately  been  inform'd 
Of  my  obscured  course;  and  shall   find  time 
From  this  enormous  state, — seeking  to  give 
Losses  their  remedies  : — All  weary  and  o'er- 
watch'd, 


Take  vantage,  heavy  eyes,  not  to  behold 
This  shameful  lodging. 

Fortune,  good  night ;  smile  once  more  ;  turn 
thy  wheel :  IHe  sleeps. 

SCENE  jn.~A  Part  of  the  Heath. 

Enter  Edgar. 

Edg.  I  heard  myself  proclaim'd  ; 
And,  by  the  happy  hollow  of  a  tree, 
Escap'd  the  hunt.     No  port  is  free  :  no  place. 
That  guard,  and  most  unusual  vigilance. 
Does   not  attend  my  taking.     While  1  may 

scape, 
I  will  preserve  myself  :  and  am  bethought 
To  take  the  basest  and  most  poorest  shape, 
That  eveiy  penury,  in  contempt  of  man. 
Brought  near  to  beast :  my  face  I'll  grime  with 

filth ; 
Blanket  my  loins ;  elft  all  my  hair  in  knots  ; 
And  with  pre.seiitcd  nakedness  outface 
The  winds,  and  persecutions  of  the  sky. 
The  countiy  gives  me  proof  and  precedent 
Of  Bedlam  beggars,  who,  with  roaring  voices 
Strike  in  their  numb'd  and  mortified  bare  arms! 
Pins,  wooden  pricks,t    nails,  sprigs  of  rose 

mary  ; 
And  with  this  horrible  object,  from  low  farms 
Poor  pelting  villages,  ^heep  cotes  and  mills, 
Sometime  with  lunatic  bans,§  sometime  with 
prayers,  [Tom  ! 

Enforce  their  charity. — Poor  Turlygood!  poor 
That's  something  yet;— Edgar  I  nothingam. 

Exit. 
SCENE  IV..^Before  Gloster's  Castle. 
Enter  Lear,  Fool,  ftnrf  Gkntleman. 
Lean  'Tis  strange,   that  they  should  so  de- 
part from  home. 
And  not  send  back  my  messenger. 

Gent.  As  llearn'd. 
The  night  before  there  was  no  puqiose  in  them 
Of  this  iemovc. 


•  Biyinp  or  proverb. 

t  Hair  tlms  knotted,  was  lupposed  to  te  the  work  of 
*'I*i,'"°  '*»■»«  in  the  night. 


Kent.  Hail  to  thee,  noble  master  J 
Lear.  How .' 
Mak'st  thou  this  .shame  thy  pastime  ? 

Kent.  No,  my  lord.  • 

Fool.  Ha,  ha;  look!  he  wearscruel*  garter.3! 
Horses  are  tied  by  the  heads;  dogs,  and  beai^, 
by  the  neck ;  monkiesby  the  loins,  and  men  by 
the  legs  :  when  a  man  is  over-lusty  at  legs, 
then  he  wears  wooden  nether-stockst 
Lear.  Wliat's  he,  that  hath  so  mucJi  thy 
place  mistook 
To  set  thee  here  ? 

Kent.  It  is  both  he  and  she, 
Your  son  and  daughter. 
Lear.  No. 
Kejit.  Yes. 
Lear.  No,  I  say. 
Kent.  1  say,  yea. 
Lear.  No,  no  ;  they  would  nut- 
Kent-  Yes,  they  have. 
Lear.  By  Jupiter,  1  swear,  no. 
Kent.  By  Juno,  I  swear,  ay. 
Lear.  They  durst  not  do't ; 
They  could  not,  woUld  ndt  do't;  'tis  worse 

than  murder. 
To  do  upon  respect  such  violent  outrage  : 
Resolve  me,  with  all  modest  haste,  which  way 
Thou  might'st  deserve,  or  they  impose,  this 
Coming  from  us.  [usage, 

Kent.  My  lord,  when  at  their  home 
I -did  commend  your  highness'  letters  to  them, 
Ere  I  was  risen  from  the  place  thatshow'd 
My  duty  kneeling,  came  there  a  reeking  post, 
Stew'd  in  his  haste,  half  breathless,   panting 

fort'i 
From  Goneril  his  mistress,  salutations ; 
Deliver'd  letters,  spite  of  intermission, 
Which  presently  tliey  read:  on  whose  contents. 
They  summon'd  up  their  meiny,^  straight  took 

horse  ; 
Commanded  me  to  follow, and  attend  [looks; 
The  leisure  of  their  answer  ;  gave   me   cold 
.\nd  meeting  here  the  other  messenger. 
Whose    welcome,   I  perceiv'd,  had  poison'd 
(Being  the  veiy  fellow  that  of  late  [mine, 

Display'd  so  saucily  against  your  highness,) 
Having  more  man  than  wit  about  me,  drew  ; 
He  rais'd  the  house  with  loud   and  coward 

cries : 
Your  son  and  daughter  found    this  trespass 
The  shame  which  here  it  suffers.  [worth 

Fool.  Winter's  not  gone  yet,  if  the  wild  geese 
fly  that  away. 
Fathers,  that  wear  rags. 

Do  make  their  children  blind ; 
But  fathers,  that  bear  bags. 

Shall  see  their  children  kiad. 
Fortune,  that  arrant  whore, 
Ne'er  turns  the  key  to  the  poor. — 
But,  for  all  this,  thou  shalt  have  as  many  do- 
loursij  foi-  thy  daughters,  as  thou  canst  tell  in  «^ 
year.  . 
Lear.  0,  how  this  mother||  swells  up  towards 
my  heart ' 
Hysftricapassio  !  down,  thou  climbing  sorrow, 
Tiie  element's  belo\v  ! — Where  is  this  daugh- 
ter? 
Kent.  With  the  earl.  Sir,  here  within. 
Lear.  Follow  me  not ; 
Stay  here.  lExih 

Gent-  Made  you  no  more  offence  than  vyhat 
you  speak  of.' 


*  A  quibble  on  crc-wet',  worsted. 
t  Tbe  old  word  for  stocliiogs. 
t  People,  train  or  retinue. 

X      A :i.UI„  U.^* ^ J-7-. 


^  A  quibble  between  dolours  »ajl  dot' 
1!  The  diieaJe  <;^lle.d  the  vxoi'tsr. 
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Kent.  None. 
How  chance  the  king  comes  with  so  small  a 

train  ? 
.  Fool.  An  thouhadst  been  set  i'the  stocks  for 
that  question,  thou  hadst  well  desen^ed  it. 

Kent.  Why,  fool  ? 

Fool.  We'll  set  thee  to  school  to  an  ant,  to 
teach  thee  there's  no  labouring  in  the  winter. 
All  that  follow  their  noses  ai'e  led  by  their  eyes, 
but  blind  men  ;  and  there's  not  a  nose  among 
twenty,  but  can  smell  him  that's  stinking.  Let 
go  thy  hold,  when  a  great  wheel  runs  down 
a  bill,  lest  it  break  thy  neck  with  following 
it ;  but  the  great  one  that  goes  up  the  hill,  let 
him  draw  thee  after.  When  a  wise  man  gives 
thee  better  counsel,  give  me  mine  again  :  I 
would  have  none  but  knaves  follow  it,  since  a 
fool  gives  it. 

That,  Sir,  which  serves  and  seeks  for  gain, 
And  foUou  s  but  for  forms. 

Will  pack,  when  it  begins  to  rain, 
And  leave  thee  in  the  storm. 

But  I  will  tarry,  the  fool  will  stay, 
And  let  the  wise  man  fly  : 

The  knave  turns  fool,  that  runs  away  ; 
The  fool  no  knave,  perdy. 

Ke7ii.  Where  learned  you  this,  fool  ? 

Fool.  Not  i'the  stocks,  fool. 

Re-enter  Lear,  with  Gloster. 

Lear.  Deny  to  speak  with  me  ?     They  are 
sick  ?  they  are  weary  ?  [fetches ; 

They    have    travell'd   hard   to-night  ?    Mere 
The  images  of  revolt  and  flying  off  J 
Fetch  me  a  better  answer. 

Glo.  My  dear  lord, 
You  know  the  fiery  quality  of  the  duke; 
How  unremoveable  and  fix'd  he  is 
In  his  own  course. 

Lear.  Vengeance  !    plague  !  death  !    confu- 
sion ! — 
Fiery?   what  quality?  Why  Gloster,  Gloster, 
I'd  speak  with  the  duke  of  Cornwall,   and  his 
wife. 
Glo.  Well  ray  good  lord,   I  have  jnform'd 

them  so. 
Lear.  Inform'd  them  !  Dost  thou  understand 

me,  man  ? 
Glo.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 
Lear.  The  king  would  speak  with  Cornwall ; 
the  dear  father 
Would   with   his  daughter  speak,   commands 
her  service : 

Are  they  inform'd  of  this  ? My  breath  and 

blood  !— 
F  iei-y  ?  the  fiery  duke  ?— Tell  the  hot  duke  that 
?v"o,  but  not  yet : — may  be,  he  is  not  well : 
Infirmity  doth  still  neglect  all  office. 
Whereto  our  health  is  bound ;  we  are  not  our- 
selves, [mind 
AVlien  nature,  being  oppress'd,  commands  the 
To  suffer  with  the  body  :  I'll  forbear  ; 
And  am  fallen  out  with  my  more  headier  will, 
To  take  the  indispos'd  and  sickly  fit 
For  the  sound  man. — Death    on    my   state  ! 
wherefore                [Looking  on  Kkj^t. 
Should  he  sit  here  ?  This  act  persuades  me. 
That  this  remotion*  of  the  duke  and  her 
Is  practicet  only.     Give  me  my  servant  forth  : 
Go,  tell  the  duke  and  his  wife,  I'd  speak  with 
them,  [me, 
Now,  presently  :  bid  them  come  forth  and  hear 
Or  at  the  chamber  door  I'll  beat  the  drum, 
Till  it  cry—Sleep  to  death. 

Glo.  I'd  have  all  well  betwixt  you.      [Exit 


Lear.  0  me,  my  heart,  my  rising  heart  !— 
but,  down. 

Fool,  Cry  to  it  nuncle,  as  the  cockney  did 
to  the  eels,  when  she  put  them  i'the  paste* 
alive  ;  she  rapped  'ra  o'  the  coxcombs  with  a 
stick,  and  cried,  Down,  wantons,  down  :  'Twas 
her  brother,  that  in  pure  kindness  to  his  horse, 
buttered  his  hay. 

JC/i/cr  Cork  WALL,  Reg\n,  Gloster,  and 
Servants. 

Lear.  Good  nlorrow  to  you  both. 
Corn.  Hail  to  your  grace  ! 

[Kent  is  set  at  Liberty. 
Reg.  I  am  glad  to  see  your  highness. 
Lear.  Regan,  I  think  you  are  ;  I  know  what 
reason  [gl^^d, 

I  have  to  think  so  :   if  thou  shouldst   not  be 
I  would  divorce  me  from  thy  mother's  tomb, 
iSepluchring  an  adultress. — O,  are  you  free  ? 
I  [To  Kent. 

Some  other  time  for  that. — Beloved  Regan, 
Thy  sister's  naught :  0  Regan,  she  hath  tied 
Sharp-tooth'd  unkindness,  like  a  vulture  here  ; 
[Points  to  his  heart. 
I  can  scarce  speak  to  thee  ;  thou'lt  not  believe. 

Of  how  deprav'd  a  quality O  Regan  ! 

Reg.  I  pray  you.  Sir,  take  patience;  I  have 
hope. 
You  less  know  how  to  value  her  desert, 
Than  she  to  scantf  her  duty. 
Lear.  Say,  how  is  that  ? 
Reg.  I  cannot  think,  my  sister  in  the  least 
Would  fail  her  obligation  :   If,  Sir,  perchance, 
She  have  restrain'd  the  riots  of  your  followers, 
'Tis  on  such  ground,  and  to  such  wholesome 
As  clears  her  from  all  blame.  [end 

Lear.  My  curses  on  her  ! 
Reg.  O,  Sir.  you  are  old  ; 
Nature  in  you  stands  on  the  very  verge 
Of  her  confine  :  you  should  be  rul'd,  and  led 
By  some  discretion,  that  discerns  your  state 
Better  than  you  yourself:    Therefore,  I  pray 
That  to  our  sister  you  do  make  return  ;     [you. 
Say,  you  have  wrong'd  her.  Sir, 

Lear.  Ask  her  forgiveness  .•' 
Do  you  but  maik  how  this  becomes  the  house  ".H 
Dear  daxighter,  I  confess  that  lam  old ; 
Age  is  unnecessary  :  oil  my  knees  I  beg, 

[Kneeling. 

That  yoiCll  vouchsafe  me  raiment,  bed,  and  food. 

Reg.  Good  Sir,  no  more  ;  these  are  unsightly 

Return  you  to  my  sister.  [tricks, 

Lear.  Never,  Regan : 
She  hath  abated  me  of  half  my  train  ; 
Look'd  black  upon  me  ;  struck   me   with  her 

tongue, 
Most  serpent-like,  upon  the  very  heart : — 
All  the  stor'd  vengeances  of  heaven  fall 
On  her  ingrateful  top !  Strike  her  young  bones, 
You  taking  airs,  with  lameness  I 
Corn.  Fie,  fie,  fie  ! 

Lear.  You  nimble  lightnings,  dart  your  blind- 
ing flames 
Into  her  scornful  eyes  !  Infect  her  beauty. 
You  fen-suck'd  fogs,   drawn  by  the   powerful 
To  fall  and  blast  her  pride  !  [sun, 

Reg.  O  the  bless  d  gods  ! 
So  will  you  wish  on  me,  when  the  rash  mood's 
on. 
Lear.  No,  Regan,  thou  shalt  never  have  my 
curse  ; 
Thy  tender-hefted  nature  shall  not  give 


■  RemoTiDg  from  their  own  house. 


t  Artifice. 


*  Crust  of  pie. 

(!  The  order  of  families. 


-Be  wanting  ia. 
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Thee  o'er  to  harshness ;  her  eyes  are  fierce, 

but  thine 
Do  comfort,  and  not  burn  :  'Tis  not  in  thee 
To  grudge  my  pleasures,  to  cut  off  my  train. 
To  bandy  hasty  words,  to  scant  my  sizes,* 
And,  in  conclusion,  to  oppose  the  bolt 
Against  my  coming  in  :  thou  better  know'st 
The  offices  of  nature,  bond  of  childhood. 
Effects  of  courtesy,  dues  of  gratitude  ; 
Thy  half  o'the  kingdom  hast  thou  not  forgot. 
Wherein  I  Ihee  endow'd- 
Reg.  Good  Sir,  to  the  purpose. 

[  Trumpds  within. 

Lear.  Who  put  my  man  i'the  stocks  .-* 
Corn.  What  trumpet's  that  ? 

Enter  Steward. 

Reg.  I   know't,   my  sister's ;   this  approves 

her  letter,  [come  ? 

That  she  would  soon  be  here. — Is  your  lady 

Lear.  This  is  a  slave  whose  easy-borrow'd 

pride 

Dwells  in  the  fickle  grace  of  her  he  follows : — 

Out,  varlet,  from  my  sight  ! 

Corn.  What  means  your  grace  ? 
Lear.  Who  stock'd  my  servant  ?  Regan,  I 
have  good  hope 
Thou  didst  not  know  oft. — Who  comes  here  ? 

0  heavens, 

Eiiter  GoNERiL. 

If  you  do  love  old  men,  if  your  sweet  sway 
Allowt  obedience,  if  yourselves  are  old. 
Make  it  your  cause ;  send  down,  and  take  my 

part! 
Art  not  asham'd  to  look  upon  this  beard  ? 

[To   GoNERIL 

O,  Regan,  wilt  thou  take  her  by  the  hand  .'' 
Gon.  Why  not  by  the  hand,  Sir  1  How  have 

1  offended  ? 
All's  not  offence,  that  indiscretion  finds. 
And  dotage  terms  so. 

Lear.  O,  sides,  you  are  too  tough ! 
AVill  you  yet  hold  ? — How  came  ray  man  i'the 
stocks  ? 
Corn.  I  set  him  there.  Sir  :  but  his  own  dis 
Deserv'd  much  less  advancement.         [orders 
Lear.  You  !  did  you  ? 
Reg.  1  pray  you,  father,  being  weak,  seem 
If,  till  the  expiration  of  your  month,  [so. 

You  will  return  and  sojourn  with  my  sister, 
Dismissing  half  your  train,  come  then  to  me  ; 
I  am  now  from  home,  and  out  of  that  provi- 
sion 
Which  shall  be  needful  for  your  entertainment. 
Lear.  Return  to  her,  and  fifty  men  dismiss'd  .' 
No,  rather  I  abjure  all  roofs,  and  choose 
To  waget  against  (he  enmity  o'the  air  ; 
To  be  a  comrade  with  the  wolf  and  owl, — 
Necessity's  sharp  pinch  ! — Return  with  her? 
Why,  the  hot-blooded  France,  that  dowerless 

took 
Our  youngest  born,  I  could  as  well  be  brought 
To  knee  his  throne,  and,  squire-like,  pension 

beg 
To  keep  base  life  afoot : — Return  with  her  ? 
Persuade  me  rather  to  be  slave  and  sumpter^ 
To  this  detested  groom. 

\_Looking  on  the  Steward. 
Gon.  At  your  choice,  Sir. 
Lear.  I  pr'ythee,  daughter,  do  not  make  me 
mad  ; 
I  will  not  trouble  thee,  my  child  ;  farewell  : 


*  Contract  my  allowances.  f  Approve.         J  War. 

^  Ahorse  that  carries  necessariejqp  a  journey. 


W'e'll  no  more  meet,  no  raor«  see  one  an- 
other : —  [ter  ; 
But  yet  thouartmy  flesh,  my  blood,  my  daugh- 
Or,  rather,  a  disease  that's  in  my  flesh, 
Which  I  must  needs  call  mine  :  thou  art  a  boifj 
A  plague-sore,  an  embossed*  carbuncle, 
In  my  corrupted  blood.     But  I'll  not  chide 

thee  ; 
Let  shame  come  when  it  will,  I  do  not  call  it: 
I  do  not  bid  the  thunder-bearer-shoot, 
Nor  tell  talcs  of  thee  to  high- judging  Jove  : 
Mend,  when  thou  canst ;  be  better,  at  thyki- 

sure  : 
I  can  be  patient ;  I  can  stay  with  Regan, 
1,  and  my  hundred  knights. 

Reg.  Not  altogether  so,  Sir  ; 
I  look' d  not  for  you  yet,  nor  am  provided 
For  your  fit  welcome  :  Give  ear.   Sir,  to  my 

sister ; 
For  those  that  mingle  reason  with  your  passion. 
Must  be  content  to  think  you  old,  and  so — 
But  she  knows  what  she  does. 
Lear.  Is  this  well  spoken  now  ? 
Reg.  I  dare  avouch  it.  Sir  :  What,  fifty  fol- 
lowers ? 
Is  it  not  well?  What  should  you  reed  of  more? 
Yea,  or  so  many  ?   sitht  that  both  charge  and 

danger 
Speak  'gainst  so  great  a  number  ?  How,  in  one 

house. 
Should  many  people,  under  two  commands, 
Hold  amity  ?  'Tis  hard;  almost  impossible. 
Gon.  Why  might  not  you,  my  lord,  receive 
attendance  [mine  ? 

From  those  that  she  calls  servants,  or  from 
Reg.  AVhy  not,  my  lord?  If  then  they  chanc'd 
to  slack  you,  [me, 

We  would  control  them :  If  you  will  come  to 
(For  now  I  spy  a  danger,)  I  entreat  you 
To  bring  but  five  and  twenty  ;  to  no  more 
Will  I  give  place  or  notice. 
Lear.  I  gave  you  all — 
Reg.  And  in  good  time  you  gave  it. 
Lear.  Made  you  my  guardians,  my  deposit- 
But  kept  a  reservation  to  be  follow'd      [aries  ; 
With  such  a  number:  What,  must  I  come  to 

you 
With  five  and  twenty,  Regan  ?  said  you  so  ? 
Reg.  And  speak  it  again,  my  lord  ;  no  more 

with  me. 
Lear.  Those  wicked  creatures  yet  do  look 
well-favour'd,  [worst. 

When  others  are  more  wicked  ;  not  being  the 
Stands  in  some  rank  of  praise  : — I'll   go  with 
thee;  [To  Goneril. 

Thy  fifty  yet  doth  double  five  and  twenty. 
And  thou  art  twice  her  love. 

Gon.  Hear  me,  my  lord  ; 
What  need  you  five  and  twenty,  ten,  or  five, 
To  follow  in  a  house,  where  twice  so  many 
Have  a  command  to  tend  you  ? 
Reg.  What  need  one  ? 
Lear.  O,  reason  liot  the  need :  our  basest 
beggars 
Are  in  the  poorest  thing  superfluous : 
Allow  not  natiue  more  than  nature  needs, 
Man's  life  is  cheap  as  beast's :  thou  art  a  lady : 
If  only  to  go  warm  were  gorgeous,     [wear'st, 
Why,  nature  needs  not  what  thou  gorgeous 
Which  scarcely  keeps  thee  warm. — But,  for 

true  need, — 
You  heavens,  give  me  that  patience,  patience 

I  need  ) 
You  see  me  here,  you  gods,  a  poor  old  man, 
As  full  of  grief  as  age  ;  wretched  in  both  ! 


^  ^-svtWvoS- 
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i[  it  be  you  that  stir  these  daughters'  hearts 
Against  their  father,  fool  me  not  so  much 
To  bear  it  tamely;  touch  me  with  noble  anger  ' 
O,  let  not  women's  weapons,  water-drops, 
Stain  my  man's  cheek ! — No,  you  unnatural 

hags, 
I  will  have  such  revenges  on  you  both 
That    all    the  world   shall — I    will   do    such 
things, —  [be 

What  they  are.  yet  I  know  not ;  but  they  shall 
The  terrors  of  the  earth.  You  think,  I'll  weep ; 
No,  I'll  not  weep  : — 

I  have  full  cause  of  -.veeping  ;  but  this  heart 
Shall  break  into  a  hundred  thousand  Haws, 
Or  ere  I'll  weep : — O,  fool,  I  shall  go  mad  ! 
[Exeunt  Lear,  Gloster,  Kent,  and  Fool. 
Corn.  Let  us  withdraw^  'twill  be  a  storm. 

{^Storm  heard  at  a  distance. 
Reg.  This  house 
Is  little  ;  the  old  man  and  his  people  cannot 
Be  well  bestow'd. 

Gon.  'Tis  his  own  blame  ;  he  hath  put 
Himself  from  rest,  and  must  needs  taste  his 
folly 
Reg.    For  his  particular,   I'll   receive  him 
But  not  one  follower.  [gladly, 

Oon.  So  am  I  purpos'd. 
Where  is  my  lord  of  Gloster  ? 

Re  enter  GtosTER. 

Corn.  Follow'd  the  old  man  forth  : — he  is 

return'd. 
Glo.  The  king  is  in  high  rage. 
Corn.  Whither  is  he  going  ? 
Glo.  He  calls  to  horse,  but  will  I  know  not 

whither. 
Corn.  'Tis  best  to  give  him  way ;  he  leads 

himself. 
Gon.  My  lord,  entreat  him  by  no  means  to 

stay. 
Glo.  Alack,  (he  night  comes  on,  and  the 
bleak  winds 
Do  sorely  ruffle ;  for  many  miles  about 
There's  scarce  a  bush. 

Reg.  O,  Sir,  to  wilful  men. 
The  injuries  that  they  themselves  procure, 
Must  be  their  schoolmasters  :  Shut  uj)  your 

doors; 
He  is  attended  with  a  desperate  train  ; 
And  what  they  may  incense*  him  to,  being  apt 
To  have  his  ear  abus'd,  wisdom  bids  fear. 
Corii.  Shut  up  your  doors,  my  loi'd ;  'tis  a 
wild  night ; 
My  Regan  counsels  well:  come  out  o'the  storm. 

\_Exeunt. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — ^4  Heath. — A  Storm  is  heard,  with 
Thunder  and  Lightning. 

Enter  Kkut,  atida  Gkntlem.\n,  meetin 

Kent.  Who's  here,  beside  foul  weather  ? 

Gent.  One  minded  like  the  weather,   most 
unquietly. 

Kent.  I  know  vou  ;  Where's  the  king  ? 

Gentr  Contending  with  tiie  fretful  element : 
Bids  the  wind  blow  the  earth  into  the  sea, 
Or  swell  the  curled  waters  'bove  the  main, 
That  things  mif^lit  change,  or  cease  :  tears  his 

white  hair; 
Which  the  impetuous  blasts,  with  eyeless  rage. 
Catch  in  their  fury,  and  make  nothing  of : 
Strives  in  his  little  world  of  man  to  outscorn 
The  to-and-fro-conflicting  wind  and  raiu. 


'.lasti^t^. 


KING  LEAB.  [Act  UI. 

This  night,  wherein  the  cub-drawn  bear*  would 
The  lion  and  the  belly-pinched  wolf      [couch, 
Kee[)  their  fur  dry,  unbonnetedhe  runs, 
And  bids  what  will  take  all. 
Kent.  But  who  is  with  him  ? 
Gent.    None  but  the  fool ;    who  labours  to 
His  heart-struck  injuries  [outjest 

Kent.  Sir,  I  do  know  you  ; 
And  dare,  upon  the  warrant  of  my  art,t  [sion, 
Commend  a  dear  thing  to  you.     There  is  divi- 
Although  as  yet  the  face  of  it  be  cover'd 
With    mutual    <Junning,    'twist    Albany    and 
Cornwall  ;  [stars 

Who  have  (as  who  have  not,  that  their  great 
Thron'd  and  set  high  ?)  servants,  who  seem  no 

less ; 
Which  are  to  France  the  spies  and  speculations 
Intelligent  of  our  state  ;  what  hath  been  seen, 
Either  in  snuff's  and  packings^  of  the  dukes  ; 
Or  the   hard  rein  which  both  of  them  have 
borne,  [deeper, 

Against  the    old   kind    king  ;    or   something 
Whereof,  perchance,   these  are  .  not  furnish- 
ings,'^—  [power 
[But,  true   it  is,  from  France  there  comes  a 
Into  thisscatter'd  kingdom  ;  who  already, 
Wise  in  our  negligence,  have  secret  feet 
In  some  of  our  best  ports,  and  are  at  point 
To  show  their  open  banner — Now  to  you  : 
If  on  my  credit  you  dare  build  so  far 
To  make  your  speed  to  Dover,  you  shall  find 
Some  that  will  thank  you,  making  just  repmt 
Of  how  unnatural  and  bemadding  sorrow 
The  king  hath  cause  to  plain. 
I  am  a  gentleman  of  blood  and  breeding  ; 
And,  from    some  knowledge  and   assurance, 
This  office  to  you.]  [ofl'er 
Gent.  I  will  talk  further  with  you. 
Kent.  No,  do  not. 
For  confirmation  that  I  am  much  more 
Than  my  out  wall,  open  this  purse,  and  take 
What  it  contains  :  If  you  shall  see  Cordelia, 
(As  fear  not  but  you  shall.)    show  her  this 

ring. 
.\nd  she  will  tell  you  who  3'ourfellow|l  is 
That  yet  you  do  not  know.  Fie  on  this  storm  \ 
I  will  go  seek  the  king. 

Gent.  Give  me  your  hand;  Have  you  no  more 

to  say  ? 

Kent.  Few  words,  but  to  effect,  more  than 

all  yet ; 

That,  when  we  have  found  the  king,  (in  which 

your  pain  [him, 

That  way;    I'll  this;)  he  that  first  lights  on 

Holla  the  other.  '[Exeunt  severallj. 

SCENE  IL— Another  Part  of  the  Heath — 
Storm  contiiiues. 
Enter  Le.\u  and  Fool. 
Lear,  Blow,  %vind,  and  crack  your  cheeks .' 
rage  !  blo\v  ! 
Your  cataracts,  and  hurricanoes,  spout 
T'll  you  have  drench'd  our  steeples,  drown'd 

the  cocks ! 
You  sulphurous  and  thous;ht-executing1I  fires, 
Vaunt    couriers*'    to   oak-cleaving   thunder- 
bolts, [Thunder, 
Singe  my ivhite  head!  And  thou,  all-shaking 
Strike  flat  the  thick  rotundity  o'the  world .' 
Crack  nature's  moulds,   all  gcrmens  spill   at 
That  make  ingrateful  man  '  [once, 

"  Wliose  dugs  are  drawn  dry  by  its  young, 
t  Which  teaches  us  "  to  find  the  mind's  construction 

in  the  face." 

fSnu^saredislikes,and/)acl:infiunderhand  contrivances. 

§  Samples.  II  Compaiiion. 

r  Qiucli  as  tliou£:bT,         *♦  J-^nj  qgii.i^-^. FrBncE. 
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Fool.  O  nuncle,  court  holy-water''  in  a  dry 
house  is  better  than  this  rain-water  out  o'door. 
need  nuncle,  in,  and  ask  thy  daughters'  bless- 
ing :  here's  a  night  pities  neither  wise  me* 
nor  fools. 

Lear.  Rumble  thy  bellyful !  Spit,  tiro  !  spout, 
rain  !  [ters : 

Nor  rain,  wind,  thunder,  fire,  are  my  daugh- 
1  tax  not  you,  you  elements,  with  unkiiidnesS; 
I  never  gave  you  kingdom,  call'd  you  children, 
You  owe  me  no  subscription  ;t  why  then,  lei 
fall  [slave. 

Your  horrible  pleasure ;   here  1   stand,  your 
A  poor,  infirm,  weak,  and  despis'd  old  man  : — 
But  yet  I  call  you  servile  ministers. 
That  have  with  two  pernicious  daughters  join'd 
Your  high  engender'd  battles,  'gainst  a  head 
So  old  and  white  as  this.     O !  O  !  'tis  foul  ' 

Fool.  He  that  has  a  house  to  put  his  head 
in,  has  a  good  head-piece. 

Tfi.  cod  piece  that  ivill  house. 

Before  the  head  has  any. 
The  head  and  he  shall  louse  ; — 

So  beggars  marry  many. 
The  man  that  makes  his  toe 

What  he  his  heart  should  make, 
Shall  of  a  corn  cry  ivoe, 
And  turn  his  sleep  to  wake. 
— for  there  was  never  yet  fair  woman,  but  she 
made  mouths  in  a  glass. 

Enter  Kent. 

Lear.  Nojlwiilbethepattemof  allpaticncc; 
1  will  say  nothing. 

Kent.  Who's  there? 

Fool.  Marry,  here's  grace,  and  a  cod-piece  ; 
that's  a  wise  man,  and  a  foid. 

Kent.  Alas,  Sir,  are  you  here  ?  things  that 
love  night,  [skies 

Love  not  such  nights  as  these ;  the  wrathful 
Gallowt  the  very  wanderers  of  the  dark. 
And  make  them  keep  their  caves  :  Since  I  was 
man,  L^er, 

Such  sheets  of  fire,  such  bursts  of  horrid  thun- 
Such  groans  of  roaring  wind  and  rain,  I  never 
Remember  to  have  heard;  man's  nature  can- 
not carry 
The  affliction,  nor  the  fear. 

Lear.  Let  the  great  gods. 
That  keep  this  dreadful  pother^  o'erourheads. 
Find  out  their  enemies  now.     Tremble,  thou 

Avretch, 
Thou  hast  within  thee  undivulged  crimes, 
Unwipp'd  of  Justice  :  Hide  thee,    thou  bloody 
hand ;  [tue 

Thou  perjur'd,   and  thou  simular||  man  of  vir- 
That  art  incestuous  :  Caitiff,  to  pieces  shake, 
That  under  covert  and  convenient  seeming^ 
Hast  practis'd  on   man's  life  ! — Close  pent-up 

guilts, 
Rive  your  concealing  continents,  and  cry 
These  dreadful  summoners  grace.*" — lama 
Wore  sinn'd  against,  than  sinning.  [man, 

Kent.  Alack,  bare-headed  I 
Gracious  my  lord,  hard  by  here  is  a  hovel ; 
Some   friendship  will  it  lend  you  'gainst  the 

tempest ; 

Repose  you  there  :  while  1  to  this  hard  hons<^, 
(More  hard  than  is  the  stone  whereof 'tis  rais'd; 
AVhich  even  but  now,  demandingtt  after  you. 
Denied  me  to  come  in,)  return,  and  force 
Their  scanted  courtesy. 

Lear.  My  wits  begin  to  turn.— 

*  A  pioverbi.ll  phrase  (or  fair  words,  f  Obedience. 

J  Scare  or  frighten.    §  Blustering  noise.    ||  Counterfeit 

^  Apjiearawe.        **  Favtrnr.       tt  InrpiiriDg. 


Come  on,  my  boy :   How  dost,  my  boy  ?   Ait 
cold  ?  [fellow  ? 

I  am  cold   myself, — Where  is  this  straw,  my 
The  art  of  our  necessities  is  strange. 
That  can  make  vile  things  precious.     Come, 
your  hovel.  [heart 

Poor  fool  and  knave,  1  have  one  part  in  my 
Tluit's  sorry  yet  for  thee 

Fool.   He  that  has  a  little  tiny  tvit, — ' 

M^ith  heigh,ho,thewind  and  the  rain, — 
Must  make  conleniwilh  his  fortunes  JU  ; 
For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day.* 
Lear.  True,  my  good  boy. — Come,  bring  us 
to  this  hovel. 

[Exeunt  Lear onrf Kent. 
Fool.  This  is  a  brave  night  to  cool  a  courte- 
zan.— I'll  speak  a  prophecy  ere  I  go  ; 

When  priests  are  more  in  word  than  matter; 
When  brewers  mar  their  malt  with  water  ; 
When  nobles  are  their  tailors'  tutors ; 
INo  heretics  burn'd,  but  wenches'  suitors  t 
When  every  case  in  law  is  right ; 
No  squire  in  debt,  nor  no  poor  knight ; 
When  slanders  do  not  live  in  tongues  ; 
Nor  cutpurses  come  not  to  throngs  ; 
When  usurers  tell  their  gold  i'the  field; 
And  bawds  and  whores  dochnrcliesbuild; — 
Then  shall  the  realm  of  Albion 
Come  to  great  confusion. 
Then  comes  the  time,  who  lives  to  see't, 
That  going  shall  be  us'd  with  feet. 
This  prophecy  Merlin  shall  make  ;  for  I  live 
before  his  time.  [Exit. 

SCENE  in.—A  Eoom  in  Gloster's  Castle. 
Enter  GhosTER  and  Edmund. 

Glo.  Alack,  alack,  Edmund,  I  like  not  this 
unnatural  dealing  :  When  I  desired  their  leave 
that  I  might  pity  him,  they  took  from  me  the 
use  of  mine  own  house  ;  charged  me,  on  pain 
of  their  perpetual  displeasure,  neither  to  .speak 
of  him,  entreat  for  him,  nor  any  way  sustain 
him. 

Edm.  Most  savage,  and  unnatural ! 

Glo.  Go  to  ;  say  you  nothing  ;  There  is  divi- 
sion between  the  dukes  ;  and  a  worse  .matter 
than  that :  1  have  received  a  letter  this  night  ; 
— 'tis  dangerous  to  be  spoken  ; — [  have  locked 
the  letter  in  my  closet :  these  injuries  the  king 
now  bears  will  be  revenged  at  ht)me  ;  there  is 
part  of  a  power  already  footed  ;t  we  must  in- 
cline to  the  king.  1  will  seek  him,  and  privily 
relieve  him  :  go  you,  and  maintain  talk  with 
the  duke,  that  my  charity  be  not  of  him  per- 
ceived :  If  he  ask  for  me,  I  am  ill,  and  gone  to 
bed.  If  I  die  for  it,  as  no  less  is  threatened 
me,  the  king  my  old  master  must  be  relieved. 
There  is  some  strange  thing  toward,  Edmund  ; 
pray  you,  be  careful.  [Exit. 

Edm.  This  courtesy,   forbid  thee,  shall   the 
duke 
Instantly  know  ;  and  of  that  letter  too  :  — 
This  seems  a  fair  deserving,  and  must  draw  me 
That  which  my  father  loses  ;  no  less  than  all  : 
The  younger  rises,  when  the  old  doth  fall. 

[Exit. 

SCENE  IV.— A  Part  of  the  Heath,  ivith  a 
Hovel. 
Enltr  Lear,  Kent  and  Fool. 
Kent.  Here  is  the  place,  my  lord  ;  good,  my 
lord,  enter: 
The  tyranny  of  (he  open  night's  too  rough 
For  nature  to  endure.  [Storm  slill. 

*  Part  of  the  Clown's  son^  in  Twtlfth  Night' 
t  A  force  already  fandcd. 


Lear.  Let  me  alone.  O,  do  dc,   do  de,  do  dc. — Bless  thee  from 

Kent.  Good  my  lord,  enter  here.  jwhirlwinds,  star-blasting,  and  taking  !*     Do 

Ltar.  Wilt  break  my  heart  ?  poor  Tom  some  charity,  whom  the  foul  fiend 

Ktnt.  I'd  rather  break  my  own:  Good  mylvexes:  There  could  I  have  him  now,— and 


lord,  enter 
Ltar.  Thou  think'st 'tis  much,  that  this  con- 
tentious storm 
Invades  us  to  the  skin  :  so  'tis  to  thee  ; 
But  where  the  greater  malady  is  fix'd, 
The  lesser  is  scarce  felt.  Thou'dst  shun  a  bear : 
But  if  thy  flight  lay  toward  the  raging  sea, 
Thou'st  meet  the  bear  i'the  mouth.    When  the 

mind's  fiee, 
The  body's  delicate :  the  tempest  in  my  mind 
Doth  from  my  senses  take  all  feeling  else, 
Save  what  beats  there. — Filial  ingratitude  ! 
Is  it  not  as  this  mouth  should  tear  this  hand, 
For  lifting  food    to't  ? — But   I    will    punisli 
home : — 

No,  I  will  weep  no  more. — In  such  a  night 
To  shut  me  out ! — Pour  on ;  I  will  endure : — 
in  such  a  night  as  this !  O  Regan,  Generil ! — 
Your  old  kind  father,  whose  frank  heart  gave 

all,— 
O,  that  way  madness  lies ;  let  me  shun  that ; 
No  more  of  that, — 

Ktnt-  Good  my  lord,  enter  here. 

Ltar.  Pr'ythee,  go  in  thyself;  seek  thine 

own  ease ; 
This  tempest  will  not  give  me  leave  to  ponder 
On  things  would  hurt  me  more. — But  I'll  go 

in 
In,  boy;  go  first. — \^To  thtYooh.']  You  house- 
less poverty, — 
Nay,getthee  in.  I'll  pray,  and  then  I'll  sleep. — 
[Fool  gots  in. 
Poor  naked  wretches,  whosoe'er  you  are. 
That  bide  the  pelting  of  this  pitiless  storm 
How  shall  your  houseless  heads,  and  unfed 

sides. 
Your  loop'd  and  window'd  raggedness,  defend 

you 
From  seasons  such  as  these  ?  O,  I  have  ta'en 
Too  little  care  of  this  !  Take  physic,  pomp ; 
Expose  thyself  to  feel  what  wretches  feel ; 
That  thou  may'st  shake  the  superflux  to  them, 
And  show  the  heavens  more  just. 

Edg.  \^lViihin.']    Fathom  and  half,  fathom 

and  half!  Poor  Tom! 

[  Tht  Fool  r«7is  out  from  the  Hovel- 
Fool    Come  not  in  here,  nuncle,  here's  a 

spirit. 
Help  me,  help  me! 
Kent.  Give  me  thy  hand. — Who's  there? 
Fool.  A  spirit,  a  spirit;  he  says  his  name's 

poor  Tom. 
Kent.  What  art  thou  that  dost  grumble  there 

i'the  straw? 
Come  forth. 

Enter  Edgar,  disguised  as  a  Madman. 

Edg.  Away!  the  foul  fiends  follow  me!— 
Through  the  sharp  hawthorn  blows  the  cold 

wind. — 
Humph !  go  to  thy  cold  bed,  and  warm  thee. 

Lear.  Hast  thou  given  all  to  thy  two  daugh- 
ters? And  art  thou  come  to  this? 

Edg.  Who  gives  any  thing  to  poor  Tom? 
whom  the  foul  fiend  hath  led  througli  fire  and 
through  flame,  through  ford  and  whirlpool, 
over  bog  and  quagmire  ;  that  hath  laid  knives 
under  his  pillow,  and  halters  in  his  pew ;  set 
ratsbane  by  hi?  porridge ;  made  him  proud  of 
heart,  to  ride  on  a  bay  trotting-horse  over  four- 
inched  bridges,  to  course  his  own  shadow  for 
a  traitor:— Bless  thy  five  wits!  Tom's  a-cold. 


there, — and    there, — and    there    again,    and 
there.  [Storm  continues- 

Lear.  What,  have  his  daughter^  brought  him 
to  this  pass  ? — 
Couldst  thou  save  nothing.'     Didst  thou  give 
them  all  ? 

Fool.  Nay,  he  reserved  a  blanket,  else  we 
had  all  been  ashamed. 

Lear.  Now  all  the  plagues  that  in  the  pen- 
dulous air 
Hang  fated  o'er  men's  faults,   light   on  thy 
daughters ! 

Kent.  He  hath  no  daughters,  Sir. 

Leur.  Death,  traitor!   nothing  could  have 
subdued  nature 
To  such  a  lowness,  but  his  unkind  daughters. — 
Is  it  the  fashion,  that  discarded  fathers 
Should  have  thus  little  mercy  on  their  flesh  ? 
Judicious  punishment !  'twas  this  flesh  begot 
Those  pelican  daughters. 

Edg.  Pillicock  sat  on  jiiUicock's-hill ; — 
Halloo,  halloo,  loo,  loo  ! 

Fool.  This  cold  night  will  turn  us  all  to  fools 
and  madmen. 

Edg.  Take  heed  o'the  foul  fiend :  Obey  thy 
parents;  keep  thy  word  justly;  swear  not; 
commit  not  with  man's  sworn  spouse ;  set 
not  thy  sweet  heart  on  proud  array :  Tom's 
a-cold. 

Lear.  What  hast  thou  been? 

Edg.  A  serving  man,  proud  in  heart  and 
mind  ;  that  curled  my  hair;  wore  gloves  in  ray 
cap,t  served  the  lust  of  ray  mistress'  heart, 
and  did  the  act  of  darkness  with  her;  swore 
as  many  oaths  as  1  spake  words,  and  broke 
them  in  the  sweet  face  of  heaven  :  one,  that 
slept  in  the  contriving  of  lust,  and  waked  to 
do  it :  Wine  loved  I  deeply  ;  dice  dearly  ;  and 
in  woman,  out-paramouredthe  Turk:  False  oi 
heart,  light  of  car,  bloody  of  hand;  Hog  in 
sloth,  fox  in  stealth,  wolf  in  greediness,  dog  in 
madness,  lion  in  prey.  Let  not  the  creaking 
of  shoes,  nor  the  rustling  of  silks,  betray  thy 
poor  heart  to  women  :  Keep  thy  foot  out  of 
brothels,  thy  hand  out  of  plackets,  thy  pen 
from  lender's  books,  and  defy  the  foul  fiend. — 
Still  through  the  hawthorn  blows  the  cold 
wind:  Says  suum,  mun,  ha  nononny,  dolphin 
my  boy,  my  boy,  sessa ;  let  him  trot  by. 

[Storm  still  continues. 

Lear.  Why,  thou  were  better  in  thy  grave, 
than  to  answer  with  thy  uncovered  body  this 
extremity  of  the  skies. — Is  man  no  more  than 
this.'  Consider  him  well :  Thou  owest  the 
worm  no  silk,  the  beast  no  h'de,  the  sheep  no 
wool,  «he  cat  no  perfmne  : — Ha!  herd's  three 
of  us  are  sophisticated! — Thou  art  the  thing 
itself:  unaccommodated  man  is  no  n.ore  but 
such  a  poor,  bare,  forked  animal  as  tr,ou  art. 
— Oil',  off,  you  lendings:— Come:  unbutton 
here;  [  Tearing  off  his  clothes. 

Fool.  Pr'ythee,  nuncle,  be  contented  ;  this  is 
a  naughty  night  to  swim  in. — Now  a  little  fire 
in  a  wild  field  were  like  an  old  leecher's  heart ; 
a  sniall  spark,  all  the  rest  of  his  body  cold. — 
Look,  hero  comes  a  walking  fire. 

£'</g.  This  is  the  foul  fiend  Flibbertigibbet  : 


*  To  tahe  is  to  blast.or  strike  with  malignant  influence. 

t  It  was  tbe  custom  to  wear  gloves  in  tlie  hat,  as  the 
favour  of  n  mistress. 

X  The  woids  unbutton  hcrt,  are  probably  only  a  ronr- 
ginal  direction  crept  into  the  matter. 
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he  begins  at  curfew,  and  walks  till  the  first 
cock  ;  he  gives  the  web  and  the  r)ia,*  squints 
the  eye,  and  makes  the  hare-lip;  mildews  the 
white  wheat,  and  hurts  the  poor  creature  of 
earth. 

Saint  JVithold[  footed  thrice  the  icold,t 
He  met  the  night-mare,  and  her  nine-fold; 
Bid  her  alight, 
And  her  troth  plight, 
And,  aroint  thee,  Switch,  aroint  thee ! 
Kent.  How  fares  your  grace? 

Enter  Gloster,  with  a  Torch. 
Lear.  Whats  he? 

Kent.  Who's  there?  What  is't  you  seek? 
Glo.  What  are  you  there  ?  Your  names  ? 
Edg.  Poor  Tom;  that  eats  the  swimming 
frog,  the  toad,  the  tadpole,  the  wall-newt,  and 
the  water  ;||  that  in  the  fury  of  his  heart,  when 
the  foul  fiend  rages,  eats  cow  dung  for  sullets; 
swallows  the  old  rat,  and  the  ditch-dog;  drinks 
the  green  mantle  of  the  standing  pool;  who  is 
whipped  from  tything  to  tything.ll  and  stock- 
ed, punished,  and  imprisoned;  who  hath  had 
three  suits  to  his  back,  six  shirts  to  his  body, 
horse  to  ride,  and  weapon  to  wear. — 

But  mice,  and  rats,  and  such  small  deer, 
Have  been  Tom^s  food  for  seven  long  year. 

Beware    my   follower: — Peace,    Smolkin;** 
peace,  thou  fiend! 
Glo.  WMiat,  hath  your  grace  no  better  com- 
pany? 
Edg.  The  prince  of  darkness  is  a  gentleman  ; 
Modo  he's  call'd,  and  Mahu.tt 

Glo.  Our  flesh  and  blood,  my  lord,  is  grown 
so  vile. 
That  it  doth  hate  what  gets  it. 
Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold. 
Glo.  Go  in  with  me;  my  duty  cannot  suffer 
To  obey  in  all  your  daughter's  hard  commands : 
Though  their  injunction  be  to  bar  my  doors, 
And  let  this  tyrannous  night  take  hold  upon 

you; 
Yet  have  I  ventur'd  to  come  seek  you  out. 
And  bring  you  where  botii  fire  and  food  is 
ready. 
Lear.  First   let  me  talk  with  this  piloso- 
What  is  the  cause  of  thunder  ?  f  pher: — 

Ktnt.  Good,  my  lord,  take  his  offer; 
Go  into  the  house. 
Lear.  I'll  talk  a  word  witii  this  same  learn- 
ed Theban ; 
What  is  your  study? 

Edg.  How  to  prevent  the  fiend,  and  to  kill 

vermin. 
Lear.  Let  me  ask  you  one  word  in  private. 
Kent   Importune  him  once  more  to  go,  my 
His  wits  begin  to  unsettle.  [lord, 

Glo.  Canst  thou  blame  him  ? 

His  daugthers  seek  his  death: — Ah,  that  good 

Kent!—  [man!— 

He  said  it  would  be   thus: — Poor  banish'd 

Thou  say'st,  the  king  grows  mad:    I'll  tell 

thee,  friend, 
I  am  almost  mad  myself-  I  had  a  son,     [life, 
Now  outlawed  from  my  blood:  he  sought  my 
But  lately,  very  late ;  I  lov'd  him,  friend,— 
No  father  his  son  dearer :  true  to  tell  thee, 

[Storm  continues 

*DiseaseS  of  the  eye. 
T  A  Saint  said  to  protect  bis  devotees  from  the  dis- 
ease called  the  night  mare. 
X  Wild  downs,  so  called  in  various  parts  of  England. 
§  Avaunt.  ||  /.  e.  The  water  newt. 

V  A  tything  is  a  division  of  a  county. 
**  Name  of  a  spirit.  *f  The  chief  devil. 

Vol.  n. 


The  grief  hath  craz'd  my  wits.   What  a  night's 
I  do  beseech  your  grace, —  [this! 

Lear.  O,  cry  you  mercy. 
Noble  philosopher,  your  company. 
Edg.  Tom's  a-cold. 
Glo.  In,  fellow,  there,  to  the  hovel:  keep 

thee  warm. 
Lear.  Come,  let's  in  all. 
Kent.  This  way,  my  lord. 
Lear.  With  him ; 
I  will  keep  still  with  my  philosopher. 

Ke7it.  Good,  my  lord,  sooth  him  let  him 

take  the  fellow. 
Glo,  Take  him  you  on. 
Kent.  Sirrah,  come  on ;  go  along  with  us. 
Lear.  Come,  good  Athenian. 
Glo.  No  words,  no  words: 
Hush. 
Edg.  Child*  Rowland  to  the  dark  toioer  came, 
His  ivord  was  still, — Fie,foh,  andfum, 
I  smell  the  blood  of  a.  British  man. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  v.— A  Rooyriin  Gloster's  Castle. 

Enter  Cornwall  and  Edmund. 

Corn.  I  will  have  my  revenge,  ere  I  depart 
his  house. 

Edm  How,  my  lord,  I  may  be  censured, 
that  nature  thus  gives  way  to  loyalty,  some- 
thing fears  me  to  think  of. 

Corn.  I  now  perceive,  it  was  not  altogether 
your  brother's  evil  disposition  made  him  seek 
his  death ;  but  a  provoking  merit,  set  a-work 
by  a  reproveable  badness  in  himself. 

Edm  How  malicious  is  my  fortune,  that  I 
must  repent  to  be  just!  This  is  the  letter  he 
spoke  of,  which  approves  him  an  intelligent 
party  to  the  advantages  of  France.  O  hea- 
vens! that  this  treason  were  uot,  or  not  I  the 
detector! 

Corn.  Go  with  me  to  the  duchess. 

Edm.  If  the  matter  of  this  paper  be  certain, 
you  have  mighty  business  in  hand. 

Corn.  True,  or  false,  it  hath  made  thee  earl 
of  Gloster.  Seek  out  where  thy  father  is,  that 
he  may  be  ready  for  our  apprehension. 

Edm.  lA.^ide.']  If  1  find  him  comforting  the 
king,  it  will  stuQ'  his  suspicion  more  fully. — I 
will  persevere  in  my  course  of  loyalty,  though 
he  conflict  be  sore  between  that  and  my 
blood. 

Corfi.  I  will  lay  trust  upon  thee ;  and  thou 
shalt  find  a  dearer  father  in  my  love.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  VL — A  Chamber  in  a  Farm-House, 
adjoining  the  Castle. 

Enter  Gloster,  Lear,  Kent,  Fool,  and 
Edgar. 

Glo,  Here  is  better  than  the  open  air:  take 
it  thankfully:  I  will  piece  out  the  comfort 
witli  what  addition  I  can :  I  will  not  be  long 
from  you. 

Kent.  All  the  power  of  his  wits  has  given 
way  to  his  impatience : — The  gods  reward  your 
kindness?  [£a;i7  Gloster 

Edg.  Fraterctto  calls  me ;  and  tells  me, 
Nero  is  an  angler  in  the  lake  of  darkness. 
Pray,  innocent,!  and  beware  the  foul  fiend. 

Fool.  Pr'ytliee,  nuncle,  tell  me,  whether  a 
madman  be  a  gentleman,  or  a  yeoman? 

Lear.  A  king,  a  king! 

Fool.  No;  he's  a  yeoman  that  has  a  gentle- 

*  Child  is  an  old  term  for  knight, 
t  Addr«8sed  to  the  Fool,  who  vere  anciently  called 
Idbo  cents. 


388 


man  to  his  son :  for  he's  a  mad  yeoman,  that 
sees  his  son  a  gentleman  before  him. 

Lear.  To  have  a  thousand  with  red  burnin< 
Come  hissing  in  upon  them  : —  [spit 

Edg.  The  foul  fiend  bites  my  back. 
Fool-  He's  mad,  ihat  trusts  in  the  tameness 
of  a  wolf,  a  horse's  health,  a  boy's  love,  or  a 
whore's  oath. 
Lear.  It  shall  be  done,  I  will  arraign  them 
straight : — 

Come  sit  thou  here,  most  learned  justicer: 

[To  Edgar 
Thou,  sapient  Sir,  sit  here.  [  To  the  Fool.] — 
Now  you  she  foxes! — 
Edg.  Look,  where  he  stands  and  glares  !* — 
Wantestthou  eyes  at  trial,  madam? 

Come  o'er  the  bourn  A  Bessy,  to  me ; 
Fool.  Her  boat  hath  a  leak, 

Aiid  she  7nust  not  speak 
Wiy  she  dares  not  come  over  to  thee. 
Edg.  The  foul  fiend  haunts  poor  Tom  in  the 
voiceof  a  nightingale,  i/opftoice  cries  in  Tom's 
belly  for  two  white  herrings.  Croak  not,  black 
angel;  1  have  no  food  for  thee. 

Kent,  How  do  you.  Sir/  Stand  you  not  so 
araaz'd: 
Win  you  lie  down  and  rest  upon  the  cushions? 
Lear.  I'll  see  their  trial  first: — Bring  in  the 
evidence. — 
Thou  robbed  man  of  justice,  take  thy  place; 

[  Co  Edgar. 
And  ihou,  his  yoke-fellow  of  equity, 

[  To  the  Fool. 
Bench  by  his  side: — You  are  of  the  com  mission. 
Sit  you  too.  [To  Kent. 

Edg.  Let  us  deal  justly. 

Steepest  or  wakest  thou,  jolly  shepherd ; 

Thy  sheep  be  in  the  corn  ; 
And  for  one  blast  of  thy  minikin  mouth. 
Thy  sheep  shall  take  no  harm. 
Pur!  the  cat  is  grey. 

Lear.  Arraiijn  her  first;  'tis  Gnneril.  I  here 
take  my  oathbefore  this  honr>urable  assembly, 
she  kicked  the  poor  king  her  father. 

Fool.  Come  hither,  mistress :  Is  your  name 
Goneril? 
Lear.  She  cannot  Hpiiv  it. 
Fool.  Cry  you  mercy,  I  took  you  for  a  joint 
stool. 
Lear,  And   here's  another,  whose   warp'd 
looks  proclaim  •    [f  hei-e 

What  store  her  heart  is  made  of. — Stop  he 
Ai'ms,  arms,  sword,  fire! — Corruption   in  the 

place' 
False  justicer,  why  hast  thou  let  her  'scape? 
Edg.  Bless  thy  five  wits! 
Kent.  O  pity! — Sir,  where  is  the  patience 
That  you  so  oft  have  boasted  to  retain  .'  [now 
Edg.  My   tears   begin   to  take  his  part  so 
much. 
They'll  mar  my  counterfeiting.  [^Aside. 

Lear.  The  little  dogs  and  all, 
Tray,  Blanch,  and  Sweet-heart,  see,  they  bai'k 
at  me. 
Edg   Tom  will  throw  his  head  at  them: — 
Avaunt,  you  curs ! 

Be  thy  mouth  or  black  or  white, 
Tooth  that  poisons  if  it  bite  ; 
Mastiff,  grey-hound,  mongrel  grim! 
Hound,  or  spaniel,  brach,  or  lym;t 
Or  bobtail  tike,  or  trundlt-tail; 
Tom  will  make  them  weep  and  wail : 
For,  with  throwing  thus  my  head, 
Dogs  leap  the  hatch,  and  alt  are  fled. 
*  Edgar  is  speaking  in  the  character  ..fa  madman, 
Who  thinks  he  sees  the  fiend.         t  Brook  or  rivulet, 
t  A  blood-bound. 


KING  LEAR.  [Act  III 

Do  de,  de  de.  Sessa.  Come,  march  to  wakes 
and  fairs,  and  market  towns: — Poor  Tom,  thy 
horn  is  dry. 

Lear.  Then  let  them  anatomize  Regan;  see 
what  breeds  about  her  heart:  Is  there  any  cause 
in  nature,  that  makes  these  hard  hearts.'' — 
You,  Sir,  I  entertain  you  for  one  of  my  hun- 
dred ;  only,  1  do  not  like  the  fashion  of  your 
garments:  you  will  say,  they  are  Persian 
attire;  but  let  them  be  changed.  [To  Edgar. 
Kent.  Now,  good  my  lord,  lie  here,  and  rest 
aw    le. 

Lear.  Make  no  noise,  make  no  noise ;  draw 
the  curtains:  So,  so,  so:  We'll  go  to  supper 
i'the  morning;  So,  so,  so. 
Fool.  And  I'll  go  to  bed  at  noon. 

Re-enter  Gi.ostef. 
Glo.  Come  hither,  friend:  Where  is  the  king 

my  master  ? 
Kent.  Here,  Sir;  but  trouble  him  not,  his 

wits  are  gone. 
Glo.  Good  friend,  I  pr'ythee  take  him  in  thy 
arms . 
I  have  o'er-heard  a  plot  of  death  upon  him: 
There  is  a  litter  ready  ;  lay  him  in't. 
And  drive  towards  Dover,  friend,  where  thou 
shaltmeet  [master: 

Both  welcome  and  protection.    Take  up  thy 
If  thou  shouldst  dally  half  an  hour,  his  life, 
With  thine,  and  all  that  offer  to  deffnd  him, 
Stand  in  assured  loss:  Take  up,  take  up; 
And  follow  me,  that  will  to  some  provision 
Give  thee  quick  conduct. 

Kent   Oppress'd  nature  sleeps: —     [senses, 
This  rest  might  yet  have  balm'd  thy  broken 
Which,  if  convenience  will  not  allow, 
-  tand  in  hard  cure  — Come,  help  to  bear  thy 

master ; 
Thou  must  not  stay  behind.         [To the  Fool. 
Glo.   Come,  come,  away. 
[E.Vfunt  Kent,  Gloster,  and  the  Fool, 
bearing  off  the  king. 
Edg.  When  we  our  betters  see  bearing  our 
woes. 
We  scarcely  think  our  miseries  our  foes. 
Who  alone  sutlers,  sutlers  most  i'the  mind  ; 
Leaving  free  things,  and  haf)py  shows,   be- 
hind: [skip, 
But  then  the  mind  much  sufi'erance  doth  o'er- 
When  grief  hath  mates,  and  bearing  fellowship. 
How  light  and  portable  my  pain  seems  now, 
When  that,   which   makes  me  bend,   makes 

the  king  bow; 
He  childed,  as  I  fathered! — Tom,  away: 
Mark  the  high  noises;*  and  thyself  bewray,t 
When  false  opinion,  whose  wrong  thought  de- 
files thee. 
In  thy  just  proof,  repeals,  and  reconciles  thee. 
What  will  hap  more  to-night,  safe  scape  the 

king ! 

Lurk,  lurk  1  [Exit. 

SCENE  VIL — A.  room  in  Gloster's  Castle. 

£»i<er Cornwall,  Regan,  Goneril,  Edmund, 

and  Servants. 

Corn-  Post  speedily  to  my  lord  your  hus- 
band ;  show  him  this  letter ; — the  army  of 
France  is  landed:  Seek  out  the  villain  Glos- 
ter. [Exennt'some  of  the  Servaiits. 

Reg.  Hang  him  instantly. 

Gon.  Pluck  out  his  eyes. 

Corn.  Leave  him  to  my  displeasure. — Ed- 
mund,-keep  you  our  sister  company;  there- 

*  The  great  events  that  are  approacbin^. 
t  Betray,  discover. 
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venges  we  are  bound  to  take  upon  your  trai- 
torous father,  are  not  fit  for  your  beholding. 
Advise  the  duke,  where  you  are  going,  to  a 
most  festinate  preparation ;  we  are  bound  to 
the  like.  Our  posts  shall  be  swift,  and  in- 
telligent betwixt  us.  Farewell,  dear  sister; — 
farewell,  my  lord  of  Gloster.* 

Enter  Steward. 

How  now  ?  Where's  the  king  ? 

Stew.  My  lord  of  Gloster  hath  convey 'd  him 
hence: 
Some  five  or  six  and  thirty  of  his  knights, 
Hot  questristst  after  him,  met  him  at  the  gate  ; 
Who,  withsomeother  of  the  lord's  deperidants, 
Are  gone  with   him  towards   Dover,  where 

they  boast 
To  have  well-armed  friends. 

Com.   Get  horses  for  your  mistress. 
Gon.   Fai'evvell,  sweet  lord,  and  sister. 

^Exeunt  GoNERiL  and  Edmund. 
Corn.    Edmund,    farewell. — Go    seek   the 
traitor  Gloster, 
Pinion  him  like  a  thief,  bring  him  before  us  : 

[^Extuntolh  r  Servants. 
Though  well  we  may  not  pass  upon  his  life 
Without  the  form ol  justice;  yet  our  power 
Shall  do  a  courtesy  ;t  to  our  wrath,  which  men 
May  blame,  but  not  control.     Who's  there  ? 
The  traitor  ? 

Re-enter  Servants,  ivith  Gloster- 

Reg.  Ingrateful  fox  !  'tis  he. 
Corn.  Bind  fast  his  corky§  arms. 

Oio.  What  mean  your  graces  ? Good  my 

friends,  consider 
You  are  my  guests :  do  me  no  foul  play,  friends 
Corn.  Bind  him  I  say      {^Servants  bind  him 
R  g.  Hard,  hard: — O  filthy  traitor! 
Glo.   Unmerciful  lady  as  you  are,  I  am  none. 
Corn.  To  this  chair  bind  him  : — Villain,  thou 
shall  find — [Regan  plucks  his  Beard 
Glo.  By  the  kind  gods,  'tis  most  ignobly 
To  pluck  me  by  the  beard.  [done, 

Reg.   So  w  hite,  and  such  a  traitor ! 
Glo.  Naughty  lady. 
These  hairs,  which  thou  dost  ravish  from  my 
chin,  [host ; 

Will  quicken, II    and  accuse  thee :  I  am  your 
With  robbers'  hands,  my  hospitable  favoursH 
You  should  not  ruffle  thus.  What  will  you  do  ? 
Corn.  Come,  sir,  what  letters  had  you  late 

from  France  ? 
Reg.  Be  simple  answer'd,  for  we  know  the 

truth. 
Corn.  And  what  confederacy  have  you  with 
the  traitors 
Late  footed  in  the  kingdom  ? 

Reg.  To  whose  hands  have  you  sent  the  lu- 
natic king? 
Speak. 

Glo.    I  have  a  letter  guessingly  set  down 
Which  came  from  one  that's  of  a  neutral  heart, 
And  not  from  one  oppos'd. 
Corn.  Cunning. 
Reg.  And  false. 

Corn.  Where  hast  tliou  sent  the  king  ? 
Glo.  To  Dover. 

Reg.  Wherefore  [peril — 

To   Dover  1    Wast  thou  not  charg'd  at  thy 

Corn.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ?    Let  him  first 

answer  that. 
Glo,  I  am  tied  to  the  stake,  and  I  must 
stand  the  course. 

*  Meaning  Edmund  invested  with  his  father's  title. 

t  Inquirers.  t  Bend  to  our  wrath. 

§  DeceitfuJ.  II  Live.  if  f  eamres. 


Reg.  Wherefore  to  Dover  ? 
Glo.  Because  I  would  not  see  thy  cruel  nails 
Pluck  out  his  poor  old  eyes ;  nor  thy  fierce  sis- 
In  his  anointed  flesh  stick  boarish  fang?,  [ter 
The  sea,  with  such  a  storm  as  his  bare  head 
In  hell-black  night  endur'd  would  have 
buoy'd  up,  [heart, 

And  quench'd  the  stelled*  fires :  yet,  poor  old 
He  holp  the  heavens  to  rain.  [time, 

If  wolves   had  at  thy  gate  howl'd  that  stern 
Thoushouldst  have  said,  Good  porter,  tunitht 

key ; 
All  cruels  else  subscrib'd;t — But  I  shall  see 
The  winged  vengeance  overtake  such  children . 
Corn.  See  it  shalt   thou  never : — Fellows, 
hold  the  chair: 
Upon  these  eyes  of  tr;ine  I'll  set  my  foot. 

[Gloster  is  held  down  in  the  Chair,  v:hile 

CoKNw  all  plucks  out  one  of  his  Eyes, 

and  sets  his  Fool  on  it. 

Glo.  He,  that  will  thinktolive  till  hebe  old, 

Give  me  some  help:—  O  cruel  !  O  ye  gods  ! 

Reg.  One  side  will  mock  another  ;  the  other 

too. 
Corn.  If  you  see  vengeance, — 
Serv.  Hold  your  hand,  my  lord: 
I  have  serv'd  you  ever  since  I  was  a  child  ; 
But  better  service  have  I  never  done  you, 
Than  now  to  bid  you  hold. 
Reg    How  now,  you  dog  ? 
Serv.  If  you  did  wear  a  beard  upon  your 
chin,  [mean? 

rd  shake  it  on  this  quarrel :  What  do  you 
Corn.  My  villain  !  [Draws  and  runs  at  him. 
Serv.    Nay,  then   come  on,  and  take  the 

chance  of  anger 
[Draws.    They  fight.   Cony  wxhi.  is  wounded- 
Reg.  Give  me  thy  sword. — [  To  another  Serv."] 
A  peasant  stand  up  thus ! 
[Snatches  up  a  Sword,  comes  behind,  and 
stabs  him. 
Serv.  0,  I  am  slain ! — My  lord,  you  have 
one  eye  left 
To  see  some  mischief  on  him  : — O!        [Dies. 
Corn.  Lest  it  see  more,  prevent  it:— Out, 
vile  jelly ! 
Where  is  thy  lustre  now  ! 

[  Tears  out  Glostek's  other  eye,  and  throics 
it  on  the  ground 
Glo.    All  dark  and  comfortless. — Where's 
my  son  Edmund? 
Edmund,  enkindle  all  the  sparks  of  nature, 
To  quitt  this  horrid  act. 

Reg.  Out,  treacherous  villain  ! 
Thou  call'st  on  him  that  hates  thee:  it  was  he 
That  made  the  overture^  of  thy  treasons  to  us  ; 
Who  is  too  good  to  pity  thee. 

Glo.  O  my  follies! 
Then  Edgar  was  abus'd. — 
Kind  gods,  forgive  me  that,  and  prosper  him  '. 
Reg.  Gn,  thrust  him  out  at  gates,  and  let 
him  smell 
His  way  to  Dover. — How  is't,  my  lord  ?  How 
look  you  ? 
Corn.  I  have  receiv'd  a  hurt : — Follow  me, 
lady.— 
Turn  out  that  eyeless  villain  ; — throwthis  slave 
Upon  the  dunghill-  —Regan,  I  bleed  apace: 
Untimely  comes  this  hurl:  Give  me  your  arm. 
[_Exi7  Corn  WALL, /erf  6?/ Regan; — Servants 
unbind  Gloster,  and  lead  him  out. 

1  Serv.  I'll  never  care  what  wickedness  I  d©, 
If  this  man  comes  to  good. 

2  Serv.  If  she  live  long, 

*  Starred. 

t  yielded,  submitted  to  the  necessity  of  the  occaeicfrf 

{  Requite.  §  Laid  eperi) 
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And,  in  the  end,  meet  the  old  course  of  death,] 
Women  will  all  turn  monsters.  j 

1  Serv.  Let's  follow  the  old  earl,  and  get  the 

Bedlam* 
To  lead  him  where  he  would;  his  roguish  mad- 
Allows  itself  to  any  thing.  [ness 

2  Serv.  Go  tlion;  I'll  fetch  some  flax,  and 

whites  of  eggs. 
To  apply  to  his  bleeding  face.     Now,  heaven 
help  him !  \_Exeunt  severally. 

ACT  IV. 
SCENE  I.— The  Heath. 
Enter  Edgar. 
Edg.  Yet  better  thus,  and  known  to  be  con- 
temn'd, 
Than  still  contemn'd  and  flatter'd.f      To  be 
worst,  [tune, 

The  lowest,  and  most  dejected  thing  of  for- 
Stands  still  in  esperance,t  lives  not  in  fear: 
The  lamentable  change  is  from  the  best ; 
The  worst  returns  to  laughter.  Welcome  then, 
Thou  unsubstantial  air,  that  I  embrace  ! 
The   wretch,   that  thou  hast  blown  unto  the 

worst. 
Owes  nothing  to  thy  blasts. — But  who  comes 
here  ? — 

Enter  Gloster,  led  by  an  Old  Man. 

My  father,    poorly  led.'' — World,   world,    O 

world! 
But  that  thy  strange  mutations'5  make  us  hate 
Life  would  not  yield  to  age.  [thee, 

Old  Man.  O  my  good  lord,  I  have  been  your 
tenant,  and  your  father's  tenant,  these  four- 
score years. 

Glo.  Away,  get  thee  away ;  good  friend,  be- 
Thy  comforts  can  do  me  no  good  at  all,  [gone : 
Thee  they  may  hurt. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  Sir,  you  cannot  see  your 
way. 

Glo.  I  have  no  way,  and  tlierefore  want  no 
eyes ; 
I  stumbled  when  I  saw  :  Full  oft  'tis  seen. 
Our  mean  secures  us ;  and  our  mere  defects 
Prove  our  commodities. — Ah,  dear  son  Edgar, 
The  food  of  thy  abused  father's  wrath ! 
Might  I  but  live  to  see  thee  in  my  touch, 
I'd  say,  f  had  eyes  again! 

Old  Man.  How  now?  Who's  there? 

Edg.  lAside  ]  O  gods!  Who  is't  can  say,  I 
am  at  the  worst  ? 
I  am  worse  tliau  e'er  I  was. 

OldMan.  'Tis  poor  mad  Tom. 

Edg.    \^Aside  ]    And  worse  I  may  be  yet: 
The  worst  is  not. 
So  long  as  we  can  say.  This  is  the  zcorst. 

OldMan    Fellow,  where  goest? 

Glo.  Is  it  a  beggar-man  ? 

OldMan.  Madman  and  beggar  too. 

Glo.  He  has  some  reason,  else  he  could  not 
beg. 
I'the  last  night's  storm  I  such  a  fellow  saw ; 
Which  made  me  think  a  man  a  worm:  My  son 
Came  then  into  my  mind;  and  yet  mj'  mind 
Was  then  scarce  friends  with  him ;  1    have 

heard  more  since: 
As  flies  to  wanton  boys,  are  we  to  the  gods ; 
They  kill  us  for  their  sport. 

Edg.  How  should  this  be .' — 
Bad  is  the  trade  must  play  the  fool  to  sorrow, 

♦Madtnau. 
t  /.  e.  It  is  better  to  be  thus  contemned  and  know  it, 
than  to  be  flattered  by  those  who  secretly  cooteran  us. 
i.  In  ho{)«;  ^  Chaoges- 


iAd  IV. 
[Aside."] — ^Bless 


Ang'ring  itself  and  others, 
thee,  master! 

Glo.  Ts  that  the  naked  fellow  ? 

Old  Man.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Glo.  Then,  pr'ythee,  get  thee  gone:  If,  for 
my  sake, 
Thou  wilt  o'ertake  us,  hence  a  mile  or  twain, 
I'the  way  to  Dover,  do  it  for  ancient  love  ; 
And  bring  some  covering  for  this  naked  soul, 
Whom  I'll  entreat  to  lead  me. 

Old  Man.  Alack,  Sir,  he's  mad. 

Glu.  'Tis  the  time's  plague,  when  madmen 
lead  the  blind. 
Do  as  I  bid  thee,  or  rather  do  thy  pleasure ; 
Above  the  rest  be  gone. 

Old  Man.  I'll  bring  him  the  best  'pare!  that 
I  have. 
Come  on't  what  will.  [Exit. 

Glo.  Sirrah,  naked  fellow. 

Edg.  Poor  Tom's  a-cold — I  cannot  daub*  it 
further  lAside. 

Glo.  Come  hither,  fellow. 

Edg.  \_Aside.^  And  yet  I  must. — Bless  thy 
sweet  eyes,  they  bleed. 

Glo.  Know'st  thou  the  way  to  Dover  ? 

Edg.  Both  stile  and  gate,  horse-way,  and 
foot-path.  Poor  Tom  hath  been  scared  out  of 
his  good  wits:  Bless  the  good  man  from  the 
foul  fiend !  [Five  fiends  have  been  in  poor 
Tom  at  once  ;  of  lust,  as  Obidicitt ;  Hobbidi- 
dance,  prince  of  dumbness ;  Mahn,  of  stealing ; 
Modo,  of  murder;  and  Flibbertigibbet,  of  mop- 
ping and  mowing;  who  since  possesses  cham- 
bermaids and  waiting-women.  So,  bless  thee, 
master! 

Glo.  Here,  take  this  purse,  thou  whom  the 
heaven's  plagues  [ed, 

Have  humbled  to  all  strokes :  that  I  am  wretch- 
Makes  thee  the  happier: — Heavens,  deal  so 

still ! 
Let  the  superfluous,  and  lust-dieted  man, 
That  slaves  your  ordinance, t  that  will  not  see 
Because  he  doth  not  feel,   feel  your  power 

quickly ; 
So  distribution  shoi^ld  undo  excess,     [Dover  ? 
And  each  man  have  enough. — Dost  thou  know 

Edg.  Ay,  master, 

Glo.  There  is  a  clifl^,  whose  high  and  bend- 
ing head 
Looks  fearfully  in  the  confined  deep : 
Bring  me  but  to  the  very  brim  of  it, 
And  I'll  repair  the  misery  thou  dost  bear, 
With  something  rich  above  me  from  that  place 
I  shall  no  leading  need. 

Edg.  Give  me  thy  arm  ; 
Poor  Tom  shall  lead  thee.  \_Exeuiit. 

SCEKE  II.— Before  the  Duke  of  Albany's 
Palace. 
Enter  Goneril  and  Edmund;  Steward 7neff- 
ing  them. 
Gon.  Welcome,  my  lord:  I  marvel  our  mild 
husband 
Not  met  us  on  the  way : — Now,  where's  your 
master? 
Stew.  Madam,  within ;  but  never  man   so 
chang'd: 
I  told  him  of  the  army  that  was  landed  ; 
Hi*  smil'd  at  it:  I  told  him,  you  were  coming; 
His  answer  was.    The    worse :    of    Glostcr's 

treachery. 
And  of  the  loyal  service  of  his  son, 

*  Disguise. 
t  /.  e.  To  make  it  subject  to  «»5  instead  Of  acting  in 
obedience  to  if. 
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When  I  inform'd  him,  then  he  call'd  me  sot; 
And  told  me,  I  had  turn'd  the   wrong  side 
out:—  [to  him  : 

What  most  he  should  dislike,  seems  pleasant 
What  like,  offensive. 

Gon.  Then  shall  you  go  no  further. 

[^To  Edmund. 
It  is  the  cowish  terror  of  his  spirit,      [wrongs, 
That    dares    not    undertake:     he'll   not  feel 
Which  tie  him  to  an  answer:  Our  wishes,  on 
the  way,  [brother; 

May  prove  eHects.*     Back,  Edmund,  to  my 
Hasten  his  musters,  and  conduct  his  powers  ; 
I  must  change  arms  at  home,  and  give  the  dis- 
taff 
Into  my  husband's  hands.     This  trusty  servant 
Shall  pass  between  us :  ere  long  you  are  like 

to  hear, 
If  you  dare  venture  in  your  own  behalf, 
A    mistress'    command.      Wear  this ;    spare 
speech  ;  [  Giving  a  Favour. 

Decline  your  head:  this  kiss,  if  it  durst  speak, 
Would  stretch  thy  spirits  up  into  the  air ; — 
Conceive,  and  fare  thee  well. 

Edm.  Yours  in  the  ranks  of  death. 
Gon.  My  most  dear  Gloster! 

[^Exit.  Edmund. 
O,  the  difference  of  man,  and  man!  To  thee, 
A  woman's  services  are  due  ;  my  fool 
Usurps  my  bed. 

Stew.  Madam,  here  comes  my  lord. 

[_Exit  Steward. 
Enter  Albany. 
Gon.  I  have  been  worth  the  whistle. t 
Alb.  O  Goneril !  [wind 

You  are  not  worth  the  dust  Avhich  the  rude 
Blows  in  your  face. — I  fear  your  disposition: 
That  nature,  which  contemns  its  origin, 
Cannot  be  border'd  certain  in  itself; 
She  that  herself  will  slivert  and  disbranch 
From  her  material  sap,  perforce  must  wither, 
And  come  to  deadly  use. 

Gon.  No  more:  the  text  is  foolish. 

Alb.  Wisdom  and  goodness  to  the  vile  seem 

vile:  [done? 

Filths  savour  but  themselves.     What  have  you 

Tigers,  not   daughters,  what   have  you   per- 

form'd? 
A  father,  and  a  gracious  aged  man,  [lick, 

Whose  reverence  the  head-lugg'd  bear  would 
Most  barbarous,  most  degenerate!  have  you 

madded. 
Could  my  good  brother  suffer  you  to  do  it.' 
A  man,  a  prince,  by  him  so  benefited f 
If  that  the  heavens  do  not  their  visible  spirits 
Send  quickly  down  to  tame  these  vile  offences, 
'Twill  come. 

Humanity  must  pei'force  prey  on  itself. 
Like  monsters  of  the  deep. 

Gon.  Milk-liver'd  man!  [wrongs; 

That  bear'st  a  cheek  for  blows,  a  head  for 
Who  hast  not  in  thy  brows  an  eye  discerning 
Thine  honour  from   thy  suffering;   that  not 

know'st. 
Fools  do  those  villains  pity,  who  are  punish'd 
Ere  they  have  done  their  mischief.     Where's 
thy  drum  ?  [land; 

France  spreads  his  banners  in  our  noiseless 
With  plumed  helm  thy  slayer  begins  threats; 
Whilst  tliou,  amoral  fool, sits't still, and cry'st, 
Alack  !  why  does  he  so  ? 

Alb.  See  thyself,  devil ! 
Proper  deformity  seems  not  in  the  fiend 
So  horrid,  as  in  woman. 

*  /.  «.  Our  wishes  on  the  road  may  be  completed. 
1  Worth  calling  for.  "     t  Tear  off. 


Gon.  0  vain  fool ! 

Alb.  Thou  changed  and  self-cover'd  thing, 
for  shame 
.'ie-monster  not  thy  feature.  Were  it  my  fitness 
To  let  these  hands  obey  my  blood,* 
They  are  apt  enough  to  dislocate  and  tear 
thy fleshand bones:-  Howe'erthouartafiend, 
A  woman's  shape  doth  shield  thee. 

Gon.  Marry,  your  manhood  now .' 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Alb.  What  news .' 

Mess.  0,  my  good  lord,  the  duke  of  Corn- 
wall's dead ; 
Slain  by  his  servant,  going  to  put  out 
The  otiier  eye  of  Gloster. 
Alb.  Gloster's  eyes ! 

Mess.  A  servant  that  he  bred,  thrill'd  with 
remorse,. 
Oppos'd  against  the  act,  bending  his  sword 
To  his  great  master  ;  who,  thereat  enrag'd, 
Flew  on  him,  and  amongst  them  fell'd  him 
dead :  [since 

But  not  without  that  harmful  stroke,  which 
Hath  pluck'd  him  after. 

Alb.  This  shows  you  are  above 
You  justicers,  that  these  our  nether  crimes 
So  speedily  can  venge  ! — But,  O  poor  Gloster ! 
Lost  he  his  other  eye ! 

Mess.  Both,  both,  my  lord. — 
This  letter,  madam,  craves  a  speedy  answer; 
'Tis  from  your  sister. 

Gon.  [Aside.]  One  way  I  like  this  well; 
But  being  widow,  and  my  Gloster  with  her, 
May  all  the  building  in  my  fancy  pluck 
Upon  my  hateful  life  ;  Another  way. 
The  news  is  not  so  tart. — I'll  read  and  answer. 

lExit. 
Alb.  Where  was  his  son,  when  they  did  take 

his  eyes  r 
Mess.  Come  with  my  lady  hither. 
Alb.   He  is  not  here. 
Mess.  ]No,  my  good  lord ;  I  met  him  back 

again. 
Alb.  Knows  he  the  wickedness  ? 
Mess.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  'twas  he  inform'd 
against  him ;  [ishment 

And  quit  the  house  on  purpose,  that  their  pun- 
Might  have  the  freer  course. 

Alb.  Gloster,  I  live  [king, 

To  thank  thee  for  the  love  thou  show'dst  the 
And   to   revenge   thine   eyes. — come  hither, 

friend ; 
Tell  me  what  more  thou  knowest.      \^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. —  The  French  Camp  near  Dover. 
Enter  Kent,  and  a  Gentleman. 

Ke7}t.  Why  the  king  of  France  is  so  suddenly 
gone  back  know  you  the  reason  ? 

Geiit.   Something  he  left  imperfect  in  the 

state,  [which 

Which  since  his  coming  forth  is  thought  of; 

Imports  to  the  kingdom  so  much  fear  and  dan- 

That  his  personal  return  was  most  requir  d. 
And  necessary- 

Kent.  Who'hath  he  left  behind  him  general  ? 

Geid.  The  Mareschal  of  France,  Monsieur 
le  Fer. 

Kent  Did  your  letters  pierce  the  queen  to 
any  demonstration  of  grief? 

Gent.  Ay,  Sir  ;  she  took  them,  read  them  in 
my  presence ; 
And  now  and  then  an  ample  tear  trill'd  down 

*  Inclination. 
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H^r  delicate  cheek :  it  seem'd,  she  was  a  queen 
Over  her  passion  ;  who,  most  rebel-like, 
Sought  to  be  king  o'er  her. 
Kent.  O,  then  it  mov'd  her. 
Gent.  Not  to  a  rage  :  patience  and  sorrow 
strove  [see.. 

Who  should  express  her  goodliest.     You  have 
Sunshine   and  rain  at  once  :  her  smiles   and 

tears 
Were  like  a  better  day  :  Those  happy  smiles, 
Thatplay'd  oii  her  ripe  lip,  seem'd  not  to  know 
What  guests  were  in  her  eyes :  which  parted 
Ihence,  [sorrow 

As  pearls  from  diamonds  dropp'd. — In    briet, 
Would  be  a  rarity  most  belov'd,  if  all 
Could  so  become  it. 
Kent.  Made  she  no  verbal  question?* 
Gent.  'Faith,  once,  or  twice,  she  heav'd  the 
name  oi  fniher 
Pattingly  forth,  as  if  it  pres3*d  her  heart ; 
Cried,    iisters  !    sisters  ! — Shame  of    ladies  ! 
sisters !  Inight  ? 

Kent  '■  father  !  sisters !   What  ?  Vthe  storm  i  the 
Let  pity  not  b    believed  .'t — There  she  shook 
The  holy  water  from  her  heavenly  eyes, 
And  clamour  moisten'd  ;  then  away  she  started 
To  deal  with  grief  alone. 

Kent.  It  is  the  stars, 
The  stars  above  us,  govern  our  conditions  ;t 
Else  one  self  mate  and  mate  could  not  beget 
Such  different  issues.     You  spoke  not  with  her 
since. 
Gent.  No. 

Kent   Was  this  before  the  king  return' d  ? 
Gent.  No,  since. 

Kent.  Well,  Sir :  The  poor  distress'd  Lear  is 
i'tiie  town : 
Who  sometime,  in  ids  better  tune,  remembers 
What  we  are  come  about,  and  by  no  means 
Will  yield  to  see  his  daughter. 
Gent    Why,  good  Sir  ? 

Kent.  A  sovereign  shame  so  elbows  him  ;  his 

own  unkindness,  [her 

That  stripp'd  her  from  his  benediction,  turn'd 

To  foreign  casualties,  gave  her  dear  rights 

To  his   dog-hearted  daughters,— these  things 

sting 
His  mind  so  venemously.  that  burning  shame 
Detains  him  from  Cordelia. 

Gent.  Alack,  poor  Gentleman! 

Kent.  Of  Albany's  and  Cornwall's  powers^ 

you  heard  not .' 
Cent.  'Tis  so  ;  tliey  arc  afoot. 
Kent.  Well,  Sir,  I'll  bring  you  to  our  master 
Lear, 
Andleave  you  to  attendhim  :  some  dearcause,|| 
Will  in  concealment  wrap  me  up  awliile ; 
When  I  am  known  aright,  you  shall  not  grieve 
Lending  me  this  acquaintance.     I  pray  you,  go 
Along  with  me.  i Exeunt- 

SCENE  IV.— The  same.— A  Tent. 
Enter  Cordelia,  Phvsiciam,  and  Soldiers. 
Cor.  Alack,  'lis  he;  wjjy,  he  was  met  even 
now 
As  mad  as  the  vex'd  sea  :  singing  aloud  ; 
Crown'd  with  rank  fumiter,1Iandfurrow  weeds 
With   harlocks,**  hemlock,   nettles,   cuckoo 

flowers. 
Darnel,  and  all  the  idle  weeds  that  grow 
In  our  sustaining  corn. — A  century  send  forth ; 
Search  every  acre  in  the  high  grown  field, 

*  Discourse,  conversation. 

t/.  e.  Let  not  pity  be  supposed  to  exist. 

t  Dispositions.  §  I'orces.  |'  Important  business. 

Ti  f  umitorj'.  **  Charlocks. 


And  bring  him  to  our  eye.    [£xi/  an  Officer. 

What  can  man's  vvisdoin  do. 

In  the  restoring  his  bereaved  sense  ? 

He,  tliatiielpshim,  takeall  my  outward  worth. 

Phy.  'I'here  is  means,  madam  : 
Our  foster-nurse  of  nature  is  repose, 
The  which  he  lacks  ;  that  to  provoke  in  him, 
Are  many  simples  operative,  whose  power 
Will  close  the  eye  of  anguish. 

Cor.  All  bless'd  secrets. 
All  youunpublish'jd  virtues  of  the  earth, 
Spring  with  my  tears  !   be  aidant,  and  remedi- 
ate, [liim  : 
In  the  good  man's  distress  ! — Seek,   seek  for 
Lest  his  ungovern'd  rage  dissolve  the  life 
That  wants  the  means  to  lead  it.* 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Madam,  news; 
The  British  powers  are  marching  hitherw^ard. 

Cor.   'Tis    known  before ;   our  preparation 
stands 
In  expectation  of  them — O  dear  father, 
It  is  thy  business  that  1  go  about ; 
Therefore  great  France.  [pitied. 

My    mourning,    and   importantt    tears,    hath 
No  blownt  ambition  doth  our  arms  iticite, 
But  love,  dear  love,  and  our  ag'd  father's  ri^ht; 
Soon  may  I  hear,  and  see  him.  [E.veuni. 

SCENE  v.— A  Room  in  Gloster's  Castle. 
Enter  Regan  and  Steward. 

Reg.  But  are  my  brother's  power  set  forth  ? 
Stew.   Ay,  madam. 
lieg.  Himself 
In  person  there  ? 

Steiv.  Madam  with  much  ado  ; 
Your  sister  is  the  better  soldier. 

Reg.  Lord  Edmund  spake  not  with  your 

lord  at  home  ? 
Stew-  No,  madam. 
Reg.  What  might  import  my  sister's  letter 

to  him  .' 
Sleic.  I  know  not,  lady. 
Reg.  'Faith,  he  is  posted  hence  on  serious 
matter.  [out, 

It  was  great  ignorance,   Gloster's  eyes  being 
To  let  him  live  ;  where  he  arrives,  he  moves 
All  hearts  against  us  :  Edmund,  I  think,  is  gone, 
In  pity  of  hi-  misery,  to  despatch 
His  niglited  life  ;^  moreover,  to  descry 
The  strength  o'the  enemy. 

Stew.  I  must  needs  after  him,  madam,  with 

my  letter. 
Reg.  Our  troops  set  forth  to-morrow  ;  stay 
w-ith  us ; 
The  \\  ays  are  dangerous. 

Steiv.  I  may  not,  madam  : 
My  lady  charg'd  my  duty  in  this  business. 
Reg.   Why  should  she  write   to  Edmund  '.' 
Might  not  you 
Tran.sport  her  purposes  by  word  ?   Belike, 
Something — 1  know,  not  what : — I'll  love  thee 
Let  me  unseal  the  letter.  [much, 

Stew.  Madam.  I  had  rather — 
Reg.  I  know,  your  lady  does  not  love  her 
husband  ; 
1  am  sure  of  tliat :  and,  at  her  late  being  here, 
She  gave  strange  ceiliads,||  and  most  speaking 
looks  [som. 

To  noble  Edmund:  I  know,  you  are  of  herbo- 


*  /.  c.  The  reason  which  should  guide  it. 

t  Importufiate.  %  Inflated,  swelling. 

§  /.  «.  His  life  made  dark  as  night. 

0  A  cast,  or  significaut  glaDce  of  the  eye. 
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stew.  I,  madam  ? 

Reg.  I  speak  in  understanding  ;  you  are,  I 
know  it :  ^ 

Therefore,  I  do  advise  you,  take  this  note  : 
My  lord  is  dead  ;  Edmund  and  I  have  talk'd; 
And  more  convenient  is  he  for  my  hand, 
Than  for  your  lady's:— You  may  cralhermore.t 
If  you  do  find  him,  pray  you,  give  him  this  ; 
Aiid  when  your  mistress  hears  thus  much  from 
I  pray,  desire  her  call  her  wisdom  to  her,  [you, 
So,  fare  you  well. 

If  you  do  chance  to  hear  of  that  blind  traitor, 
Preferment  falls  on  him  that  cuts  him  off. 
atew.  'Would  I  could  meet  him,  madam  !  1 
would  show 
What  party  I  do  follow. 

Jieg.  Fare  thee  well,  lExeuni. 

SCENE  VI.— The  Country  near  Dover. 
Enter  Gloster,  atid  Edgar,  dressed  like  a 

Peasant. 
Glo.  When  shall  we  come  to  the  top  of  that 

small  hill  ? 
Edo-.  You  do  climb  up  it  now :  look,  how  we 

labour. 
Glo.  Methinks,  the  ground  is  even. 
Edg.  Horrible  steep : 
Hark,  do  you  hear  the  sea  ? 
Glo.  No,  truly. 

Edg.  Why,  then  your  other  senses  grow  im- 
By  your  eyes'  anguish.  [perfect 

Glo.  So'may  it  be,  indeed  :  [speak'st 

Methinks,    thy   voice  is    alter'd  ;    and    thou 
In  better  phrase,  and  matter,  than  thou  didst. 
Edg.  You   are  much  deceiv'd  :  in   nothing 
am  I  chatig'd, 
But  in  my  garments. 

Glo.  Methinks,  you  are  better  spoken. 
Edg.  Comeoii,  Sir;  here's  the  place ^stand 
still. — How  fearful 
And  dizzy  'tis,  to  cast  one's  eyes  so  low  ! 
The  crows,  and  choughs,^  that  wing  the  mid- 
way air,  [down 
Show   scarce  so  gross  as  beetles  :  Half  way 
Hangs  one  that  gathers  samphire  ;§   dreadiul 

trade  ! 
Methinks,  ne  seems  no  bigger  than  his  head  : 
The  fishermen,  that  walk  upon  the  beach 
Appear  like  mice  ;  and  yon'  tail  anchoringbark, 
Diminish'd  to  her  cock  ;1|  her  cock,  a  buoy 
Almost  too  small  for  sight :  The  murmuring 

surge, 
That  on  the  unnumber'd  idle  pebbles  chafes, 
Cannot  be  heard  so  high  :— III  look  no  more ; 
Lest  my  brain  turn,  and  the  deficient  sight 
Toppleiy  down  headlong 

Glo.  Set  me  where  you  stand. 
Edg.  Give  me  your  hand:  You  are  now  with- 
in afoot 
Of  the  extreme  verge :  for  all  beneath  the  moon 
Would  I  not  leap  upright. 
Glo.  Let  go  my  hand. 
Here,  friend,  is  another  purse  ;  in  it  a  jewel 
Well  worth  a  poor  man's  taking  :  Fairies,  and 

gods, 
Prosper  it  with  thee  !  Go  thou  further  off; 
Bid  me  farewell,  and  let  me  hear  thee  going. 
Edg.  Now  fare  you  well,  good  '^ir. 

[Seems  to  go. 
Glo.  With  all  my  heart. 
Edg.  Why  I  do  trifle  thus  with  his  despair, 
Is  done  to  cure  it. 

Glo.   Oyou  mighty  gods  ! 

*  Observe  what  I  am  saying.       t  Infer  more. 

4  Draws.  §  »  vegetable  gathered  for  pickling, 

11  Her  cock-boat.  ^  Tumble. 


This  world  I  do  renounce  ;  and,  in  your  sights, 

Shake  patiently  my  great  aftliction  off: 

If  I  could  bear  it  longer,  and  not  fall 

To  quarrel  with  your  great  onposeless  wills, 

My  snuff,  and  loathed  part  of  nature,  should 

Burn  itself  out.     If  Edgar  live,  O,  bless  him  .'— 

Now,  fellow,  fare  thee  well. 

IHe  leaps,  and  falls  along. 
Edg.  Gone,  Sir  ?  farewell  — 
Uul  yet  I  know  not  how  conceit  may  rob 
The  treasury  of  life,  when  life  itself  [thought, 
Yields  to  the  theft :  Had  he  been  where  he 
By  this,  had  thought  been  past. — Alive,  or 
dead  ?  [speak  ! 

Ho,  you  Sir!  friend:— Hear  you.  Sir? — 
Thus  might  he  pass  indeed  :* — Yet  he  revives  ! 
What  are  yon.  Sir? 

Glo.  Away,  and  let  me  die. 
Edg.  Hadst  thou  been  aught  but  gossomer, 
feathers,  air. 
So  many  fathom  down  precipitating, 
rhou   hadst  shiver'd  like  an   egg  :  but  thou 

dost  breathe  ; 
Hast  heavy  substance  :  bleed'st  not ;  speak'st; 

art  sound. 
Ten  masts  at  each  make  not  the  altitude. 
Which  thou  hast  perpendicularly  fell  ; 
Thy  life's  a  miracle  :   Speak  yet  again. 
Glo.  But  have  I  fallen,  or  no  ? 
Edg.  From  the  dread  summit  of  this  chalky 
bourn  :t  [far 

Look  up  a-!ieight ; — the  shrill-gorg'dt  lark  so 
Cannot  be  seen  or  heard :  do  but  look  up. 

Glo.   Alack,  I  have  no  eyes. — 
Is  wretchedness  depriv'd  that  benefit,       [fort, 
To  end  itself  by  death  ?  'Twas  yet  some  com- 
Wiien  misery  could  beguile  the  tyrant's  rage, 
And  frustrate  his  proud  will. 
Edg.  Give  me  your  arm  : 
Up: — So; — How   is't .'  Feel  you  your  legs? 
You  stand. 
Glo.  Too  well,  too  well. 
Edg.  This  is  above  all  strangeness.        [that 
Upon   the   crown  o'the  cliff,   what  thing  was 
Which  parted  from  you  .' 

Glo.  A  poor  unfortunate  beggar. 

Edg.  As  I  stood  here  below,  methought,  his 

eyes  [noses, 

Were   two   full    moons  :  he   had  a  thousand 

Horns  whelk'd,^  and  wav'd  like  the  enridged 

sea ;  [father, 

It  was  some   fiend :  Therefore,    thou   happy 

Think  that  the  clearestjl  gods,  who  make  them 

honours 
Of  men's  impossibilities,  have  preserv'd  thee. 

Glo.  I  do  remember  now :    henceforth  I'll 
Affliction,  till  it  do  cry  out  itself,  [bear 

Enough,   enough,   and,  die.     That  thing  you 

speak  of, 
1  took  it  for  a  man  ;  often  'twould  say. 
The  fiend,  the  fiend :  he  led  me  to  that  place. 
Edg.  Bear  free  and  patient  thoughts. — But 
who  come  here  ? 


Enlcr'laY.xv.,fantaslkally  dressed  up  wilh  Flowers, 

The  safer  sense  will  ne'er  accommodate 
His  master  thus. 

Lear.  No,  they  cannot  touch  me  for  coining; 
I  am  the  king  himself. 

Edg.  O  thou  side-piercing  sight  i 
Lear.  Nature's  above  art  in  that  respect. — 
There's  your  press-money.     That  fellow  han- 
dles his  bow  like  a  crow-keeper  :  draw  me  a 

*  Thus  might  he  die  in  reality. 

t  /  e.  This  chalky  boundary  of  England. 

t  Shrill-throated.   §  Twisted,  convolved.   II  The  purest. 


394 


KING  LEAR. 


[Ad.  IV. 


clothier's  yard." — Look,  look,  a  mouse !  Peace, 
peace  ; — this  piece  of  toasted  cheese  will  do't 
—There's  my  gauntlet ;  I'll  prove  it  on  a  giant. 
—Bring  up  the  brown  bills.f — O,  well  flown, 
bird ! — i'the  clout,  i'the  clout  :t  hewgh  ! — give 
the  word.§ 

Edg.  Sweet  marjoram. 

L^ar.  Pass. 

Glo.  I  know  that  voice. 

Lear.  Ha!  Goneril ! — with  a  white  beard  ! — 
They  flatter'd  me  like  a  dog  ,  and  told  me,  1 
had  white  hairs  in  my  beard,  ere  the  black  ones 
•were  there.  To  say  ay,  and  no,  to  everything 
I  said  ! — Ay  and  no  too  was  no  good  divinity. 
When  the  rain  came  to  wet  me  once,  and  the 
wind  to  make  me  chatter  ;  when  the  thunder 
would  not  peace  at  my  bidding ;  there  I  found 
them,  there  I  smelt  them  out.  Go  to,  they  are 
not  men  o'their  words  :  they  told  me  1  was 
every  thing  ;  'tis  a  lie ;  I  am  not  ague-proof. 

Glo.  The  trickll  of  that  voice  1  do  well  re- 
Is't  not  the  king  ?  [member : 

Lear.  Ay,  every  inch  a  king  : 
When  I  do  stare,  see  how  the  subject  quakes. 
I  pardon  that  man's  life :  what  was  thy  cause  ?— 
Adultery. — 

Thou  shall  not  die  :  Die  for  adultery  !  No  : 
The  wren  goes  to't,  and  the  small  gilded  fly 
Does  lecher  in  my  sight. 

Let  copulation  thrive,  for  Gloster's  bastard  son 
Was  kinder  to  his  father,  than  my  daughters 
Got  'tween  the  lawful  sheets. 
To't,  luxury,  pell-mell,  for  I  lack  soldiers. — 
Behold  yon'  simpering  dame, 
Wtiose  face  between  her  forks presageth  snow ; 
That  minces  virtue,  and  does  shake  the  head 
To  hear  of  pleasure's  name  ; 
The  fitchew,  nor  the  soiled  horse,  goes  to't 
With  a  more  riotous  appetite. 
Down  from  the  waist  they  are  centaurs, 
Though  women  all  above: 
ButIF  to  the  girdle  do  the  gods  inherit,** 
Beneath  is  all  the  fiends'  ;  there's  hell,  there's 

darkness. 

There  is  the  sulphurous  pit  burning,  scalding, 
stench,  consumption ; — Fie,  fie,  fie  !  pah ;  pah  ! 
Give  me  an  ounce  of  civet,  good  apothecary, 
to  sweeten  my  imagination  :  thei'e's  money  for 
thee. 

Glo.  O,  let  me  kiss  that  hand  ? 

Lear.  Let  me  wipe  it  first ;  it  smells  of  mor 
tality. 

Glo.  O  ruin'd   piece  of  nature  !  This  great 

world  [me  ? 

Sliall  so  wear  out  to  nought. — Dost  thou  know 

Lear.  I  remember  thine  eyes  well  enough. 
Dost  thou  squinytt  at  me  ?  No,  do  thy  worst, 
blind  Cupid  ;  III  not  love. — Read  thou  this 
challenge  ;  mark  but  the  penning  of  it. 

Glo.  Were  all  the   letters  suns,  I  could  not 
see  one. 

Edg.  I  would  not  take  this  from  report ; — it 
And  my  heart  breaks  at  it.  [is, 

Lear.  Read. 

Glo.  What,  with  the  case  of  eyes  ? 

Lear.  O,  ho,  are  you  there  ^vith  me  ?  iVo 
cyesin  yourhead,  norno  money  in  your  purse? 
Your  eyes  are  in  a  heavy  case,  your  purse  in  a 
light  :  Vet  you  see  how  this  world  goes. 

Glo.  1  see  it  feelingly. 

Lear-  What,  art  mad  ?  A  man  may  see  how 
this  world  goes,  with   no  eyes.     Look  with 

*  An  arrow  of  a  clotii  yard  long.        t  Battle-axes. 
J  The  white  mark  for  archers  to  aim  at. 
§  The  watchword.  ||  Likeness,  manner. 

V  Oaly.  **  Possess.  tt  Look  asquint. 


thine  ears :  see  how  yon'  justice  rails  upon 
yon'  simple  thief.  Hark,  in  thine  ear:  Change 
places:  and,  handy,  dandy,  which  is  the  jus- 
tice, which  is  the  thief? — Thou  hast  seen  a 
farmer's  dog  bark  at  a  beggar  ? 
Glo.  Ay,  Sir. 

Lear    And  the  creature  run  from  the  cur? 
There  thou  might'st  behold  the  great  image  of 
authority :  a  dog's  obeyed  in  office. 
Thou  rascal  beadle,  hold  thy  bloody  hand : 
Why  dost  thou  lash  that  whore  ?  strip  thine 

own  back ; 
Thou  hstly  lust'st  to  use  her  in  that  kind 
For  which  thou  whipp'st  her.     The  usurer 

hangs  the  cozener. 
Through  tatterd  clothes  small  vices  do  appear; 
Robes,  and  furr'd  gowns,  hide  all.     Plate  sin 

with  gold, 
And  the  strong  lance ofjusticehurtless  breaks; 
Arm  it  in  rags,  a  pigmy's  straw  doth  pierce  it. 
None  does  offend,  none,  I  say,  none  ;  I'll  able 
'em :  [power 

Take   that  of  me,    my  friend,  who  have  the 
To  seal  the  accuser's  lips.  Get  thee  glass  eyes ; 
And,  like  a  scurvy  politician,  seem 
To  see  the  things  thou  dost  not. — Now,  now, 

now,  now: 
Pull  off  my  boots : — harder,  harder ;  so. 

Edg    O,  matter  and  impertinency  mix'd '. 
Reason  in  madness! 
Lear.  If  thou  wilt  weep  my  fortunes,  take 
my  eyes. 
fknow  thee  well  enough;  thyname  isGloster: 
Thou  must  be  patient;  we  came  crying  hither. 
Thou  know'st,  the  first  time  that  we  smell  the 

air. 
We  wawl,  and  cry: — I  will  preach  to  thee  ; 
mark  me. 
Glo."  Alack,  alack  the  day! 
Lear.  When  we  are  born,  we  cry,  that  we 
are  come 
To  this  great  stage  of  fools; — This  a  good 

block?* 
It  were  a  delicate  stratagem,  to  shoe 
A  troop  of  horse  with  felt;  I'll  put  it  in  proof; 
And  when  I  have  stolen  upon  these  sons-in- 
Then,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill.  [law, 

Enter  a  Gentleman  with  Attendants. 
Gent.  O,  liere  he  is,  lay  hand  upon  him, — 

Your  most  dear  daughter [Sir, 

Lear.  No  rescue  .MVhat,  a  prisoner?  I  am 
even 
The  natural  fool  of  fortune. — Use  me  well ; 
You  shall  have  ransom.     Let  me  have  a  sur- 
1  am  cut  to  the  brains.  [geon, 

Gent.  You  shall  have  any  thing. 
Lear.  No  seconds  .^  All  myself  ? 
Why,  this  would  make  a  man,  a  man  of  salt, t 
To  use  his  eyes  for  garden  water-pots, 
Ay,  and  for  laying  autumn's  dust. 
G  -nt.  Good  Sir,— 

Lear  I  will  die  bravely,  like  a  bridegroom  ; 
What  ? 
I  will  be  jovial ;  come,  come ;  I  am  a  king, 
M}-  masters,  know  you  that  ? 

Gent.  You  are  a  royal  one,  and  we  obey 

you. 

Lear.  Then  there's  life  in  it.    Nay,  an  you 

get  it,  you  shall  get  it  by  running.     Sa,  sa^  sa, 

sa.  \_E.vit,  running ;  Attendants  follow. 

Gent  A  sight  most  pitiful  in  the  meanest 

wretch  : 


*  Block  anciently  signified  the  headj'art  of  a  hat. 
]  I'  c,  A  man  of  tean. 
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Past  speaking  of  in  a  king: — Tliou  hast  one ,    Edg.  Sit  you  down,  father  ;  rest  you 


daughter, 
Who  redeems  nature  from  the  general  curse 
Which  twain  have  brought  her  to. 
Edg.  Hail,  gentle  Sir. 
Gent.  Sir,  speed  you  :  What's  j'our  Avill  ? 
Edg.  Do  you  hear  aught,  Sir,  of  a  battle  to 

ward? 
Gent.  Most  sure,   and  vulgar:   every  one 
hears  that. 
Which  can  distinguish  sound 
Edg.  But,  by  your  favour. 
How  near's  the  other  army  ? 

Gent.  Near,  and  on  speedy  foot ;  the  main 
Stands  on  the  hourly  thought.*  [descry 

Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir:  that's  all 
Gent.  Though  that  the  queen  on  special  cause 
is  here, 
Her  army  is  mov'd  on. 
Edg.  I  thank  you,  Sir.  [Exit  Gent. 

Glo.  You  ever-gentle  gods,  take  my  breath 
from  me ; 
Let  not  my  worser  spiritt  tempt  me  again 
To  die  before  you  please  ! 
Edg.  Well  pray  you,  father. 
Glo.  Now,  good  Sir,  what  are  you  ? 
Edg.  A  most  poor  man,  made  tame  by  for- 
tune's blows ; 
\Vho,  by  the  art  of  known  and  feeling  sorrows. 
Am  pregnant  to  good  pity.     Give  me  your 
I'll  lead  you  to  some  biding.  [hand, 

Glo.  Hearty  thanks : 
The  bounty  and  the  benisont  of  heaven 
To  boot,  and  boot  !§ 

Enter  Steward. 
Slew.  A  proclaim'd  prize  !  Most  happy  I 
That  eyeless  head  of  thine  was  first  fram'd 
flesh  [traitor, 

To  raise  my  fortunes. — Thou  old  unhappy 
Briefly  II  thyself  remember :— The  sWord  is  out 
That  must  destroy  thee.  . 

Glo.  Now  let  thy  friendly  hand 
Put  strength  enough  to  it.         [Edgar  opposes. 

Slew.  Wiierefore,  bold  peasant, 
Dar'st  thou  support  a  publish'd  traitor?  Hence; 
Lest  that  the  infection  of  his  fortune  take 
Like  hold  on  thee.     Let  go  his  arm. 

Edg.  Ch'ill  not  let  go,  Zir,  without  vurther 

'casion. 
Slew.  Let  go,  slave,  ortho#diest. 
Edg.  Good  gentleman,  go  your  gait,^  and 
let  poor  volk  pass.    And  ch'ud  ha'  been  zwag- 
ger'd  out  of  my  life,  'twould  not  ha'  been  zo 
long  as  'tis  by  a  vortnight.     Nay,  come  not 
near  the  old  man  ;  keep  out,  che  vor'ye,  or  ise 
try  whether  your  costard*^*  or  mybattt  be  the 
harder:  Ch'ill  be  plain  with  you. 
Stew   Out,  dunghill! 

Edg.  Ch'll  pick  your  teeth,  Zir :  Come ;  no 
mutter  vor  your  foins-t:}; 

[They  fight ;  «««/ Edgar  knocks  him  down. 

Stew.  Slave,  thou  hast  slain  me  : — Villain, 

take  my  purse  ; 

If  ever  thou  wilt  thrive,  bury  my  body ;    [me, 

And  give  the  letters,  which'thou  find'st  about 

To  Edmund  earl  of  Gloster;  seek  him  out 

Upon  the  British  party  : 0,  untimely  death  .' 

[.Dies. 
Edg.  I  know  thee  well :  A  serviceable  vil- 
As  duteous  to  the  vices  of  thy  mistress,   [lain  ; 
As  badness  would  desire. 
Glo.  What,  is  he  dead  ? 


Let's  see  his  pockets:   these  letters,  that  ht 
speaks  of,  [sorry 

May  be  my  friends.— He's  dead ;  I  am  only 
He  had  no  other  death's-man. — Let  us  see : — 
Leave,  gentle  wax  ;  and,  manners,  blame  us 
not :  [hearts ; 

To  know  our  enemies'  minds,  we'd  rip  their 
Their  papers,  is  more  lawful. =*■■ 

[Reads.]  Let  our  reciprocal  rows  be  remem- 
bered. You  have  many  opportunities  to  cut  him 
0.0";  if  you  will  want  not,  time  and  place  will  be. 
fruitfully  offered.  There  is  nothing  done,  if  he. 
return  the  conqueror  :  Then  am  I  the  prisoner, 
and  his  bed  my  jail;  from  the  loathed  warmth 
whereof  deliver  me,  and  supply  the  place  for  your 
labour. 

Your  tvife,    (so  I  loould  say,)  and  your 
affectionate  servant, 

GoNERir,. 
0  Undistinguish'd  space  of  woman's  will  !— 
A  plot  upon  her  virtuous  husband's  life; 
And  the  exchange,  my  brother ! — Here,  in  the 

sands. 
Thee  I'll  rake  up,t  the  post  unsanctified 
Of  murderous  lechers:  and,  in  the  mature  time. 
With  this  ungracious  paper  strike  the  sight 
Of  the  death-practis'd  duke  :  For  him  'tis  well. 
That  of  thy  death  and  business  I  can  teU. 

[Exit  Edgar,  dragging  out  the  body.. 
Glo.  The  king  is  inad  ;  How  stiff"  Is  my  vile 
sense, 
That  I  stand  up,  and  have  ingenious  feeling 
Of  my  huge  sorrows!  Better  I  were  distract: 
So  should  my  thoughts  be  sever'd  from  my 

griefs ; 
And  woes,  by  wrong  imaginations,  lose 
The  knowledge  of  themselves. 


*  The  main  body  is  expected  lo  Ijc  descried  every  hour. 
}  Evil  genius.        +  Blesstng.       §  Reward,  recompense. 

II  Quickly  recoUefct  the  offences  of  tby  life. 
Tf  (Jo your  way.        **  il??.rl.         I^CUtb.        tjXbr'Ist". 

-    Vor,.  11.  ~ 


Re-enter  Edgar. 
Edg.  Give  liie  your  hand  : 
Far  oif,  methinks'l  hear  the  beaten  dram. 
Come,  father,  I'll  bestow  yoU  with  a  friend. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE  VII.— A  Tent  in  the  French  Camp.— 

Lear  on  a  Bed,  asleep  ;  Physician,  Gentie- 

MAN,  and  others,  attending. 

Enter  Cordelia  and  Kent. 

Cor.  0  thou  good  Kent,  how  shall  I  live, 
and  work,  [sliort^ 

To  match  thy  goodness?  My  life  will  be  too 
And  every  measure  fail  me. 

Kent.  To  be  acknowledged  madam,  is  o'er-* 
paid. 
All  my  reports  go  With  the  modest  truth  ; 
Nor  more,  nor  clipp'd,  but  so. 

Cor.  Be  better-suited :);  [hours? 

These  weeds  are  memories§  of  those  worser 
I  pr'ythee,  put  them  off. 

Kent,  Pardon  me,  dear  madam  ; 
Yet  to  be  known,  shortens  my  made  intent:]) 
My  boon  I  make  it,  that  you  know  me  not, 
Till  tiiiie  and  I  think  meet. 

Cor.  Then  be  it  so,  my  good  lord. — How 
does  the  king?     [To  the  Physician, 

Phys.  Madam,  sleeps  still. 

Cor.  O  you  kind  gods, 
Cure  this  great  breach  in  his  abused  nature ! 
The   untun'd  and  jarring  senses,  0,  wind  up 
Of  this  child-changed  father ! 

Phys.  So  please  your  majesty,  [long. 

That  we  may  v.ake  the  king?   he  hath  slept 

*  To  rip  their  papers  is  more  l.iwful. 
t  I'll  cover  thee  (the  dead  stewai'd)  iii  the  6a»ds> 
i  Cussed,         ^  Memoriah.         fl  Iment  forro«'^' 
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Cor-  Be  goveniM  by  youF  knowledge,  and 
proceed 
rthe  sway  of  your  own  will.     Is  lie  array'd  ? 

Gent.  Ay,   madam  ;    in  the  heaviness  of  his 
Wc  put  fresh  garments  on  him.  [sleep, 

Pliys.  Be  by,  good  inadam,  when  Ave  do 
awake  him  ; 
1  doubt  not  of  his  temperance. 
Cor.  Very  well. 
PItys.  Please  yon,  draw  near. — Louder  the 

music  there. 
Cor.  O  my  dear  father  !  Restoration,  hang 
Thy  medicine  on  my  lips ;  and  let  this  kiss 
Repair  those  violent  harms,  that  my  two  sisters 
Have  in  thy  reverence  made  ! 
Kent.  Kind  and  dear  princess  ! 
Cor.  Had  you  not  been  their  father,   these 
wiiite  flakes 
Had  clialleng'd  pity  of  them.     Was  this  a  face 
To  be  expos'd  against  the  warring  winds  .-' 
To  stand  against  the?  deep  dread-bolted  thun- 
In  the  most  terrible  and  nimble  stroke      [der  ? 
Of  quick,  cross  lightning  ?    to  watch,   (poor 

perdu  !)*• 
With  this  thin  helm  ?t  Mine  enemy's  dog, 
Though  he  had  bit  me,   should  have  stood  that 

night 
Against  my  fire ;  And  wast  thou  fain,   poor 

father, 
To  hovel  thee  with  swine,  and  rogues  forlorn, 
In  short  and  musty  straw  ?  Alack,  alack  I 
'Tis  wonder,  that  thy  life  and  wits  at  once 
Had  not  concluded  all. — He  wakes;  speak  to 
him. 
Phys,  Madam,  do  you  ;  'tis  fittest. 
Cor   How  does  my  royal  lord  1     How  fares 

your  majesty  ? 
Lear.  You  do  me  wrong,  to  take  me  out  o'the 
grave : — 
Thou  art  a  soul  in  bliss  ;  but  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  wheel  of  fire,  that  mine  own  tears 
Do  scald  like  molten  lead. 
Cor.  Sir,  do  you  know  me? 
Lear.  You  are  a  spirit,  1  know ;  When  did 

vou  die  ? 
Cor.  S'till,  still,  far  wide  ! 
Phys.  He's  scarce   awake  ;  let  him   alone 

awiiile. 
Lear.  AVherc  have  T  been  ? — Where  am  1  ? — 
Fair  day-light  ! —  [pity, 

I  am  mightih'  abus'ii- — I  should  even  die  with 
To  see  another  thus. — I   know  not  what  to 
say. —  [see ; 

I  will  not  swear,  these  are  my  hands:  — let's 
I  feel  this  pin  prick.     'Would  I  were  assur'd 
Of  my  condition. 

Cor    O  look  upon  me,  Sir, 
And  hold  yoitr  hands  in  benediction  o'er  me: — 
No,  Sir,  you  mu:^t  not  kneel. 

Lear.  Pray,  do  not  mock  me  ; 
I  am  a  very  foolisii  fond  old  man, 
Fourscore  and  upwards  ;  and,  to  deal  plainly, 
1  fear,  1  am  not  in  my  perfect  mind.        [man  ; 
Methinks,  I  should  know  you,  and  know  this 
Y^et  1  am  doubtful :  for  [  am  mainly  ignorant 
What  place  this  is  ;  and  all  the  skill  I  have 
Remembers  not  these  garments  ;  nor  I  know 
not  [me; 

Where  I  did  lodge  last  night :  Do  not  laugh  at 
For,  as  I  am  a  man,  I  think  this  lady 
To  be  my  child  Cordelia. 
Cor.  And  so  I  am,  I  am. 
Lear.  Be  your  tears  wet .'  Yes,  'faith.    I  pray. 
Weep  not ; 
If  you  have  poison  for  me,  I  will  drink  it, 

'  The  allusion  is  to  the  ferlorn-hope  in  an  army  called 
ia  flinch  enfaas  ptrdus.       t  Thin  covering  of  hair 


I  know,   you  do  not  love  me  ;   for  your  sisters 
Have,  as  I  do  remember,  done  me  wrong, 
You  have  some  cause,  they  have  not. 

Cor.  No  cause,  no  cause. 

Lear.  Am  I  in  France  ? 

Kent,  In  your  own  kingdom.  Sir. 

Lear.  Do  not  abuse  me. 

Phys.  Be  comforted,  good  madam:  the  great 
rage, 
You  see  is  cur'd  in  him  :  and  yet  it  is  danger 
To  make  him  even*^  o'er  the  time  he  has  lost^ 
Desire  him  to  go -in  ;  trouble  him  no  more, 
Till  further  settling. 

Cor.  Wiirt  please  your  highness  walk? 

Lear.  Y'^ou  must  bear  with  me  :         [foolish. 
Pray  now,  forget  and  forgive  :   I  am  old  and 
[E.xeunt  Lear,  Cordelia,  Physicuvn, 
and  Attendants. 

Gent.  Holds  it  true,  Sir, 
That  the  duke  of  Cornwall  was  so  slain  ? 

Ke7it.  Most  certain,  Sir. 

Gent.  Who  is  conductor  of  his  people  ? 

Kent.  As  'tis  said, 
The  bastard  son  of  Gloster. 

Gent.  They  say,  Edgar, 
Hisbanish'dson,  is  with  the  earl  of  Kent 
In  Germany. 

Kent    Report  is  changeable.  [kingdom 

'Tis  time  to  look  about ;  the  powerst  o'the 
Approach  apace. 

Gent.  The  arbitrementj:  is  like  to  be  abloody. 
Fare  you  well,  Sir.  [Exit. 

Kent.  My  point  andperiod  will  be  thoroughly 
wrought, 
Or  well,  Drill,  as  this  day's  battle's  fought. 

lExit, 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I.— The  Camp  of  the  British  Forces, 
near  Dover. 

Enter,  with  Drums,  and  Colours,  Edmund. 
Regan,  Officers,  Soldiers,  and  Others. 

Edm.  Know  of  the  duke,  if  his  last  purpose 
hold ; 
Or,  whether  since  he  is  advis'd  by  aught 
To  change  the  coarse: — He's  full  of  alteration, 
And  self-reproving : — bring  his  constant  plea- 
sure.^       [  To  an  Officer  ivho  goes  out. 

Reg.  Our  sistdf's  man  is  certainly  miscarried. 

Edm.  'Tis  to  be  doubted,  madam. 

Reg.  Now,  sweet  lord, 
You  know  the  goodness  1  intend  upon  you : 
Tell  me, — but  truly, — but  then  speak  the  truth, 
Do  you  not  love  my  sister  ? 

Edm.  In  honour'd  love. 

Reg.  But  have  you  never  found  my  brother's 
To  the  forefendedll  place  ?  [way 

Edm.  That  thought  abuses^  you. 

Reg.  I  am  doubtful  that  you  have  been  con^ 
junct 
And  bosom'd  with  her,  as  far  as  we  call  hers. 

Edm.  No,  by  mine  honour,  madam. 

Reg.  I  never  shall  endure  her:  Dear  my  lord 
Be  not  familiar  with  her' 

Edm.  Fear  me  not : — 
She,  and  the  duke  her  husband, 

Enter  Albany,  Goneril,  aiid  Soldiers. 
Gon.  1  had  rather  lose  the  battle,  than  that 
sister 
Should  loosen  him  and  me.  [^Aside. 

Alb.  Our  very  loving  sister,  well  be  met.— 


*  To  reconcile  it  to  his  apprehension. 

It  Forces  t  Decision  t        6  His  settled  resolution. 

U  Forbidden  *  Imposes  os  you. 
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Sir,  this  I  hear, — The  king  is  come  to  hi? 

daughter, 
With  others,  whom  the  rigour  of  our  state 
Forc'dto  cry  out.  Where  ijcould  not  be  honest, 
I  never  yet  was  valiant :  for  this  business, 
It  touches  us  as  France  invades  our  land, 
Not  holds*  the  king;  with  others,  whom,  I 

fear. 
Most  just  and  heavy  causes  make  oppose,! 
Edm.  Sir,  you  speak  nobly. 
Jleg.  Why  is  this  reason'd  .' 
Gon.  Combine  together  'gainst  the  enemy : 
For  these  domestic  and  particular  broils 
Art  not  to  question  here. 

Alb.  Let  us  then  determine 
With  the  ancient  of  war  on  our  proceedings. 
Edm.  I  shall  attend  you  presently  at  your 

tent. 
lieg.  Sister,  you'll  go  with  us  ? 
Go7i.  No. 
Jieg.  'Tis  most  convenient ;   pray^  you,  go 

with  us. 
Gon.  O,  ho,  I  know  the  riddle :  {^Asldc]  I 
will  go. 
Aslhey  are  going  out,  enter  Edgar,  disguised 

Edg.  If  e'er  your  grace  had  speech  with  man 
so  poor. 
Hear  me  one  word. 
Alb.  I'll  overtake  you. — Speak. 

\_Exeunt  Edmund,  Regan,  Goneril,    Offi- 
cers, Soldiers,  and  Attendants. 
Edg.  Before  you  fight  the  battle,  ope   this 
letter. 
If  you  have  victory,  let  the  trumpet  sound 
For  him  that  brought  it :  wretched  though  I 

seem, 
I  can  produce  a  champion,  that  will  prove 
What  is  avouched  there:  If  you  miscarry, 
Your  business  of  the  world  hath  so  an  end, 
And  machination  ceases. t     Fortune  love  you  ! 
Alb.  Stay  till  I  have  read  the  letter. 
Edg.  I  was  forbid  it. 
When  time  shall  serve,  let  but  the  herald  cry, 
Apd  I'll  appear  again.  [^Exit. 

Alb.  Why,  fare  thee  well  •,  I  will   o'erlook 
thy  paper. 

Re- enter  Edmund. 

Edm.  The  enemy's  in  view  ;  draw  up  your 
powers.  [forces 

Here  is  the  guess  of  their  true   strength  and 
By  diligent  discovery  ; — but  your  haste 
Is  now  urg'd  on  you. 

Alb.  We  will  greet  the  time.§  iExit. 

Edm.  To  both  these  sisters  have  I  sworn  my 
T^^ach  jealous  of  the  other,  as  the  stung  [love  ; 
Are  of  the  adder.  Which  of  them  shall  I  take? 
Both  ?  one  ?  or  neither  ?  Neither  can  be  enjoy'd 
If  both  remain  alive  :  To  take  the  widow, 
Exasperates,  makes  mad  her  sister  Goneril : 
And  hardly  shall  I  carry  out  my  side,|| 
Her  husbandbeing  alive.     Now  then, we'll  use 
His  countenance  for  the  battle  ;  which  being 

done, 
Let  her,  who  would  be  rid  of  him,  devise 
His  speedy  taking  ott".     As  for  the  mercy 
Which  he  intends  to  J^ear,  and  to  Cordelia, — 
The  battle  done,  and  they  within  our  power, 
Shall  never  see  his  pardon  :  for  my  state 
Stands  on  me  to  defend,  not  to  debate.  {_Exil. 


*  I.  e.  Emboldens  him.  t  Opposit'oii. 

t  r.  t.  All  designs  ngainst  your  life  have  an  end. 
5  Be  ready  to  meet  the  occasion. 
!J  /.  f .  Make  my  party  good. 


I  SCENE  II.— A  Field  heiween  the  Two  Camps. 

Alarum  tvitliin. — Enter  with  Drum  and  Colours> 

Lear,  Cordklia, andtheir  Forces ;  and  ExeunX' 

Enter  Edgar  and  Gloster. 

Edg.  Here,  father,  take  the  shadow  of  this 
tree  [thrive: 

For  your  good  host;  pray  (hat  the  rfght  may 
If  ever  f  return  to  you  again, 
I'll  bring  you  comfort. 

Glo.  Grace  go  with  you,  Sir '     [£.t«7  Edgar. 

JllarHms;  afterwardsa  Retreat.--Ee-(nter'EDGAR- 

Edg.  Away,  old  man,   give  mc;  thy  hand' 

away ;  [ta'en  • 

King  Lear  hath   lost,    he   and   his    daughter 

Give  me  thy  hand,  come  on. 

Glo.  No  further.  Sir ;  a  man  may  rot  even 

here. 
Edg.  What,  in  ill  thoughts  again  ?  Men  must 
endure 
Their  going  hence, even aslheir coming  hither: 
Ripeness  is  all  :*  Come  on. 

Glo.  And  that's  true  too.  [^Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. —  Tue  British  Camp  near  Doner. 
Enter,  in  Conquest,  with  Drum   and  Colours, 
Edmund;  Lear  an(i  Cordelia,  as  Prisoners ; 
Officers,  Soldiers,  &^c. 

Edm.  Some  officers  take  them  away :  good 
guard ; 
Until  their  greater  pleasures  first  be  known 
That  are  to  censuref  them. 

Cor.  We  are  not  the  first,  [worst. 

Who,  with  best  meaning,  have  incurr'd  the 
For  thee,  oppressed  king,  am  I  cast  down; 
Myself  could  else   out-frown  false    fortune's 
frown. —  [sisters? 

Shall  we  not  see  these  daughters,  and  these 
Lear.  No,  no,  no,  no  !  Come,  let's  away  to 
prison ; 
We  two  alone  will  sing  like  birds  i'the  cage  : 
When  thou  dost  ask  my  blessing,   I'll  kneel 

down. 
And  ask  of  thee  forgiveness:  So  we'll  live, 
And  pray,  and  sing,  and  tell  old  tales,  and 

laugh 
At  gilded  butterflies,  and  hear  poor  rogues 
Talk  of  court  news ;  and  we'll  talk  with  them 
too, —  [out  :— 

Who  loses,  and  who  wins;  who's  in,  Avho's 
And  take  upon  us  the  mystery  of  things. 
As  if  we  were  God's  spies :  And  we'll  wear 
out,  [ones, 

Tn  a  wall'd  prison,  packs  and  sects  of  great 
That  ebb  and  flow  by  the  moon. 
Edm.  Take  them  away. 
Lear.  Ujion  such  sacrifices,  my  Cordelia, 
The   gods  tliemselves  throw  incense.    Have  I 

caught  thee  ? 
He,  that  parts  us,  shall  bring  a  brand  from 
heaven,  [eyes ; 

And  fire  us  hence,  like  foxes.  Wipe  thine 
Tlie  goujeerst  shall  devour  them,  flesh  and  fell, § 
Ere  they  shall  make  us  weep:  we'll  see  them 

starve  first. 
Come.  \_K.rennt  Lear  ffJirf  ConT)r.i.j a,  guarded. 

Edm.  Come  hither,  captain  ;    hark. 
Take  thou  this  note;  [Giving  a  Paper.'\  go, 

follow  them  to  prison  : 
One  step  I  have  advanc'd  thee  ;  if  thou  dost 
As  this  instructs  thee,  thou  dost  make  thy  way 
To  noble  fortunes :  Know  thou  this, — that  men 
Are  as  the  time  is :  to  be  tender-minded 

*  /,  e.  To  be  reidy  prepared  is  aUi 

t  Pass  Judgment  on  them. 

t  The  French  di'ea'ire.  ^  SKin. 
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Does  notbecome  a  sword: — Thy  great  employ- 
ment 
Will  not  bear  question  ;*   either  say,  thou'lt 
Or  thrive  by  other  means.  [do't, 

Off.  I'll  do't,  my  lord. 

Edm.  About  it ;  and  write  happy,  when  thou 
hast  done. 
Mark, — I  say,  instantly  ;  and  carry  it  so, 
As  I  have  set  it  down. 

Off.  I  cannot  draw  a  cart,  nor  eat  dried  oats; 
If  it  be  man's  work,  I  will  do  it. 

[Exit  Officer. 
Flourish.     Enter  Albany,  Goneril,  Regan, 
Officeus,  and  Attendants. 

Alb.  Sir,  you  have  shown  to-day  your  val- 
iant strain.  [tives 
And  fortune  led  you  well :  You  have  the  cap- 
Who  were  the  opposites  of  this  day's  strife : 
We  do  require  thera  of  you  ;  so  to  use  them, 
As  we  shall  find  their  merits  and  our  safety 
May  equally  determine. 

Edm.  Sir,  I  thought  it  fit 
To  send  the  old  and  miserable  king 
To  some  retention,  and  appointed  guard  ; 
Whose  age  has  charms  in  it,  whose  title  more. 
To  pluck  the  common  bosom  on  his  side. 
And  turn  our  impress'd  lances  in  our  eyes 
Which  do  command  them.    With  him  I  sent 

the  queen ; 
My  reason  all  the  same ;  and  they  are  ready 
To-morrow,  or  at  further  space,  to  appear 
Where  you  shall  hold  your  session.     At  this 
'  time,  [friend; 

We  sweat,  and  bleed :  the  friend  hath  lost  his 
And  the  best  quarrels,  in  the  heat,  are  curs'd 
By  those  that  feel  their  sharpness  :— 
The  question  of  Cordelia,  and  her  father. 
Requires  a  tittef  placet 

Alb.  Sir,  by  your  patience, 
I  hold  you  but  a  subject  of  this  M'ar, 
Not  as  a  brother. 

Reg.  That's  as  we  list  to  grace  him. 
Methinks,  our  pleasure  might  have  been  de- 
manded, 

Ere  you  had  spoke  so  far.  He  led  our  powers ; 
Bore  the  commission  of  my  place  and  person ; 
The  which  immediacyt  may  well  stand  up, 
And  call  itself  your  brother. 

Gon.  Not  so  hot : 
In  his  own  grace  he  doth  exalt  himself, 
More  than  in  your  advancement. 

Reg.  In  my  rights. 
By  me  invested,  he  compeers  the  best. 

Gon.  That  were  the  most,  if  he  should  hus 
band  you. 

Reg.  Jesters  do  oft  prove  prophets. 

Gon.  Holloa,  holloa ! 
Thateye,  that  told  you  so,  look'd  but  a-squint.§ 

Reg.  Lady,  1  am  not  well;  else  I  should 
answer 
prom  a  full-flowing  stomach. — General, 
Take  thou  my  soldiers,  prisoners,  patrimony ; 
Dispose  of  them,  of  me  :  the  walls  are  thine 
Witness  the  world,  that  I  create  thee  here 
My  lord  and  master. 

Gon.  Meau  you  to  enjoy  him  ? 

Alb.  The   let-alone ||  lies  not  in  your  good 
will. 

Edm.  Nor  in  thine,  lord. 

Alb.  Half-blooded  fellow,  yes, 

*  Admit  of  debate. 

t  To  be  discoursed  of  in  greater  privacy. 

t  Authority  to  act  on  his  own  judgement. 

§  Alluding  to  the  proverb :   "  Love  being  jealous 

nigj^es  a  good  eye  looli  asquint.'''' 

n  The  hindrance. 


Reg.  Let  the  drum  strike,  and  prove  my 
title  thine.  [  To  Edmund. 

Alb.  Stay  yet;  hear  reason; — Edmund,   I 
arrest  thee 
On  capital  treason;  and,  in  thy  arrest. 
This  gilded  serpent:  [Pomfmg  fo  Gon.] — for 

your  claim,  fair  sister, 
I  bar  it  in  the  interest  of  my  wife  ; 
'Tis  she  is  sub-contracted  to  this  lord. 
And  I,  her  husband,  contradict  your  bans. 
If  you  will  marry,  make  your  love  to  me, 
My  lady  is  bespoke. 

Gon.  An  interlude ! 

Alb.  Thou  art  arm'd,   Gloster: — Let  the 
trumpet  sound : 
If  none  appear  to  prove  upon  thy  person, 
Thy  heinous,  manifest,  and  many  treasons. 
There  is  my  pledge ;  [  Throwing  down  a  Glove> 

I'll  prove  it  on  thy  heart. 
Ere  I  taste  bread,  thou  art  in  nothing  less 
Than  I  have  proclaim'd  thee. 

Reg.  Sick,  O,  sick  ! 

Gon.  If  not,  I'll  ne'er  trust  poison.     [Aside, 

Edm.  There's  my  exchange:  [  Throiving  dotvn 
a  Glove."]  what  in  the  world  he  is 
That  names  me  traitor,  villain-like  he  lies  : 
Call  by  thy  trumpet :  he  that  dares  approach^ 
On  him,  on  you,  (who  not?)  I  will  maintain 
My  truth  and  honour  firmly. 

j3/&.  a  herald,  ho ! 

Edm.  A  herald,  ho,  a  herald  '■ 

Mb.  Trust  to  thy  single  virtue;**  for  tliy 
soldiers. 
All  levied  in  my  name,  have  in  my  name 
Took  their  discharge. 

Reg.  This  sickness  grows  upon  me. 

Enter  a  Herald. 

Alb.  She  is  not  well ;  convey  her  to  my  tent. 
[Exit  Regan,  led. 
Come  hither,herald, — Let  the  trumpetsound,— • 
And  read  out  this. 

Off.  Sound,  trumpet.     [A  Trumpet  sounds 

Herald  reads. 

If  any  man  of  quality,  or  degree,  within  the 
lists  of  the  army,  ivill  maintain  «/)07i  Edmund, 
supposed  earl  0/ Gloster,  that  he  is  a  manifold 
traitor,  let  him  appear  at  the  third  sound  of  the 
trumpet :   He  is  bold  in  his  defence, 

Edm.  Sound.  [1  Trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  [2  Trumpet. 

Her.  Again.  [3  Trumpet. 

[  Trumpet  answers  within . 

Enter  Edgar,  armed,  preceded  by  a  Trumpet, 

Alb.  Ask  him  his  purposes,  why  he  appears 
Upon  this  call  o'the  trumpet. 

Her.  What  are  you  ? 
Yourname,  your  quality.'  and  why  you  answer 
This  present  summons  ? 

Edg.  Know,  my  name  is  lost; 
By  treason's  tooth   bare-gnawn,  and  canker- 
Yet  am  I  noble,  as  the  adversary  [bit. 
I  come  to  cope  withal. 

Alb,  Which  is  that  adversary  ? 

Edg.  What's  he,  that  speaks  for  Edmund 
earl  of  Gloster  ? 

Edm.  Himself; — What  say'st  thou  to  him? 

Edg.  Draw  thy  sword ; 
That  if  my  speech  offend  a  noble  heart, 
Thy  arm  may  do  thee  justice:  here  is  mine. 
Behold,  it  is  the  privilege  of  mine  honours. 
My  oath  and  my  profession :  I  protest, — 

*  /.  f.  Valonr. 
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Maugre*  thy  strengUi,  youth,  place,  and  emi-  And,  when  'tis  told,  0,  that  my  heart  would 
nence.  The  bloody  proclamation  to  escape,  [burst! — 

That  follow'd  me  so  near,  (O  our  lives'  sweet- 


nence 
Despite  thy  victor  sword,  and  fire-new  fortune, 
Thy  valour,  and  thy  heart, — thou  art  a  traitor : 
False  to  thy  gods,  thy  brother,  and  thy  father ; 
Conspirant  'gainst  this  high  illustrious  prince ; 
And,  from  the  cxtrcraest  upward  of  thy  head, 
To  the  descent  and  dust  beneath  thy  feet, 
A  most  toad-spotted  traitor.  Say  thou,  No, 
This  sword,  this  arm,  and  my  best  spirits,  are 

bent 
To  prove  upon  thy  heart,  whereto  I  speak 
Thou  liest. 

Edm.  In  wisdom,  I  should  ask  thy  name  ;t 
But,  since  thy  outside  looks  so  fair  and  war- 
like, [breathes, 
And  that  thy  tongue  some  'sayi  of  breeding 
What  safe  and  nicely  I  might  well  delay 
By  rule  of  knighthood,  I  disdain  and  spurn  : 
Back  do  I  toss  these  treasons  to  thy  head  ; 
With  the  hell-hated  lie  o'erwhelm  thy  heart ; 
Which,  (for  they  yet  glance  by,  and  scarcely 
bruise,)  [way, 
This  sword  of  mine  shall  give  them  instant 
Where  they  shall  rest  for  ever. — Trumpets, 
speak. 
[_Alarum^. —  They  fight. — Edmund  falls. 
Alb.  O  save  him,  save  him  ! 
Gon.  This  is  mere  practice,^  Gloster : 
By  the  law  of  arms,  thou  wast  not  bound  to 

answer 
An  unknown  opposite ;    thou  art  not  van- 
But  cozen'd  and  beguil'd.  [quish'd, 

Alb.  Shut  your  mouth,  dame. 
Or  with  this  paper  shall  I  stop  it : — Hold,  Sir: — 
Thou  worse  than  any  name,  read  thine  own 

evil : — 
JN^o  tearing,  lady ;  I  perceive,  you  know  it. 

[GJi'cs  the  letter  to  Edmund. 

Gon.  Say,  if  I  do ;  the  laws  are  mine,  not 

Who  shall  arraign  me  for't  ?  [thine  : 

Alb.  Most  monstrous! 
Know'st  thou  this  paper  ? 

Go7i.  Ask  me  not  what  I  know. 


That  with  the  pain  of  death  we'd  hourly  die, 
Rather  than  die  at  once  !  taught  me  to  shift 
Into   a  madman's  rags;  to  assume  a  sem^ 

blance 
That  very  dogs  disdain'd:  and  In  this  habit 
Met  I  my  father  with  his  bleeding  rings, 
Their  precious  stones  new  lost ;  because  his 
guide,  [despair; 

Led  him,   begg'd  for  him,  sav'd  him   from 
Never  (O  fault !)  reveal'd  myself  unto  him, 
Until  some  half  hour  past,  when  I  was  arm'd, 
Not  sure,  though  hoping,  of  this  good  success, 
1  ask'd  his  blessing,  and  from  first  to  last 
Told   him   my  pilgrimage :    But   his    flaw'd 

heart, 
(Alack,  too  weak  the  conflict  to  support !) 
'Twixttwo  extremes  of  passion,  joy  and  grief, 
Burst  smilingly. 

Edm.  Tills  speech  of  yours  hath  mov'd  me. 
And  shall,  perchance,   do  good:  but  speak 

you  on ; 
You  look  as  you  had  something  moi'e  to  say. 

Alb.  If  there  be  moi'e,more  woeful,  hold  it 
For  I  am  almost  ready  to  dissolve,  [in  ; 

Hearing  of  this. 

Edg.  This  would  have  seem'd  a  period 
To  such  as  love  not  sorrow ;  but  another. 
To  amplify  too  much,  would  make  much  more. 
And  top  extremity.  [man, 

Whilst  I  was  big  in  clamour,  came  there  a 
Who  having  seen  me  in  my  worst  estate, 
Shunn'dmyabhorr'd  society;  butthen, finding 
Who  'twas  that  so  endur'd,   with  his  strong 

arms 
He  fasten'd  on  my  neck,  and  bellow'd  out 
As  he'd  burst  heaven ;  threw  him  on  my  fa- 
ther ; 
Told  the  most  piteous  tale  of  Lear  and  him. 
That  ever  earreceiv'd;  which  in  recounting 
His  grief  grew  puissant,  and  the  strings  of  life 


Alb.  Go  after  her :  she's  desperate  ;  govern 
her.      [  To  an  Officer,  who  goes  out. 

Edm.  What  you  have  charg'd  me  with,  that 
have  I  done ;  [out; 

And  more,  much  more  :  the  time  will  bring  it 
'lis  past,  and  so  am  I ;  But  what  art  thou. 
That  hast  this  fortune  on  me?  If  thou  art  noble, 
I  do  forgive  thee. 

Edg.  Let's  exchange  charity. 
I  am  no  less  in  blood  than  thou  art,  Edmund  ; 
If  more,  the  more  thou  hast  wrong'd  me. 
My  name  is  Edgar,  and  thy  father's  son. 
The  gods  are  just,  and  of  our  pleasant  vices 
Make  instruments  to  scourge  us  : 
The  dark  ajid  vicious  place  where  thee  he  got, 
Cost  him  his  eyes. 

Edm.  Thou  hast  spoken  right,  'tis  true  ; 
The  wheel  is  come  full  circle  ;  I  am  here. 

Alb.  Methought,  thy  very  gait  did  prophesy 
A  royal  nobleness  : — I  must  embrace  thee 
Let  sorrow  split  my  heart,  if  ever  I 
Did  hate  thee,  or  thy  father  ! 

Edg.  Worthy  prince, 
I  know  it  well. 

Alb.  Where  have  you  hid  yourself  ?    [ther? 
How  have  you  known  the  miseries  of  your  fa- 

Edg.  By  nursingthem,  my  lord.— ListH  abrief 
tale; 

*  Notwithstandingf. 
t  Beceuse  if  his  adversary  was  not  of  equal  rank,  Ed- 
mund mig-ht  have  declined  the  combat. 
t  Sample.  ^  Stratagem.  |i  Hear 


{^Exit  GoNERiL.  Began  to   crack :    Twice   then   the   trumpet 


sounded. 
And  there  I  left  him  tranc'd. 
.4Z&.  But  who  was  this  ? 
Edg.  Kent,  Sir,  the  banish'd  Kent;  who  in 
disguise 
Follow'd  his  enemy  king,  and  did  him  service 
Improper  for  a  slave. 

Enter  a  Gentleman  hastily,  with  a  blood)/ 
Knife. 

Gent.  Help!  help!  O  help.' 

Edg.  What  kind  of  help? 

Alb.  Speak,  man. 

Edg.  What  means  that  bloody  knife  ? 

Gent.  'Tis  hot,  it  smokes; 
It  came  even  from  the  heart  of — 

Alb.  Who,  man?  speak. 

Gent.  Your  lady.  Sir,  your  lady;  and  her 
By  her  is  poisoned  ;  she  confesses  it.      [sister 

Edm.  I  was  contracted  to  them  both  ;  all 
Now  marry  in  an  instant.  [three 

Alb.  Produce  their  bodies,  be  they  alive  or 
dead ! — 
This  judgement  of  the  heavens,  that  makes  U3 

tremble, 
Touches  us  not  with  pity.    [^Exit  Gentleman. 

Enter  Kent. 

Edg.  Here  comes  Kent,  Sir. 

Alb.  O  !  it  is  he. 
The  time  will  not  allow  the  compliment. 
Which  very  manners  urges. 
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Kent.  I  am  come 
To  bid  my  king  and  master  aye*   good  night ; 
Is  he  not  here  ? 

Alb.  Great  thing  of  us  foi-got ! — 
Speak,  Edmund,  where'sthe  king?  andwhere's 

Cordelia  ? — 
See'st  thou  this  object,  Kent  ? 

[  The  Bodies  o/Goneril  and  Regan 
are  brought  in. 
Kent.    Alack,  why  thus  ? 
Edm.  Yet  Edmund  was  belov'd  : 
The  one  the  other  poison'd  for  my  sake, 
And  after  slew  herself. 

Alb.  Even  so  — Cover  their  faces. 
Edm.  I  pant  for  life : — Some  good  I  mean  to 
do, 
Despite  of  mine  own  nature.    Quickly  send, — 
Be  brief  in  i1, — to  the  castle  ;  for  my  writ 
Is  on  the  life  of  Lear,  and  on  Cordelia  : — 
Nay,  send  in  time. 
Alb.  Run,  run,  O,  run — 
Edg.  To  who,  my  lord  ? — Who  has  the  of- 
fice ?  send 
Thy  token  of  reprieve. 

Edm.  Well  thought  on  ;  take  my  sword, 
Give  it  the  captain. 

Alb.  Hastethee,  for  thy  life.     [Exrf.  Edgar. 
Edm.  He  hath    commission  from  thy  wife 
and  me 
To  hang  Cordelia  in  the  prison,  and 
To  lay  ihe  blame  upon  her  own  despair. 
That  she  forbid  herself.t 
Alb.   The  gods  defend  her  !  Bear  him  hence 
awhile. 


Kent.  If  fortune  brag  of  two  she  lov'd  and 
One  of  them  we  behold.  [hated, 

Lear.  This  is  a  dull  sight:  Are  you  not 
Kent? 

Kent.  The  same  ;  [Gains  ? 

Your  servant  Kent:   Where  is  your  servant 

Lear.  He's  a  good  fellow,  I  can  tell  you 

that ;  [rotten. 

He'll  strike,  and  quickly  too  : — He's  dead  and 

Kent.  No,  my  good  lord ;  I  am  the  very 
man  ; — . 

Lear.  I'll  see  that  straight. 

Kent.  That,  from  your  first  of  difference  and 
Have  foUow'd  your  sad  steps.  [decay, 

Lenr.   You  are  welcome  hither. 

Kent.  Nor  no  man  else:  all's  cheerless,  dark, 
and  deadly. —  [selves. 

Your  eldest  daughters  have  fore-doom'd  them- 
And  desperately  are  dead. 

Lear.  Ay,  so  I  think. 

Alb.   He  knows  not  what  he  says 


That  we  present  us  to  him. 
Edg.  Very  bootless.* 


and  vain 
[it  is 


Enter  Lear,  with  Cordelia  Dead  in  his  Arms; 
Edgar,  Officer,  and  others. 

Lear.  Howl,  howl,  howl,  howl ! — 0,  youare 
men  of  stones  ; 
Had  I  your  tongues  and  eyes,  I'd  use  them  so 


Enter  an  Officer. 
Off.   Edmund  is  dead,  my  lord. 
Alb.  That's  but  a  trifle  here.— 
You  lords,  and  noble  friends,  know  our  intent. 
What  comfort  to  this  great  decayt  may  come, 
Shall  be  applied  :  For  us,  we  will  resign, 
During  the  life  of  this  old  majesty, 
To  him  our  absolute  power  : — You,  to  your 
^»....  ......  ..^...-^  rights;  [To  Edgar  «7!d  Kent. 

[Edmund "rrfconi'ro^'^Vith  boot,|  and  suchaddition§  asyourhonours 
'Have  more  than  merited. — All  friends  shall 


taste 
The  wages  of  their  virtue,  and  all  foes 
The  cup  of  their  deservings. — 0,  see,  see  ! 
Lear.  And  my  poor  foolU  is  hang'd  !  No,  no, 

no  life ; 


That  heaven's  vault  should  crack: — O,   she  is  Why  should  a  dog,  ahorse,  a  rat,  have  life, 


gone  for  ever ! 
I  know  when  one  is  dead,  and  when  one  lives; 
She's   dead  as  earth  :— ^Lend  me   a  looking- 
glass  ; 
If  that  her  breath  will  mist  or  stain  the  stone, 
Why,  then  she  lives. 
Kent.   Is  this  the  promis'd  end  U 
Edg.  Or  image  of  that  horror  ? 
.^Ib.  Fall,  and  cease  !$ 
Lear,  This  feather  stirs  ;   she  lives  !  if  it  be 
so. 
It  is  a  chance  that  does  redeem  all  sorrows 
That  ever  I  have  felt. 


And  thou  no  breath  at  all  ?  0,  thou  wilt  come 

no  more. 
Never,  never,  never,  never,  never ! — 
Pray  you,  undo  this  button:  Thank  you,  Sir. — 
Do  you  see  this  ?  Look  on  her, — look, — her 

lips, — 
Look  there,  look  there  ! —  IHe  dies. 

Edg.  He  faints  !— My  lord,  my  lord,— 
Kent.  Break,  heart ;  I  pr'ythee,  break  ! 
Edg.  Look  up,  my  lord. 
Kent.  Vex  not  his  ghost :  0,  let  hira  pass  !1[ 
he  hates  him. 
That  would  upon  the  rack  of  this  tough  world 


Kent.   O  my  good  master  !  [X»ieeZing.  Stretch  him  oiit  longer. 

I     Edg.  0,  he  is  gone,  indeed. 
,  your  friend.  j     Kent    The  wonder  is,  he  hath  endur'd  so 

Lear.  A  plague  upon  you,  murderers,  trai-iHe  but  usurp'd  his  life.  [Ion 


Lear.  Pr'ythee,  away. 
Edg.   'Tis  noble  Kent, 


tors  all  .'  [ever  ! — 

I  might  have   sav'd  her  ;  now  she's  gone  for 
Cordelia,  Cordelia,  stay  a  little.     Ha  • 
What  is't  thousay'st? — Her  voice  was  ever 

soft. 
Gentle,   and  low  ;  an  excellent  thing  in  wo- 
1  kiU'd  the  slave  that  was  a  hanging  thee. 
Off.  'Tisjtrue,  my  lords,  he  did. 
Lear.   Did  I  not,  fellow  ?  [chion 


Alb.  Bear  them  from  hence.— Our  present 
business 
Is  general   woe.     Friends   of  my  soul,  you 
twain  [  To  Lent  and  Edgar. 

[man  : — JRule  in  this  realm,  and  the  gor'd  state  sustain. 
Ke?}t.  I  have  a  journey,  Sir,  shortly  to  go  ; 
My  master  calls,  and  I  must  not  stay,  no. 
Alb.   The  weight  of  this  sad  time  we  must 
obey  ; 


I  have  seen  the  day,  with  my  good  biting  faul-' Speak  what  we  feel,  not  what  we  ought  to  say 
I  would  have  made  them  skip  :  I  am  old  now.lThe  oldest  hath  borne  most:  we,  that  are 
And  these  same   crosses  spoil  me. — Who  are]  young, 

you  ?  [.straight.  Shall  never  see  so  much,  norli%-e  so  long. 

Mine  eyes  are  none  o'the  best : — I'll   tell  you  [Exeunt,  with  a  dead  March. 

*  For  ever.  \  Destroyed  herself. 

J  The  end  of  the  world,  or  the  horrible  circumstances  *  Useless.  \I.e.'Leax.  J  Benefit.        §  Titles, 

preceding  it  ?  I    H  Poor  fool,  in  the  time  of  Shakspeare  was  an  expres- 

§/.c.  Pie;  Albany  spealis  to  Lear,  fsion of  enaearment.  ri>iv. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 

EsCALUS,  Prince  of  Verona.  iAbram,  Servant  to  Montague. 
Paris,  a  young  Nobleman,  Kinsman  to  the  An  Apothecary. 

Prince.  {Three  Musicians. 
Montague,  >  Heads  of  two  Houses,  at  vari-  Chorus.—Boy,  Page    to    Paris — Peter, 

Capulet,      5         since  with  each  other.  Officer. 
An  Old  Man,  Uncle  to  Capulet. 
Romeo,  Son  to  Montague. 


Mercotio,  Kinsman  to  the  Prince,  and  Friend 

to  Romeo. 
Benvqlio,  Nephew  to  Montague,  and  Friend 

to  Romeo. 
Tybalt,  Nephew  to  Lady  Capulet. 
Friar  Lawrence,  a  Franciscan. 
Friar  John,  of  the  same  order. 
Balthazar,  Servant  to  Romeo. 

Grorav;  I  Servants  to  Capulet. 


Lady  Montague,  Wife  to  Montague. 
Lady  Capulet,  Wife  to  Capulet. 
Juliet,  Daughter  to  Capulet. 
Nurse  to  Juliet. 

Citizens  of  Verona  ;  several  Men  and  Women, 
relations  to  both  Houses ;  Maskers,  Guards, 
Watchmen,  and  Attendants. 

Scene,  during  the  greater  part  of  the  Play,  in 
Verona:  once,  in  the  fifth  Act,  at  Mantua, 


PROLOGUE. 

Two  households,  both  alike  in  dignity. 

In  fair  Verona,  where  we  lay  our  scene, 
From  ancient  grudge  break  to  new  mutiny. 
Where  civil  blood  makes  civil  hands  un- 
clean. 
From  forth  the  fatal  loins  of  these  two  foes 
A  pair  of  star-cross'd  lovers  take  their  life  ; 
Whose  raisadventur'd  piteous  overthrows 
Do,  with  their  death,  bury  their  parents' 
strife. 
The  fearful  passage  of  their  death-mark'd  love. 
And  the  continuance  of  their  parents'  rage, 
Which,  but  their  children's  end,  nought  could 
remove, 
Is  now  the  two  hours'  traillc  of  our  stage  ; 
The  which  if  you  with  patient  ears  attend 
What  here  shall  miss,  our  toil   shall  strive  to 
mend. 


ACT  r. 

SCENE  I.— A  public  Place. 

Enter  Sampson  and  Gregory,  armedivlth 

Swords  and  Bucklers. 

Sam-  Gregory,  o'my  word,  we'll  not  carry 

coals.* 
Gre.  No,  for  then  we  should  be  colliers. 
Sam.  I  ipean,  an  we  be  in  choler,  we'll  draw. 
Gre.  Ay,  while  you  live,  draw  your  neck  out 
of  the  collar. 

Sam.  1  strike  quickly,  being  moved. 

*  A  phrase  formed  in  use  lo  signify  tAe  bcarins  in- 
juries' 


Gre.  But  thou  art  not  quickly  moved  to 

strike. 
Sam-  A  dog  of  the  house  of  Montague  moves 

me. 
Gre.  To  move,  is — to  stir;  and  to  be  vialant, 
is — to  stand  to  it ;  therefore,  if  thou  art  mov'd, 
tiiou  run'st  away. 

Sam.  A  dog  of  that  house  shall  move  me  to 
stand  ;  I  will  take  the  wall  of  any  man  or  maid 
of  Montague's. 

Gre.  That  shows  thee  a  weak  slave  ;  for  the 
weakest  goes  to  the  wall. 

Sam.  True ;  and  therefore  women,  being  the 
weaker  vessels,  are  ever  thrust  to  the  wall : — 
therefore  I  will  push  Montague's  men  fromthe 
wall,  and  thrust  his  maids  to  (he  wall. 

Gre.  the  quarrel  is  between  our  masters, 
and  us  their  men. 

Sam-  'Tls  all  one,  I  will  show  myself  a  tyrant; 
when  I  liave  fought  with  tlie  men,  I  will  be 
cruel  with  the  maids  ;  I  will  cut  off  their 
heads. 

Gre.  The  heads  of  the  maids  ? 
Sam.  Ay,  the  heads  of  the  maids,  or  their 
maideniieads  ;take  it  in  what  sense  thou  wilt. 
Gre.   They  must  take  it  in  sense,  that  feel 
it. 

Sam.  Me  they  shall  feel,  while  I  am  able  to^ 
stand  :  and,  'tis  know,  1  am  a  pretty  piece  of 
flesh. 

Gre.  'Tis  well,  thou  art  not  fish  :  if  thou 
liadst,  thou  hadstbeen  poor  John.*  Draw  thy 
tool ;  here  comes  two  of  the  house  of  the  Mon- 
tagues.t 

*  Poor  John  is  hake,  dried  and  salted. 
t  The  disregard  of  coucord  is  in  cliaractw 
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Jld  I 


Enter  Abram  and  Belthasar. 


Sam.  My  naked  weapon  is  out :  quarrel,  I 
will  back  thee. 

Gre.  How  ?  turn  thy  back,  and  run  ? 

Sam.  Fear  me  not. 

Gre.  No,  marry  :  I  fear  thee ! 

Sam.  Let  us  take  the  law  of  our  sides  ;  let 
them  begin. 

Gre.  I  will  frown,  as  I  pass  by ;  and  let  them 
take  it  as  they  list. 

Sam.  Nay,  as  they  dare.  I  will  bite  my 
thumb  at  them  ;  which  is  a  disgrace  to  them 
if  they  bear  it. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir  ? 

Sam.  I  do  bite  my  thumb,  Sir. 

Abr.  Do  you  bite  your  thumb  at  us,  Sir? 

Sam.  Is  the  law  on  our  side,  if  I  say— ay .' 

Gre.  No. 

Sam.  No,  Sir,  I  do  not  bite  my  thumb  at  you. 
Sir  ;  but  T  bite  my  thumb.  Sir. 

Gre.  Do  you  quarrel,  Sir? 

Mr.  Quarrel,  Sir  ?  no,  Sir  ? 

Sam.  If  you  do.  Sir,  I  am  for  you  ;  I  serve 
as  good  a  man  as  you. 

Abr.  No  better. 

Sam.  Well,  Sir. 

Enter  Benvolio,  al  a  Distance. 

Gre.  Say — better  ;  here  comes  one  of  my 
master's  kinsmen. 

Sam.  Yes,  better,  Sir. 
*  Mr.  You  lie. 

Sam.  Draw,  if  you  be  men. — Gregory,  re 
member  thy  swashing  blow.  {They  fight 

Ben.  Part,  fools ;  put  up  your  3words  ;  you 
know  not  what  you  do. 

[Beats  down  their  Swords^ 

Enter  Tybalt. 

Tyb.  What,  art   thou  drawn  among  these 
heartless  hinds  ? 
Turn  thee,  Benvolio,  look  upon  thy  death. 
Ben.   I  do  but  keep  the  peace  ;  put  up  thy 
sword. 
Or  manage  it  to  part  these  men  with  me. 
Tyb.    What,  drawn,  and  talk  of  peace .'   I 
hate  the  word, 
As  I  h^te  hell,  all  Montagues,  and  thee  : 
Have  at  thee, coward.  [They fight. 

Enter  several  Parlizam  of  bath  Houses, who  join 
the  Fray  ;  then  enter  Citizens  with  Clubs. 

I  at.  Clubs,*  bills,  and  partizans  !  strike ' 
beat  tliPin  down  !  [tagues  ! 

Down  with  the  Capulets  !  down  with  the  Mon- 
Enter  Capulet,  in  his  Goivn;  and  Lady 
Capulet. 

Cap.   What  noise  isthis  .' — Give  me  my  long 

sword,  ho  ? 
La  Cap.  A  crutch,  a  crutch  I — Why  call  you 

for  a  sword  ? 
Cap.  My  sword,  I  say! — Old  Montague  is 
And  flourishes  his  blade  in  spite  of  me.  [come, 
Enter  Montague,  ojirf  Lady  Montague. 
Mon.   Thou  villain,  Capulet, — Hold  me  not, 

let  me  go. 
La  Mon.  Thou  shalt  not  stir  one  foot  to  seek 
a  foe. 
Enter  Prince,  toith  Attendants. 

Piin.  Rebellious  subjects,  enemies  to  peace, 
Profaners  of  this  neighbour-stained  steel, — 

*  Clubs  !  was  the  usual  exclamation  at  as  affray  in  the 
EtreetSj  ag  we  oow  call  Watcb '. 


Will  they  not  hear  ? — what  ho  !  you  men,  you 

beasts, — 
That  quench  the  fire  of  your  pernicious  ra^ie 
With  purple  fountains  issuing  from  your  veins, 
On  pain  of  torture,  from  those  bloody  hands 
Throw  your   mistemper'd*   weapons  to   the 

ground, 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  your  moved  prince. — 
Three  civil  brawls,  bred  of  an  airy  werd, 
By  thee,  old  Capulet  and  Montague, 
Have  thrice  disturb'd  the  quiet  of  our  streets ; 
And  made  Verona's  ancient  citizens 
Cast  by  their  grave  beseeming  ornaments, 
To  wield  old  partizans,  in  hands  as  old, 
Canker'd  with  peace,to  part  your  canker'd  hate: 
If  ever  you  disturb  our  streets  again. 
Your  lives  shall  pay  the  forfeit  of  the  peace. 
For  this  time,  all  the  rest  depart  away; 
You,  Capulet,  shall  go  along  with  me  ; 
And,  Montague,  come  you  this  afternoon, 
To  know  our  further  pleasure  in  this  case. 
To  old  Free-town,  our  common  judgement* 

place. 
Once  more,  on  pain  of  death,  all  men  depart, 
[Exeunt  ?B.isc-E.,and  Attendants;  Capulet 
Lady    Capulet,    Tybalt,   Citizens, 
and  Servants. 
Mon.  Who   set  this  ancient  quarrel  new 

abroach  ? 
Speak,  nephew,  were  you  by  when  it  began  ? 
Ben.  Here  were  the  servants  of  your  adver- 

saiy, 
And  yours,  close  fighting  ere  I  did  approach : 
I  drew  to  part  them  ;  in  the  instant  came 
The  fiery  Tybalt,  with  his  sword  prepar'd ; 
Which,  as  he  breath'd  defiance  to  my  ears. 
He  swung  about  his  head,  and  cut  the  wind?, 
Who,  nothing  hurt  withal,  hiss'd  him  in  scorn : 
While  we    were   interchanging  thrusts  and 

blows,  [part, 

Came  more  and  more,  and  fought  on  part  and 
Till  the  prince  came,  who  parted  either  part. 
La.  Mon.  O,  where  is  Romeo  ? — saw  you  him 

to-day  ? 
Right  glad  I  am,  he  was  not  at  this  fray. 
Ben.  Madam,  an  hour  before  the  worshipp'd 

sun, 
Peer'dt  forth  the  golden  window  of  the  east, 
A  troubled  mind  drave  me  to  walk  abroad ; 
Where, — underneath  the  grove  of  sycamore, 
That  westward  rooteth  from  the  city's  side, — 
So  early  walking  did  I  see  your  son  : 
Towards  him  I  made  :  but  he  was  'ware  of  me. 
And  stole  into  the  covert  of  the  wood : 
I,  measuring  his  affections  by  my  own, — 
That  most  are   busied  when  they  are  most 

alone, — 
Pursu'd  my  humour,  not  pursuing  his, 
And  gladly  shunn'd  who  gladly  fled  from  me, 
J\Ion.  Many  a  morning  hath  he  there  been 

seen,  [dew, 

With  tears  augmenting  the   fresh  morning's 
Adding  to  clouds  more  clouds  with  his  deep 
But  all  so  soon  as  the  all-cheering  sun  [sighs  : 
Should  in  the  furthest  east  begin  to  draw 
The  shady  curtains  from  Aurora's  bed, 
Away  from  light  steals  home  my  heavy  son, 
And  private  in  his  chamber  pens  himself; 
Shuts  up  his  windows,  locks  fair  daylight  out. 
And  makes  himself  an  artificial  night: 
Black  and  portentous  must  this  humour  prove, 
Unless  good  counsel  may  the  cause  remove. 
Ben.  My  noble  uncle,  do  you  know  the 

cause  ? 
Mon.  I  neither  know  it,  norcan  learn  of  him. 


Ansry. 


t  Appeared. 
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Be7i.  Have  you  iiuportun'd  him  by  any  means?  I 
Mon.    Both   by    myself,   and    many  otlierj 
friends : 
But  he,  his  own  allection's  counsellor, 
Is  to  himself — I  will  not  say,  how  true — 
But  to  himself  so  secret  and  so  close. 
So  far  from  sounding  and  discovery, 
As  is  the  bud  bit  with  an  envious  worm. 
Ere  he  can  spread  his  sweet  leaves  to  the  air, 
Or  dedicate  his  l)eauty  to  the  sun.  [grow 

Cuuld  we  but  learn  from  whence  his  sorrow; 
A\'e  would  as  willingly  give  cure,  as  know. 
Enter  Rojieo,  at  a  dUtance. 
Ben.  See,  where  he  comes  ;  So  please  you, 
step  aside ; 
I'll  know  his  grievance,  or  be  much  denied. 
Mon.  I  would,  thou  wert  so  happy  by  tliy 
stay, 
To  hear  true  shrift, — come, madam, let'saway. 
JiExeuni  Montague  and  Lady. 
Ben.  Good  morrow,  cousin. 
Eom.  Is  the  day  so  young  ? 
Ben.  But  new  struck  nine. 
Koin.  Ail  me  !  sad  hours  seem  long. 
Was  that  my  father  that  went  hence  so  fast  ? 
JBe?i.    It   was; — What    sadness     lengthens 

Romeo's  hours? 
flom.  Not  having  that,  which  having,  makes 

them  short. 
Be7i.  In  love  ? 
Rom.  Out — 
Ben.  Of  love  ? 

Rom.  Out  of  her  favour,  where  I  am  in  love. 
Ben.  Alas,  that  love,  so  gentle  in  his  view, 
Should  be  so  tyrannous  and  rough  in  proof ! 
Rom.  Alas,  that  love,  whose  view  is  muffled 
still, 


Should,  without  eyes,  see  pathways  to  his  will ! 
Where  shall  we  dine.^ — O  me! — What  fray 

was  here  ? 
Yet  tell  me  not,  for  I  have  heard  it  all. 
Here's  much  to  do  with  hate,  but  more  witli 

love : — 
Why,  then,  O  brawling  love !  0  loving  hate  ! 
O  any  thing,  of  nothing  (irst  create  ! 
O  heavy  lightness  !    serious  vanity  ! 
Rlis-shapen  cliaos  of  well-seeming  forms! 
Feather  of  lead,  bright  smoke,  cold  fire,  sick 

health ! 
Still-waking  sleep,  that  is  not  what  it  is ! — 
This  love  feel  I,  that  feel  no  love  in  this. 
Dost  thou  not  laugh  ? 

Ben.  No,  coz,  I  rather  weep- 

Rom.  Good  heart,  at  what? 

Ben.  At  thy  good  heart's  oppression. 

Rom.  Why,  such  is  love's  transgression. — 
Griefs  of  mine  own  lie  heavy  in  ni)'  breast ; 
^Vfaich  thou  wilt  propagate,  to  have  it  press'd 
With  more  of  thine  ;  this  love,  that  thou  hast 

shown. 
Doth  add  more  grief  to  too  much  of  mine  own. 
Love  is  a  smoke  rais'd  with  the  fume  of  sighs  ; 
Being  purg'd,  a  fire  sparkling  in  a  lover's  eyes; 
Being  vex'd,  a  sea  nourish, d  with  lover's  tears: 
What  is  it  else  ?  a  madiiess  most  discreet, 
A  choking  gall,  and  a  preserving  sweet. 
Farewell,  my  coz.  [Going. 

Ben.  Soft,  I  will  go  along ; 
And  if  you  leave  me  so,  you  do  me  wrong. 

P^m.  Tut,  I  have  lost  myself;  I  am  not 
here ; 
This  is  not  Romeo,  he's  some  other  where. 

jBen.  Tell  me  in  sadness,*  who  she  is  you 
love. 


^'ci.  II, 


'  In  ^eriousfie; 


Rom.  What,  shall  I  groan,  and  tell  thee  ? 
Ben.   Groan  ?  why,  no  ; 
i  But  sadly  tell  me,  who. 
!     Rom.  Bid  a  sick  man  in  sadness  make  his 

will  :— 
I  Ah,  word  ill  urg'd  to  one  that  is  so  ill  !— 
{In  sadness,  cousin,  I  do  Iovb  a  woman. 

Ben.  I  aim'd  so  near,  when  1  suppos'd  you 

lov'd. 
Rom.  A  right  good  marksman! — And  she's 

fair  I  love. 
Ben.   A  right  fair  mark,  fair  coz,  is  soonest 

hit. 
Rom.  A  Veil,  in  that  hit,  you  mis:   she'll  not 
be  hit 
With  Cupid's  arrrow,  she  hath  Dian's  wit ; 
And,  in  strong  proof  of  chastity  well  arm'd, 
From   love's  weak  childish  bow  she  lives  un^ 

harm'd. 
She  will  not  stay  the  siege  of  loving  terms, 
I  Nor  bide  th'  encounter  of  assailing  eyes. 
Nor  ope  her  lap  to  saint-seducing  gold  : 
O.  she  is  rich  in  beauty  ;  only  poor,         [store. 
That,  when  she  dies,   with  beauty   dies  her 
Ben.  Then  she  hath  sworn,  that  she  will  still 

live  chaste  .' 
Ram.   She  hath,  and  in  that  sparing  makes 
huge  waste  ; 
For  beauty,  starv'd  with  her  severity, 
Cuts  beauty  oil' from  all  posterity. 
She  is  too  fair,  too  wise  ;   wisely  too  fair, 
To  merit  b!i.ss  by  making  me  despair : 
She  hath  forsworn  to  love  ;  and,  in  that  vow, 
Do  1  live  dead,  that  live  to  tell  it  now. 
Ben.  Be  rul'd  by  me,  forget  to  think  of  her. 
Rom.  O,   teach  me  how  I  should  forget  to 

think. 
Ben.  By  giving  liberty  unto  thine  eyes  ; 
Examine  other  beauties. 

Rom.    'Tis  the  v/ay 
To  call  hers,  exquisite,  in  question  more  : 
These   happy    masks,    that    kiss   fair    ladies' 

brows, 
Being  black,  put  us  in  mind  they  hide  the  fair ; 
He,  that  is  slrucken  blind,  cannot  forget 
The  precious  treasure  of  his  eyesight  lost : 
Show  me  a  mistress  that  is  passing  fair, 
Wliat  dotli  her  beauty  serve,*  but  as  a  note 
Where   I  may  read,  who  pass'd  that  passing 

fair  1. 
Farewell ;  thou  canst  not  teach  me  to  forget. 
Ben.  I'll  pay  that  doctrine,  or  else   die  in 
debt.  [Exeunt. 

SCEJ^E  II.— A  Street. 
Enter  Capulet,  Paris,  and  Servant. 
Cap.  And  ?iIontague  is  bound  as  well  as  I, 
In  penalty  alilcc:  and  'tis  not  hard,  1  think, 
For  men  so  old  as  we  to  keep  the  peace. 

Par.  Of  honourable  reckoningt  are  you  both ; 
And  pity  'tis,  you  liv'd  at  odds  so  long. 
But  now,  my  lord,  what  say  you  to  my  suit.' 
Cap.  But  saying  o'er  what  I  have  said  be- 
fore : 
My  child  is  yet  a  stranger  in  the  world. 
She  hath  not  seen  the  change  of  fourteen  years; 
Let  two  more  summers  wither  in  their  pride, 
Ere  we  may  think  her  ripe  to  be  a  bride. 
Par.  Younger  than  she  are  happy  mothers 

made. 
Cap,  And  too  soon  marr'd  are  those  so  early- 
made. 
The  earth  hath  swallow'd  all  my  hopes  but  she, 
She  is  the  hopeful  lady  of  ray  earlu  : 

*  /.  f.  What  end  does  it  answer  ? 
t  Account,  estimiition. 
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But  woo  her,  gentle  Paris,  get  her  heart, 

My  will  to  her  consent  is  but  a  part ; 

An  she  agree,  within  her  scope  of  choice 

Lies  my  consent  and  fair  according  voice. 

This  night  I  hold  an  old  accustom'd  feast. 

Whereto  I  have  invited  many  a  guest. 

Such  as  I  love  ;  and  you,  among  the  store,  jServ.   To  supper;  to  our  house 

One  more,  most  welcome,  makes  my  number— 'iJom.  Whose  house? 


more.  (/ 

At  my  poor  house,  look  to  behold  this  rjwht 
Earth-treading   stars,  that  make  dark  Jiesfven 

light :  ^^ 

Such  comfort,  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 
When  well-appareird  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  winter  treads,  even  such  delight 
Among  fresh  female  huds  shall  you  this  night 
Inherit*  at  my  house  ;  hear  all,  all  see, 
And  like  her  most,  whose  merit  most  shall  be : 
Such,  amongst  view  of  many,  mine,  being  one, 
May  stand  in  number,  though  in  reckoningi 

none. 
Come,  go  with  me  ; — Go,  Sirrah,  trudge  about 
Through  fair  Verona :  find  those  persons  out 
Whose  names  are  written  there,  [_Gives  a  Pa 

per.']  and  to  them  say. 
My  house  and  welcome  on  their^jleasurestay. 
[^Exeunt  Capulet  and  Paris. 
Serv.  Find  them  out,  whose  names  are  writ- 
ten here  ?  It  is  written  —that  the  shoemaker 
should  meddle  with  his  yard,  and  the  tailor 
with  his  last,  the  fisher  with  his  pencil,  and 
the  painter  with  his  nets :  but  I  am  sent  to 
find  those  persons,  whose  names  are  here  writ, 
and  can  never  find  what  names  the  writing 
person  hath  here  writ.  I  must  to  the  learned 
—In  good  time. 

Enter  Benvolio  and  Romeo. 

Ben.  Tut,  man  !  one  fire  burns  out  another's 

burning, 
One  pain  is  lessen'd  by  another's  anguish  ; 
Turn  giddy,  and  be  holp  by  backward  turning ; 
One  desperate  grief   cures  with  another's 
languish  : 
Take  thou  some  new  infection  to  thy  eye, 
And  the  rank  poison  of  th'  old  will  die. 
Rom.  Your  plantain  leaf  is  excellent  for 

that. 
Ben.  For  what,  I  pray  thee  ? 
Rom.  For  your  broken  sliin. 
Ben.  Why,  Romeo,  art  thou  mad  ? 
Rom.  Not  mad,  but  bound  more  than  a  mad- 
man is: 
Shut  up  in  prison,  kept  without  my  food, 
Whipp'd,   and    tormented,  and — Good-e'en, 
good  fellow 
Serv.  God  gi'  good  e'en, — I  pray.  Sir,  can 
you  read  ? 

Rom.  Ay,  mine  own  fortune  in  my  misery 
Serv.  Perhaps  you  have  learn'd  it  without 
book : 
But  I  pray,  can  you  read  any  thing  you  see 
Rom.  Ay,  if  I  know  the  letters,  and  the  lan- 
guage. 
Serr.  Ye  say  honestly  ;  Rest  you  merry  ! 
Rom.  Stay,  fellow  ;  1  can  read.  [Reads 

Signior  Martina,  and  his  wife,  and  daughters; 
County  Anselme,  and  his  beauteous  sisters ;  The 
lady  widow  of  Vitruvio  ;  Signior  Placentio,  and 
his  lovely  nieces;  Mercutio,  and  his  brother  Va- 
lentine; Mine  uncle  Capulet,  his  wife,  anddaugh 
ters;  My  fair  niece  Rosaline ;   Livia;    Sig7iior 

*  To  inherit,  in  the  language  of  Shakspeare  is  topos- 
'*««»•  t  Estimation. 


[Act  I 


Valentio,  and  his  cousin  Tybalt;  Lucio,  and  the 
lively  Helena. 

A  fair  assembly;  [Gives  back  the  Note."] 

Whither  should  they  come  ? 

Serv.  Up. 

Eo7n.  Whither? 


Serv.  My  master's 

Rom.  Indeed,  I  should  have  asked  you  that 

before, 
Serv.  Now  I'll  tell  you  without  asking :  My 
master  is  the  great  rich  Capulet ;  and  if  jou  be 
not  of  the  house  of  Montagues,  I  pray,  come 
and  crush  a  cup  of  wine*     Rest  you  merry  ! 

[Exit. 
Ben.  At  this  same  ancient  feast  of  Capulet's 
Sups  the  fair  Rosaline,  whom  thou  so  lov'st; 
With  all  the  admired  beauties  of  Verona  : 
Go  thither  ;  and,  with  unattainted  eye. 
Compare  her  face  with  some  that  I  shall  show. 
And  I  will  make  thee  think  thy  swan  a  crow. 
Rom.  When  the  devout  religion  of  mine  eye 
Maintains  such  falsehood,  then  turn  tears  to 
fires!  [die, — 

And  these, — who,  often  drown'd,  could  never 

Transparent  heretics,  be  burnt  for  liars  ! 
One  fairer  than  my  love  !  th'  all-seeing  sun 
Ne'er  saw  her  match,  since  first  the  world  be- 
gun. 
Ben.  Tut!  you  saw  her  fair,  none  else  be- 
ingby, 
Herself  pois'dt  with  herself  in  either  eye : 
But  in   tliose   crystal    scales,    let    there    be 

weigh'd 
Your  lady  s  love  against  some  other  maid 
That  I  will  show  you.  shining  at  this  feast, 
And  she  shall   scanty   show  well,  that  now 
shows  best. 
Rom.  I'll  go  along,    no  such   sight  to  be 
shown. 
But  to  rejoice  in  splendour  of  mine  own. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III. — A  Room  in  Capulet's  House. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 

La.  Cap    Nurse,  where's  my  daughter  ?  call 

her  forth  to  me. 

Nurse.  Now,  by  my  maidenhead, — attwelve 

year  old, —  [bird —  ! 

I  bade  her  come. — What,  lamb!  what,  lady- 

God  forbid ! — where'sthis  girl  ? — what,  Juliet  l 

Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  How  now,  who  calls  ? 
Nurse.  Your  mother. 
Jul.  Madiim,  I  am  here, 
What  is  your  will  ? 
La.  Cap.  This  is  the  matter :— Nurse,  give 
leave  awhile,  [again ; 

We  must  talk  in   secret. — Nurse,  come  back 
I  have  remember'd  me,  thou  shalt  hear  our 

counsel. 
Thou  know'st,  my  daughter's  of  a  pretty  age. 
Nurse.  'Faith,  I  can  tell  her  age  unto  an 

hour. 
La.  Cap    She's  not  fourteen. 
J\urse.  I'll  lay  fourteen  of  my  teeth. 
And  yet,  to  my  teen§  be  it  spoken,  I  have  but 

four, — 
She's  not  fourteen  :  How  long  is  it  now 
To  Lammas-tide  ? 

*  We  still  say  in  cant  language— fo  crack  a  lottle. 
t  Weighed,      }  Scarce,  hardly.      §  To  my  scrrow. 
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La.  Cap.  A  fortnight,  and  odd  days. 
Nuree.  Even  or  odd,  of  all  days  in  the  year, 
Come  Lammas-eve  at  night,  shall  she  be  four- 
teen. 
Susan  and  she,— God  rest  all  Christian  souls!— 
Were  of  an  age. — Well,  Susan  is  with  God ; 
She  was  too  good  for  me  ;  Bui,  as  I  said, 
On  Lammas-eve  at  night  shall  she  be  fourteen  ; 
That  shall  she,  marry  ;  I  remember  it  well. 
'Tis  since  the  earthquake  now  eleven  years ; 
And  she  was  wean'd,   1   never  sliall  forget 

it,— 
Of  all  the  days  of  the  year,  upon  that  day: 
For  I  had  then  laid  wormwood  to  my  dug. 
Sitting  in  the  sun  under  the  dove-house  wall, 
My  lord  and  you  were  then  at  Mantua: — 
Nay,  I  do  bear  a  brain  ;* — but, -as  I  said, 
When  it  did  taste  the  wormwood  on  the  nipple 
Of  my  dug,  and  felt  it  bitter,  pretty  fool ! 
To  see  it  techy,  and  fall  out  with  the  dug. 
Shake,  quoth  the  dove-house  :  'twas  no  need, 

I  trow, 
To  bid  me  trudge. 

And  since  that  time  it  is  eleven  years  : 
For  then  she  could  stand  alone ;  nay,  by  the 

roodjt 
She  could  have  run  and  waddled  all  about. 
For  even  the  day  before,  she  broke  her  brow  : 
And  then  my  husband — God  he  with  his  soul ! 
'A  was  a  merry  man ; — took  up  the  cliild  : 
Yea,  quoth  he,  dost  thou  fall  upon  thy  face  ? 
Thouwiltfall  backward,whenthou  hast  more  wit ; 
mil  thou  not,  Jule  ?  and  by  my  holy-dam,t 
The  pretty  wretch  left  crying,  and  said— J.j/  : 
To  see  now,  how  a  jest  shall  come  about  1 
I  warrant,  an  I  should  live  a  thousand  years, 
I  never  should  forget  it ;    Wilt  thou  not,  Jule  ? 

quoth  he : 
And,  pretty  fool,  it  stinted,§  and  said — Ay. 
La.  Cap.  Enough  of  this  :  I  pray  thee,  hold 

thy  peace. 
Nurse.  Yes,  madam ;  Yet  I  cannot  choose 
but  laugh. 
To  think  it  should  leave  ciying,  and  say— ^y  ; 
And  yet,  I  warrant,  it  had  upon  its  brow 
A  bump  as  big  as  a  young  cockrel's  stone  ; 
A  parlous  knock ;  and  it  cried  bitterly. 
Yea,  quoth  my  husband./rt^ri'/  upon  thy  face  .? 
Thou  wilt  fallbackward,  when  thou  corn's!  to  age ; 
Wilt  thou  not,  Jule  ?  it  stinted,  and  &a.id— Ay. 
Jul.  And  stint  thou  too,  I  pray  thee,  nurse, 

saj'  L 
iVitr^e.  Peace,  I  have  done.     God  mark  thee 
to  his  grace  !]! 
Thou  wast  the  prettiest  babe  that  e'er  I  nurs'd 
An  I  might  live  to  see  thee  married  once, 
I  have  my  wish. 

La.  Cap.    Marry,  that   marry  is  the   very 
theme 
I  came  to  talk  of:— Tell  me,  daugliter  Juliet, 
How  stands  your  disposition  to  be  married  ? 
Jul.  It  is  an  honour  that  1  dream  not  of. 
Nurse.  An  honour !   were  not  I  thine  only 
nurse,  [teat. 

I'd  say,  thou  hadst  suck'd  wisdom  from  thy 
La.  Cup.   Well,  think  of  marriage   now ; 
youuger  than  you. 
Here  in  Verona,  ladies  of  esteem, 
'  Are  made  already  mothers  :  by  my  count, 
I  was  your  mother  m\ich  upon  these  years 
That  you  are  now  a  maid.    Thus  then,  in 

brief; — 
The  valiant  Paris  seeks  you  for  his  love. 

*  /.  f .  I  have  a  perfect  remembrance  of  recollection. 
t  The  cross.  t  Holy  dame,  t.  c.  the  blessed  virgin 

§  It  Stopped  crying-.  II  Favour. 


Nurse.    A  man,  young  lady!  lady,  such  a 
man. 
As  all  the  world— Why,  he's  a  man  of  wax,* 

La.  Cap.  Verona's  summer  hath  not  such  a 
flower. 

Nurse.  Nay,  he's  a  flower;  in  faith,  a  very 
flower. 

La.  Cap    What  say  you?  can  you  love  the 
gentleman  ? 
This  night  you  shall  behold  him  at  our  feast: 
Read  o'er  the  volume  of  young  Paris'  face, 
And  find  delight  writ  there  with  beauty's  pen  ; 
Esamine  every  married  lineament. 
And  see  how  one  another  lends  content; 
And  what  obscur'd  in  this  fair  volume  lies. 
Find  written  in  the  margin  of  his  eyes.t 
This  precious  book  of  love,  this  unbound  lover, 
To  beautify  him,  only  lacks  a  cover  ; 
The  fish  lives  in  the  sea  ;t  and  'tis  much  pride, 
For  fair  without  the  fair  within  to  hide  : 
That  book  in  many's  eyes  doth  share  the  glory, 
That  in  gold  clasps  locks  in  the  golden  sto^y-, 
So  shall  you  share  all  that  he  doth  possess, 
By  having  him,  making  yourself  no  less. 

Nurse.  No  less  ?  nay,  bigger;  women  grow 
by  men. 

La.  Cap.  ypeak  briefly,  can  you  like  of  Pa- 
ris' love  ? 

Jul.  I'll  look  to  like,  if  looking  liking  move : 
But  no  more  deep  will  I  endart  mine  eye, 
Than  your  consent  gives  strength  to  make  it  fly. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  Madam,  the  guests  are  come,  supper 
served  up,  you  called,  my  young  lady  asked 
for,  the  nurse  cursed  in  the  pantry,  and  every 
thing  in  extremity.  I  must  hence  to  wait;  I 
beseech  you,  follow  straight. 
La.  Ca;j.  We  follow  thee.— Juliet,  the  county 

stays. 
Nurse.  Go,  girl,  seek  happy  nights  to  happy 
days.  ]Exeunt. 

SCENE  IF.— A  Street. 

Enter  Romeo,  Meiicctio,  Benvolio,  with  fiv6 
or  six  Maskers,  Torch-bearers,  and  others. 

Rom.  What,  shall  this  speech  be  spoke  for 
our  excuse  ? 
Or  shall  we  on  without  apology  ? 

Ben.  The  date  is  out  of  such  prolixity  :§ 
We'll  have  no  Cupid  hood-wink'd^vith  a  scarfT 
Bearing  a  Tartar's  painted  bow  of  lath, 
Scaring  the  ladies  like  a  crow-keeper  ;[| 
i\or  no  without  book  prologue,  faintly  spoke 
After  the  prompter,  for  our  entrance  ; 
But,  let  them  measure  us  by  what  they  will, 
We'll  measure  them  a  measure,1T  and  be  gone. 

Rom.  Give  me  a  torch,* '—I  am  not  for  this 
ambling; 
Being  but  heavy,  I  will  bear  the  light. 

Mer.  Nay,  gentle  Romeo,  we  must  have  you 
dance. 

Rom.  Not  I,  believe  me  :  you  have  dancing 
shoes, 
With  nimble  soles :  I  have  a  soul  of  lead. 
So  stakes  me  to  the  ground,  I  cannot  move. 

*  Well  made,  as  if  he  had  been  modelled  in  wax. 

t  The  comments  on  ancieni  books  were  always  print- 
ed in  the  margin.  .«j  »» 

J  /.  e.  Is  not  yet  caught,  whose  sUin  was  wanted  to 
bind  him. 

&  /.  f.  Long  speeches  are  out  of  fashion. 

II  A  scare-crow,  a  figure  made  up  to  frighten  croWS. 

II  A  dance.  „«,•- 

**  A  torch-bearer  was  a  constant  appendage  xoevtrj 
tro-op  of  maskers. 
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lover;   borrow    Cupid's  O'er  law;^ers'  fingers,  who  straight  dream  on 

fees : 
O'er  la  dies' lips,  who  straight  on  kisses  dream  ; 
AVhich  oft  the  angry  Mab  with  blisters  plagues, 
Because  their  breaths  with  sweetmeats  tainted 


Mer.    You  are 
wings, 
And  soar  with  them  above  a  common  bound. 
Rom.  I  am  too  sore  enpierced  with  his  shaft, 
To  soar  with  his  light  feathers;  and  so  bound, 
I  cannot  bound  a  pitch  above  dull  woe  : 
Under  love's  heavy  burden  do  I  sink. 

Mer.  And,  to  sink  in  it,  should  you  burden 
love  ; 
Too  great  oppression  for  a  tender  thing. 

Rom.  Is  love  a  tender  thing  ?  It  is  too  rough. 
Too  rude,   too  boist'rous ;  and  it  pricks  like 
thorn 


Sometimes  she  gallops  o'er  a  courtier's  nose, 
And  then  dreams  he  of  smelling  out  a  suit  :'* 
And   sometimes   comes  she  with  a  tithe-pig's 

tail. 
Tickling  a  parson's  nose  as  'a  lies  asleep. 
Then  dreams  he  of  another  benefice  : 
Sometimes  she  I'riveth  o'er  a  soldier's  neck, 


Mer.   If  love  be  rough  with  you,   be  rough  j  And  then  dreams  he  of  cutting  foreign  throats, 
with  love  ;  [down. — lOfbreaches,  ambuscadoes,  Spanish  blades. 

Prick  love  for  pricking,   and  you   beat  lovCjOf  healths  five  fathom  deep  ;  and  then  anon 


Give  me  a  case  to  put  my  visage  m 

iPutting  on  a  3Iask. 
A  visor  for  a  visor  ! — what  care  I, 
What  curious  eye  doth  quote*  deformities  ? 
Here  are  the  beetle-brows,  shall  blush  for  me. 

Ben.  Come,  knock,  and  enter;  and  no  sooner 
But  every  masi  betake  him  to  his  legs.         [in, 

Rom.  A  torch  for  me  :  let  wantons,  light  of 
heart. 
Tickle  the  senseless  rushest  with  their  heels  ; 
For  I  am  proverb'd  with  a  grandsire  phrase, — 
I'll  be  a  candle-holder,  and  look  on, — 
SThe  game  was  ne'er  so  fair,  and  I  am  done.t 

Mer.   Tut  !  dun's  the  mouse,  tlie  constable's 
own  word : 
If  thou  art  dun,  we'll  draw  thee  from  the  mire 
Of  this  (save  reverence)  love,  wherein  thou 

stick'st. 
Up  to  the  ears. — Come,  Ave  burn  day-light,  ho. 

Rovi.    Nay,  that's  not  so. 

Mer.   I  mean,  Sir,  in  delay 
We  waste  our  lights  in  vain,  like  lamps  by  day. 
Take  our  good  meaning;  for  our  judgement  sits 
Five  times  in  that,  ere  once  in  our  live  wits. 

Rom.  And  we  mean  well,  in  going  to   this 
But  'tis  no  wit  to  go.  [mask 

Mer.  Why,  may  one  ask  ? 

Rom.  I  dreamt  a  dream  to-night- 

Mer.    And  so  did  I. 

Rom.  Well,  what  was  yours  ? 

Mer.  That  dreamers  often  lie. 

Rom.    In  bed,   asleep,  while  they  do  dream 
things  true. 


Drums  in  his  ear ;   at  which   he  starts,  and 
wakes  ;  [two, 

And,  being  thus  frighted,  sAvears  a  prayer  or 
And  sleeps  again.     This  is  that  very  Mab, 
That  plats  the  manes  of  horses  in  the  night ; 
And  bakes  the  elf-lockst  in  foul  sluggish  hairs, 
Which,    once    untangled,    much    misfortune 

bodies. 
This  is  the  hag,  when  maids  lie  on  their  backs, 
That  presses  them,  and  learns  them  first  to 

bear. 
Making  them  women  of  good  carriage. 
This,  (his  ia  -she — 

Koni.  Peace,  peace,  Mercutio,  peace  ; 
Thou  taik'st  of  nothing. 

Mer.  True,  I  talk  of  dreams  ; 
Which  are  the  children  of  an  idle  brain. 
Begot  of  nothing  but  vain  fantasy  ; 
Which  is  as  thin  of  substance  as  the  air  ; 
And    more   inconstant   than  the   wind,  who 

wooes 
Even  now  the  frozen  bosom  of  the  north, 
And,  being  anger'd,  puffs  away  from  thence, 
Turning  hisface^to  the  dew-dropping  south. 

15672.  This  wind,  you  talk  of,  blows  us  from 
ourselves; 
Supper  is  done,  and  we  shall  come  too  late- 

Rom-  I  fear,  too  early :  for  my  mind  misgives, 
Some  consequence,  yet  hanging  in  the  stars, 
Shall  bitterly  begin  his  fearful  date 
With  this  night's  revels;  and  expire  the  term 
Of  a  despised  life,  clos'd  in  my  breast, 
Bv  some  vile  forfeit  of  untimely  death 


Mer.  O,  then,  I  see,  queen  Mab  hath  been ^ But  He,  that  hath  the  steerage  of  my  course. 


with  you. 

She  is  the  fairies'  midwife ;  and  she  comes 
In  shape  no  bigger  than  an  agate-stone 
On  the  fore-finger  of  an  alderman, 
Drawn  with  a  team  of  little  atomies§ 
Athwart  men's  noses  as  they  lie  asleep  : 
Her   waggon-spokes  made  of   long  spinners' 

The  cover,  of  the  wings  of  grasshoppers  ; 
The  traces,  ofthe  smallest  spider's  web  ; 
The  collars,  ofthe  moonshine's  v.'at'ry  beams  : 
Her  whip,  of  cricket's  bone  ;  the  lash  of  film  : 
Her  waggoner,  a  small  grey-coated  gnat, 
Not  half  so  big  as  a  round  little  worm 
Prick'd  from  the  lazy  finger  of  a  maid  : 
Her  chariot  is  an  empty  hazel-nut, 
Made  by  the  joinersquirrel,  or  old  grub, 
Time  out  of  mind  the  fairies'  coach-makers. 
And  in  this  state  she  gallops  night  by  night 
Through  lovers'  brains,  and  then  they  dream 
of  love  :  [straight  : 

On  courtiers's  knees,  that  dream  on  court'sies 

*  Observe. 
t  It  was  anciently  the  custom  to  strew  rooms  with  rushes. 

X  Th  is  is  equavalent  to  phrases  in  comiuoii  ijse.— /  am 
done  for,  it  is  over  with  me. 

§  Atom?. 


Direct  my  sail  ! — On,  lusty  gentlemen. 

Ben.  Strike,  drum.  [£xew7!^ 

SCENE  v.— A  Hall  mCATVi^^T's  House. 
BTusicians  icailing.     Enter  Servants. 

1.  Scrv.  Where's  Potpan,  that  he  helps  not  to 
take  away  ?  he  shift  a  trencher !  he  scrape  a 
trencher  ! 

2  Serv.  When  good  manners  shall  lie  all  in 
one  or  two  men  s  hands,  and  they  unwashed 
too,  'tis  afoul  thing. 

\  Scrv.  Away  with  the  joint-stools,  remove 
the  court-cupboard, t  look  to  the  plate  : — Good 
thou,  save  me  a  piece  of  marchpane  ;§  and,  as 
thou  lovest  mc,  let  the  porter  let  in  Susan 
Grindstone,  and  Nell. — Antony  !  and  Potpan  ! 

2  Scrv.  Ay,  boy  ;  ready. 

1  Serv.  You  are  looked  for,  and  called  for, 
asked  for,  and  sought  for,  in  the  great  chamber. 

2  Scrv.  We  cannot  be  here  and  there  too. — 
Cheerly,  boys ;  be  brisk  a  while,  and  the  longer 
liver  take  all.  [  They  retire  behind. 

*  A  place  in  court. 

t  /.  e.  Fairy  locks,  locks  of  hair  clotted  and  tangled  in 
the  night. 

t  A  cupboard  set  in  a  corner  like  a  beaufet  on  whicTi 
the  plate  wasplaced,  §  Almond-cake. 
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Enter  Capulet.  S^c.  with  the  Gucslsand  (he 
Maskers- 

Cap.  Gentlemen,  welcome!  ladies,  thathavc 
their  toes  [you  :— - 

Unplagu'd  with  corns,  will  have  a  bout  with 
Ah  ha,  ray  mistresses!  which  of  you  all 
Will  now    deny  to   dance  ?   she  that  makes 
dainty,  she,  [now  ? 

I'll   swear,  hath   corns  ;  Am  I  come  near  you 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  !  1  have  seen  the 

day, 
That  1  have  worn  a  visor  :  and  could  tell 
A  whispering  tale  in  a  fair  lady's  ear, 
Such  as  would  please  : — 'tis  gone,   'tis  gone,. 

'tis  gone ; 
You  are  welcome,  gentlemen  ! — Come,  musi- 
cians, play. 
A  hall !  a  hall  !*  give  room,  and  foot  it,  girls. 

IMusicplays,  and  they  dance. 
More  light,  ye  knaves  ;  and  turn  the  tables  up, 
And  quench  the  fire,  the  room  is  grown  too 

hot.— 
Ah,  Sirrah,  this  unlook'd-for  sport  comes  well 
Nay,  sit,  nay,  sit,  good  cousin  Capult  t ; 
For  you  and  I  are  past  our  dancing  days  : 
How  loTig  is't  now,  since  last  yourself  and  I 
Were  ii»  a  mask  ? 

2  Cap.  By'r  lady,  thirty  years. 

1  Cap.  What,  man  !    'tis  not  so   much  ;   tis 

not  so  much  : 
'Tis  since  the  nuptial  of  Lucentio, 
Come  pentccost  as  quickly  as  it  will, 
Some  five    and  twenty  years ;    and  then  we 

mask'd. 

2  Cap.  'Tis  more,  'tis  more  :  his  son  is  elder, 
His  son  is  thirty;  [Sir: 

1  Cap.  Will  you  tell  me  that  ? 
His  son  was  but  a  ward  two  years  ago. 

Horn.  What  lady's  that,  which  doth  enrich 
the  hand 
Of yonder  knight? 
Herv.  I  know  not,  Sir. 

Rom.  0,  she  doth  teach  the  torches  to  burn 
bright ! 
Her  beauty  liangs  upon  the  cheek  of  night 
Like  a  rich  jewel  in  an  Ethiop'st  ear: 
Beauty  too  rich  for  use,  for  earth  too  dear! 
So  shows  a  snowy  dove  trooping  with  crows, 
As  yonder  lady  o'er  her  fellows  shows, 
The  mcasuret   done,  I'll  watch  her  place  of 
stand,  [hand. 

And,  touching   hers,  make    happy  my  rude 
Did  my  heart  love  till  now .'  forswear  it,  sight ! 
For  I  ne'er  saw  true  beauty  till  this  night. 
Tyb.  This,  by  his  voice,  should  be  a  Mont- 
ague : —  [slave 
Fetch  me  my  rapier,  boy  : — What  !  dares  the 
Come  hither,  cover'd  with  an  antic  face, 
To  fleer  and  scorn  at  our  solemnity  ? 
Now,  by  the  stock  and  lionourof  my  kin, 
To  strike  him  dead  I  hold  it  not  a  sin. 

1  Cap.  Why,  how  now  kinsman  ?  wherefore 

storm  you  so  ? 
Tyb.  Uncle,  this  is  a  Montague,  our  foe  ; 
A  villain,  that  is  hither  come  in  spite, 
To  scorn  at  our  solemnity  this  night. 
1  Cap.  Young  Romeo  is't  ? 
Tyb.  'Tis  he,  that  villain  Romeo. 
1  Cap.    Content   thee,  gentle  coz,  let  him 
He  bears  him  like  a  portly  gentleman  ;  [alone, 
And,  to  say  truth,  Verona  brags  of  him, 
To  be  a  virtuous  and  well-govern'd  yo  ;th  : 
1  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  all  this  town, 
Here  in  my  house,  do  him  disparagement : 

*/.  e.  Makeroonii 
t  An  Ethiopian,  a  black.  t  The  dance. 


Therefore  be  patient,  take  no  note  of  him, 
It  is  my  will  ;  the  which  if  thou  respect. 
Show  a  fair  presence,  and  put  off  these  frowns, 
And  ill-beseeming  semblance  for  a  feast. 

Tjb.  It  fits,  when  such  a  villain  is  a  guest ; 
I'll  not  endure  him. 

1  Cap.  He  shall  be  endur'd:  [to; — 

What,  goodman  boy  ! — 1  say,  he    shall : — Go 
Am  I  the  master  here,  or  you  ?  go  to.     [soul— 
You'll  not  endure  him  ! — God  shall  mend  my 
You'll  make  a  mutiny  among  my  guests  ! 
You  will  set  cock-a-hoop  '.   you'll  be  the  man  ! 
Tyb.  Why,  uncle,  'tis  a  shame. 
1  Cap.  Go  to,  go  to. 
You  are  saucy  boy  : — Is't  so,  indeed  ? — 
This  trick  may  cliance  to  scath*  you  ; — I  know 

what. 
You  must  contrary  me  !  marry,  'tis  time — 
Well  said,  my  hearts  : — You  are  a  princox  ;t 
go  : —  [shame !  — 

Be    quiet,    or— More  light,    more    light,    for 
I'll   make  you  quiet ;   ^Vilat ! — Cheerly,    my 
hearts. 
Tyb.  Patience  perforce  with  wilful   choler 
meeting,  [ing. 

Makes  my  flesli  tremble  in  their  different  greet 
I  will  withdraw  :  but  this  intrusion  shall, 
Now  seeming  sweet,  convert  to  bitter  gall. 

\_Exit. 
Rom .  If  I  profane  with  my  unworthy  hand 
[To  Juliet. 
This  holy  shrine,  the  gentle  fine  is  this, — 
My  lips,  two  blushing  pilgrims,  ready  stand 
To  smooth  that  rough  touch  with  a  tender 
kiss. 
Jul.  Good  pilgrim,  you  do  wrong  your  hand 
too  much, 
Which  mannerly  devotion  shows  in  this  ; 
For  saints  have  hands  that  pilgrims'  hands  do 
touch. 
And  palm  to  palm  is  holy  palmers'  kiss. 
Rom.  Have  not  saints  lips,  and  holy  palmers 

too  ? 
Jul.  Ay,  pilgrim,  lips  that  they  must  use  in 

praj^er. 
Rom.  O  then,    dear   saint,  let  lips  do  what 
hands  do  ; 
They  pray,   grant  thou,  lest  faith  turn  to 
despair. 
Jul.  Saints  do  not  move,  though  grant  for 

prayers'  sake. 
Rom.  Then  move  not,  while  my  prayer's  ef- 
fect I  fake. 
Thus  from  my  lips,  by  yours,  my  sin  is  purg'd, 

\_Kissing  her . 
Jul.  Then  have  ray  lips  the  sin  that  they  have 

took. 
Rom.  Sin  from  my  lips?   O  trespass  sweetly 
Give  me  my  sin  again.  [urg'd  ! 

Jul.  YoM  kiss  by  the  book. 
Nurse.  Madam,  your  mother  craves  a  word 

with  you. 
Rom.  What  is  her  mother.' 
Nurse.  Marry,  bachelor, 
Her  mother  is  the  lady  of  the  liouse, 
And  a  good  lady,  and  a  wise,  and  virtuous  : 
I  nurs'd  her  daughter,  that  you  talk'd  withal ; 
I  tell  you, — he,  that  can  lay  hold  of  her, 
Shall  have  the  chinks. 

Rom.  Is  she  a  Capulet? 
0  dear  account !  my  life  is  my  foe's  debt. 
Ben.  Away,  begone  ;  the  sport  is  at  the  best. 
Rom.  Ay,  so  I  fear  ;  the  more  is  my  unrest. 
1  Cap.  Nay,  gentlemen,  prepa^-e  not  to  be 
gone  ; 


*  Do  you  an  injurj-. 
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[Act  II. 


We  have  a  trifling  foolish  banquet*  towards. — 
Is  it  e'en  so  ?  Why,  then  I  thank  you  all ; 
I  thank  you,  honest  gentlemen;  goodnight:— 
More  torches  here  ! — Come  on,  then  let's  to 
bed.  [late ; 

Ah,  Sirrah,  [To  2  Cat-.]  by  my  fay,t  it  waxes 
I'll  to  my  rest. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Juliet  and  Nurse. 
Jul.  Come  hither,  nurse  :  What  is  yon  gen- 
tleman ? 
Nurse.  The  son  and  heir  of  old  Tiberio. 
Jul.  What's  he,  that  now  is  going  out  of 

door  ? 
Mirse.  Marry,  that,  I  think,  be  young  Pe- 

truchio. 
Jul.  What's  he  thatfollows  there,  thatwould 

not  dance  ? 
Nurse.  I  know  not. 

Jul.  Go,  ask  his  name: — if  he  be  married. 
My  grave  is  like  to  be  my  wedding  bed. 

Nurse.  His  name  is  Romeo,  and  a  Monta- 
The  only  son  of  your  great  enemy.  [gne ; 

Jul.  My  only  love  sprung  from  my  only 
hate! 
Too  early  seen  unknown,  and  known  too  late  ! 
Prodigious  birth  of  love  it  is  to  me. 
That  I  must  love  a  loathed  enemy. 
Nurse.  What's  this  ?  what's  this? 
Jul.   A  rhyme  I  learn'd  even  now 
Gf  one  I  danc'd  withal. 

[  One  calls  within,  Juliet  ! 
Nurse.  Anon,  anon  : — 
Come,  let's  away  ;  the  strangers  are  all  gone. 

[Exeimt. 

Enter  Chorus. 
Now  old  desire  doth  in  his  death-bed  lie, 

And  young  affection  gapes  to  be  his  heir  ; 
That  fair,  which  love  groan'd  for,  and  would 
die. 
With  tender  Juliet  match'd,  is  now  not  fair. 
Now  Romeo  isbelov'd,  and  loves  again, 

Alike  bewitched  by  the  charm  of  looks  ; 
But  to  his  foe  suppos'd  he  must  complain. 
And  she  steal  love's  sweet  bait  from  fearful 
hooks: 
Being  held  a  foe,  he  may  not  have  access 

To  breathe  such  vows  as  lovers  use  to  swear;  It  is  the  east,  and  Juliet  is  the  sun  ! — 
And  she  as  much  in  love,  her  means  much  Arise,  fair  sun,  and  kill  the  envious  moon, 

To  meet  her  new-beloved  any  where  :   [less  Who  is  already  sick  and  pale  with  grief, 
But  passion  lends  them  power,  time  means  to  That  thou  her  maid  art  more  fair  than  she  : 

meet,  jBe  not  her  maid,§  since  she  is  envious ; 

Temp'ring  extremities  with  extreme  sweet.      Her  vestal  livery  is  but  sick  and  green, 

[Exit.  And  none  but  fools  do  wear  it ;  cast  it  off. — 


Speak  but  one  rhyme,  and  I  am  satisfied  ; 
Cry  but — Ah  me  !  couple  but — luve  and  dove ; 
■jpeak  to  my  gossip  Venus  one  fair  word, 
One  nick-name  for  her  purblind  son  and  heir, 
Voung  Adam  Cupid,  he  that  shot  so  trim. 
When     king    Cophetua     lov'd    the    beggar- 
maid.* — 
He  heareth  not,  stirreth  not,  he  moveth  not ; 
The  apet  is  dead,  apd  I  must  conjure  him.' — 
I  conjure  thee  by  Rosaline's  bright  eyes. 
By  her  high  forehead,  and  her  scarlet  lip, 
By  her  fine  foot,  straight  leg,  and  quivering 

thigh, 
And  the  demesnes  that  there  adjacent  lie, 
That  in  thy  likeness  thou  appear  to  us. 

Ben.  An  if  he  hear  thee,   thou  wilt  anger 

him. 
Mer.  This  cannot  anger  him  ;  'twould  anger 
To  raise  a  spirit  in  his  mistress  circle       [him 
Of  some  strange  nature^  letting  it  there  stand 
Till  she  h  ,d  laid  it,  and  conjur  d  it  down  ; 
That  were  some  spite  :  my  invocation 
Is  fair  and  honest,  and,  in  his  mistress'  name, 
I  conjure  only  but  to  raise  up  him. 
Ben.  Come,  he  hath  hid  himself  among  those 
trees. 
To  be  consorted  with  the  humourous|  night  ^ 
Blind  in  his  love,  and  best  befits  the  dark. 

Mer.  If  love  be  blind,  love  cannot  hit  the 
Now  will  he  sit  under  a  medlar  tree.  [mark. 
And  wish  his  mistress  were  that  kind  of  fruit, 
As   maids    call    medlars,    when    they   laugh 

alone. — 
Romeo,  good  night ; — I'll  to  my  truckle-bed  ; 
This  field-bed  is  too  cold  for  me  to  sleep  : 
Come,  shall  we  go  ? 

Ben.  Go,  then;  for  'tis  in  vain 
To  seek  him  here,  that  means  not  to  be  found. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  //.— Capulet's  Garden. 
Ent.r  Romeo. 
Rom.  He  jests  at  scars,  that  never  felt  a 
wound. — 

[Juliet  appears  above,  at  a  Window. 

But  soft!  what  light  through  yonder  window 

breaks ! 


ACT  IT. 

SCENE  I. — An  open  Place,  adjoining 
Capulet's  Garden. 


Enter  Romeo. 


It  is  my  lady ;  O,  it  is  my  love 

O,  that  she  knew  she  were  ! —  [that  ? 

She  speaks,  yet   she  says  nothing;  What  of 

Her  eye  discourses,  I  will  answer  it. — 

I  am  too  bold,  'lis  not  to  me  she  speaks: 

,j        ^      ,        i-  J       ,  1       i  .    Two  of  the  fairest  stars  in  all  the  heaven, 

lioin.  Can  I  go  forward,  when  my  heart  is  u     •  „    i      •  j        *      ,  i 

,         P°  '      '  •'  .Having  some  busmess,  do  entreat  her  eyes 

.f.       I      1    J  ii        ,1   i       ic    jii  .  ^  'To  twinkle  in  their  splieres  till  they  return, 

r.  rn  back,  dull  earth,t  and  find  I,y  cen  re  out   ^^j^^,  jf  ,,^,.  ^^J^  ^^  ^^       f„  j,^^  1,^^^ 

{Hechmbstkc  11  all,  and  hnpsdoivnu-^tlun  U.   The  brightness  of  her  clieekwouldshamethosc 


Enter  Benvolio,  and  !\1ercutio. 
Ben.  Romeo  !  my  cousin  Romeo! 

Mer.  He  is  wise;  nr     i  i»i  i_>i       .     •      •       ■'  v  ■  i,* 

A.,,1  „     IT    1    .1    *  1  u-     I  .11    Wouldthroughtheau-y  region  stream  so  bright, 

«;«  H  ^     ''  1  hun  home  to  bed.  ^hat  birds  would  sing,  and  think  it  were  not 

Ben.  He  ran   this  way,  and  leap  d  this  or-i 


As  daylight  doth  a  lamp;  her  eye  in  heaven 


chard  wall 
Call,  good  Mercutio. 

Mer.  Nay,  I'll  conjure  too. — 
Romeo  !  humours  I  madman  !  passion!  lover! 
Appear  thou  in  the  likeue.=3  of  a  sigh, 

*  A  collation  of  fruit,  wine,  &c 
,       t  Faith.  t  r  e.  liimsprr. 


night. 

See,  how  she  leans  her  cheek  upon  her  hand  I 
O,  that  I  were  a  glove  upon  that  hand. 
That  1  might  touch  that  cheek! 


*  AUndin?  to  the  old  ballad  of  the  Kin?  and  the  Beggar, 
t  This  phrase  in  Sbakspeare's  time  was  used  as  an 
expression  of  tenderness.  J  Humid,  moist. 

§  A.  votary  to  the  mcon,  to  Diana, 
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Jul.  Ah  me ! 

Rom-  She  speaks  : — 
O,  speak  agaia,  bright  angel !  tor  thou  art 
As  glorious  to  this  night,  being  o'er  my  head, 
As  is  a  winged  messenger  of  heaven 
Unto  the  white-upturned  wond'ring  eyes 
Of  mortals,  that  fall  back  to  gaze  on  him, 
When  he  bestrides  the  lazy-pacing  clouds, 
And  sails  upon  the  bosom  of  the  air. 


As  that  vast  shore  wash'd  with  the  furthest  sea, 
I  would  adventure  for  such  merchandise. 
Jul.  Thou  know'st,  the  mask  of  night  is  on 
my  face ; 
Else  would  a  maiden  blush  bepaint  my  cheek, 
For  that  which  thou  hast  heard  me  speak  to- 
night. 
Fain  would  I  dwell  on  form,  fain,  fain  deny 
What  I  have  spoke ;  But  farewell  compliment  f 


Capulet.  iney  say,  Jove  laugns.     u,  gentle  Komeo, 

ire,  or  shall  I  speak  at  If  thou  dost  love,  pronounce  it  faithfully  : 
[Aside.  Or  if  thou  think'st  I  am  too  quickly  w>  n, 
;,  that  is  my  enemy ; —  I'll  frown,  and  be  perverse,  and  say  thee  nay, 


Jul.  O  Romeo,  Romeo  !  wherefore  art  thou  Dost  thou  love  me  ?  1  know,  thou  wilt  say- 
Romeo  ?  I  Ay ; 
Deny  thy  father,  and  refuse  thy  name  :              jAnd  I  willlake  thy  word;  yet,  if  thou  swear'sf, 
Or,  if  thou  wilt  not,  be  but  sworn  my  love,       |Thou  may'st  prove  false  ;  at  lovers'  perjuries, 
And  I'll  no  longer  be  a  Capulet.                         Jj^^Y  ^^7'  •^?^^  laughs.     O,  gentle  Romeo, 

Rom.  Shall  I  hear  more, 
this? 

Jul.  'Tis  but  thy  name,  .  ,  -  - 

Thou  art  thyself  though,  not  a  Montague.  So  thou  wilt  woo  ;  but,  else,  not  for  the  world. 

What's  Montague  ?  it  is  nor  hand,  nor  foot.       In  truth,  fair  Montague,  f  am  too  fond  ; 
Nor  arm,  nor  face,  nor  any  other  part  And  therefore  thou  may'st  think  my  haviour" 

Belonging  to  a  man.  O,  be  some  other  name  !  light : 

What's  in  a  name  ?  that  which  we  call  a  rose.  But  trust  me,  gentleman,  I'll  prove  more  true 
By  any  other  name  would  smell  as  sweet ;  Than  those  that  have  more  cunning  to  be 
So  Romeo  would,  were  he  not  Romeo  call'd,  :  strange,  t  [fess, 

Retain  that  dear  perfection  which  he  owes,*  I  should  Have  been  more  strange,  I  must  con- 
Without  that  title  : — Romeo,  dofft  thy  name  ;  But  that  thou  over-heard'st,  ere  1  was  ware. 


And  for  tiiat  name,  which  is  no  part  of  thee, 
Take  all  myself. 

Rom.  I  take  thee  at  thy  word : 
Call  me  but  love,  and  I'll  be  new  baptized  ; 
Henceforth  I  never  will  be  Romeo. 

Jul.  What  man  art  thou,  that,  thusbescreen'd 
in  night. 
So  stumbleston  my  counsel? 

Rom.  By  a  name 
I  know  not  how  to  tell  thee  who  I  am  : 
My  name,  dear  saint,  is  hateful  to  myself. 
Because  it  is  an  enemy  to  thee  ; 
Had  I  it  written,  I  would  tear  the  word. 

Jul.  My  ears  have  not  yet  drunk  a  hundred 
words  [sound ; 

Of  that  tongue's  utterance,  yet  I  know  the 
Art  thou  not  Romeo,  and  a  Montague  ' 


My  true  love's  passion  :  therefore  pardon  me  ; 
And  not  impute  this  yielding  to  light  love, 
Which  the  daik  night  hath  so  discovered. 

Rom.  Lady,  by  yonder  blessed  moon  I  swear, 
That  tips  with  silver  all  these  fruit-tree  tops. — 

Jul.  O,  swear  not  by  the  moon,  the  incon- 
stant moon, 
That  monthly  changes  in  her  circled  orb, 
Lest  that  thy  love  prove  likewise  variable. 

Rom.  What  shall  I  swear  by  ? 

Jul.  Do  not  swear  at  all ; 
Or,  if  thou  wilt,  swear  by  thy  gracious  self, 
Which  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry, 
And  I'll  believe  thee. 

Rom.  If  my  heart's  dear  love — 


Jul.  Well,  do  not  swear:  although  I  joy  iji 
I  have  no  joy  of  this  contract  to  night :    (thee, 
Rom.  Neither,  fair  saint,  if  either  thee  dis-ilt  is  too  rash,  too  unadvis'd,  too  sudden  ; 

like.  Too  like  the  lightning,  which  doth  cease  to  be, 

Jul.  How  cam'st  thou  hither,  tell  me  ?  and  Ere  one  can  say — It  lightens.     Sweet,  good 


wherefore  ? 

The  orchard  walls  are  high,  and  hard  to  climb ; 
And  the  place  death,  considering  who  thou  art, 
If  any  of  my  kinsmen  find  thee  here, 

Rom.  With  love's  light  wings  did  I  o'er- 
perch  these  walls  ; 
For  stony  limits  cannot  hold  love  out; 
And  what  love  can  do,  that  dares  love  attempt, 
Therefore  thy  kinsmen  are  no  lett  to  me. 
Jul.  If  they  do  see  thee,  they  will  murder 

thee. 

Rom.  Alack  !  there  lies  more  peril  in  thine 

eye,  [sweet. 

Than  twenty  of  their  swords  ;  look  thou  but 

And  I  am  proof  against  their  enmity. 

Jul.  1  would  not  forthe world,  theysaw  thee 

here. 
Rom.  I  have  night's  cloak  to  hide  me  from 
their  sight ; 
And,  but  thou  love  me,§  let  them  find  me  here : 
My  life  were  better  ended  by  their  hate. 
Than  death  prorogued,  wanting  of  thy  love. 
Jul.  By  whose  directions  found  st  thou  out 

this  place  ? 
Rom.  By  love,  who  first  did  prompt  me  to  in 
quire ; 
He  lent  me  counsel,  and  I  lent  him  eyes. 
I  am  no  pilot ;  yet  wert  thou  as  far 


*  Owns,  possesses, 
t  Hinderance. 


t  Do  off. 
i  Unless  (bou  love  me- 


night  I 

This  bud  of  love,  by  summer's  ripening  breath, 
May  prove  a  beauteous  flower  when  next  we 

meet. 
Good  night,  good  night!  as  sweet  repose  and 

rest 

Come  to  thy  heart,  as  thai  within  my  breast ! 
Rom.  O,  Wilt  thou  leave  me  so  unsatisfied  ? 
Jul.  What  satisfaction  canst  thou  have  to- 
night ? 
iiom.Theexchangeofthylove'sfaithfulvow 

for  mine. 
Jul.  I  gave  thee  mine  before  thou  didst  re- 
(juest  it; 
And  yet  I  would  it  were  to  give  again. 
Rom.  Wouldst  thou  withdraw  it  1  for  what 

purpose,  love  ? 
Jul.  But  to  be  frank, {  and  cive  it  thee  again. 
And  yet  I  \vish  but  for  the  thing  I  have  ; 
My  bounty  is  as  boundless  as  the  sea, 
My  love  as  deep ;  the  more  I  give  to  thee, 
The  more  I  have,  for  both  are  infinite, 

[Nurse  callsunthin, 
I  hear  some  noise  within ;  Dear  love,  adieu  ! 
Anon,  good  nurse  ! — Sweet  Mon'ague,  be  true. 
Stay  but  a  little.  I  will  come  again.  \_Exit. 
Rom.  0  blessed,  blessed  night !  I  amafeard, 
Being  in  night,  all  this  is  but  a  dream, 
Too  flattering  sweet  to  be  substantial. 


J}ehariom". 


tSb}-, 


J  Free. 
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Act  IT. 


Re-enter  Juliet,  above. 

Jul.  Three  words,  dear  Romeo,  and  goo^ 
niglit,  indeed. 
If  that  thy  bent*  of  love  be  honourable,    [rov. 
Thy  purpose  marriage,  send  me  word  to-mor 
By  one  that  I'll  procure  to  come  to  thee. 
Where,  and  what  time,  thou  wilt  perform  the 
And  all  my  fortunes  at  thy  foot  I'll  lay,     [rite  ; 
And  follow  thee,    my  lord,    throughout    the 
world : 
Nurse.  [  7Fi//ii?2.]  Madam. 
Jul.  I  come,  anon  :— But  if  thou  mean'st  not 
I  do  beseech  thee, —  [well, 

Nurse,  f  Within.']  Madam. 
Jul.  By  and  by,  I  come  : — 
To  cease  thy  suit,  and  leave  me  to  my  grief: 
To-morrow  will  I  send. 
Bom.  80  thrive  my  soul, — 
Jul.  A  thousand  times  good  night  !      lExit. 
Rom.  A  thousand  times  the  worse  to  want 
thy  light — 
Love   goes  toward  love,  his  schoolboys  from 

their  books  ; 
But  love  from  love,  toward  school  with  heavy 
looks.  {Retiring  slowly. 

Re-enter  JvLiET,  above. 

Jul.  Hist !  Romeo,  hist  1 — 0,  for  a  falconer's 
voice. 
To  lure  this  tassel-gentlet  back  again  ! 
Bondage  is  hoarse,  and  may  not  speak  aloud  ; 
Else  would  I  tear  the  cave  where  Echo  lies. 
And  make  her  airy  tongue  more  hoarse  tiian 

mine 
"With  repetition  of  my  Romeo's  name. 

Rom.  It  is  my  soul,   that  calls   upon   my 
name :  [night, 

How  silver-sweet   sound  lovers'  tongues  by 
Like  softest  music  to  attending  ears  ! 
Jul.  Romeo ! 
Rom.  My  sweet  .' 
Jul.  At  what  o'clock  to-morrow 
Shall  I  send  to  thee  ? 

Rom.  At  the  hour  of  nine. 
Jul.  I  will  not  fail  ;  'tis  twenty  years  till 
then. 
I  have  forgot  why  T  did  call  thee  back. 
Rom.  Let  me  stand  here  till  thou  remember 

it. 
Jul.  I  shall  foi-gct,  to  have  thee  still  stand 
there, 
Rememb'ring  how  I  love  thy  company. 

Rom.  And  I'll  stilt  stay,   to  have  thee  still 
Forgetting  any  otlicr  home  but  this.       [forget, 
Jul.  'lis  almost  morning,  I  would  have  thee 
gone  : 
And  yet  no  fnrtlicr  than  a  wanton's  bird  ; 
Who  lets  it  hop  a  little  from  her  hand. 
Like  a  poor  prisoner  in  his  twisted  gyves,t 
And  with  a  silk  thread  plucks  it  back  again, 
So  loving-jealous  of  his  liberty. 
Rom.  I  would,  I  were  thy  bird. 
Jul.  Sweet,  so  would  I  : 
Yet  I  should  kill  thee  Avith  much  cherishing, 
Goodnight,  good  night !  Parting  is  such  sweet 

sorrow, 
That  I  shall  say — good  night,  till  it  be  morrow. 

[E.vil. 

Rom.  Sleep  dwell  upon  thine  eyes,  peace  in 

thy  breast  .'  [rest  ! 

'Would  I  were   sleep  and  peace,  so  sweet  to 

Hence  will  I  to  my  ghostly  father's  cell  ; 

His  help  to  crave,  and  my  dear  hap§  to  tell. 

lExit. 


SCENE  III.— Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence,  with  a  Basket. 

Fri.  The  grey-ey'dmorn  smiles  onthefrown- 

ing  night,  [light  ; 

Chpckermg  the  enstern  clouds  with  streaks  of 

And  flecked*  darkness  like  a  drunkard  reels 

From  forth  day's  path-way,  made  by  Titan'st 

Avheels :  . 
Now  ere  the  sun  advance  his  burning  eye. 
The  day  to  cheer,  and  night's  dank  dew  to  dry, 
I  must  fill  up  this  osier  cage  of  ours,     [flowers. 
With     baleful     weeds,     and    precious-juiced 
The  earth,  that's  nature's  mother,  is  her  tomb  ; 
What  is  her  burying  grave,  that  is  her  w^omb  : 
And  from  her  womb  children  of  divers  kind 
We  sucking  on  her  natural  bosom  find  : 
Many  for  many  virtues  excellent, 
None  but  for  some,  and  yet  all  different. 
O,  mickle  is  the  powerful  grace,!  that  lies 
In  herbs,  plants,  stones,  and  their  true  quali- 
ties : 
For  nought  so  vile  that  on  the  earth  doth  live, 
But  to  the  earth  some  special  good  doth  give  ; 
Nor  aught  so  good,  but  strain'd  from  that  fair 

use, 
Revolts  from  true  birth,  stumbling  on  abuse  ; 
Virtue  itself  turns  vice,  being  misapplied  ; 
And  vice  sometime's  by  action  dignified. 
Within  the  infant  rind  of  this  small  flower 
Poison  hath  residence,  and  med'cine  power  : 
For  this,  being  smelt,   with  that  part  cheers 

each  part ; 
Being  tasted  slays  all  senses  with  the  heart. 
Two  such  opposed  foes  encamp  them  still 
In  man  as  well  as  herbs,  grace,  and  rude  will  ; 
And,  where  the  worser  is  predominant, 
Full  soon  the  canker  death  eats  up  that  plant. 
Enter  Romeo. 


*  Incliaatios. 
%  Fetters. 


T  The  male  of  the  goshawk. 
fj  C  hance,  fortupe. 


Rom.  Good  morrow,  father  ! 
Fri.  B  nedicile  ! 
What  early  tongue  so  sweet  saluteth  me  ? — 
Young  son,  it  argues  a  distemper'd  head, 
So  soon  to  bid  good  morrow  to  thy  bed  : 
Tare  keeps  his  watch  in  every  old  man's  eye, 
And  where  care  lodges,  sleep  will  never  lie  ; 
But    where    unbruised  youth    with  unsfuffd 
brain  [reign  : 

Doth  couch  her  limbs,  there  golden  sleep  doth 
Tiierefore  thy  earliness  doth  me  assure, 
Thou  art  up-rous'd  by  some  distemp'rature  ; 
Or,  if  not  so,  then  here  I  hit  it  right — 
Our  Romeo  hath  not  been  in  bed  to-night. 
Rom.  That  last  is  true,  the  sweeter  rest  was 

mine. 
Fri.  God  pardon  sin  !  wast  thou  with  Rosa- 
line ? 
Rom.  With  Rosaline,  my  ghosty  father?  no  ; 
r  have  forgot  that  name,  and  that  name's  woe'. 
Fri.  That's  my  good  son  :  But  where   hast 

thou  been  then  ? 
Rom.  I'll  tell  tliee,  ere  thou  ask  it  me  again. 
I  have  been  feasting  with  mine  enemy  ; 
Where,  on  a  sudden,  one  hath  wounded  me, 
That's  by  me  wounded  ;  both  our  remedies 
Within  thy  help  and  holy  physic  lies  : 
I  bear  no  hatred,  blessed  man  ;  for,  lo, 
My  intercession  likewise  steads  my  foe. 

Fri.  Be  plain,  good  son,  and  homely  in  thy 
drift ; 
Riddling  confession  finds  but  riddling  shrift. 
Rom.  Then  plainly  know,  my  heart's  dear 
love  is  set 
On  the  fair  daughter  of  rich  Capulet : 


*  Spotted,  streamed, 


The  £un. 


1  Virtu?. 
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As  mine  on  hers,  so  hers  is  set  on  mine  :  [bine 
And  all  combin'd  save  what  thou  must  com- 
By  holy   marriage:  When,  and  where,   and 
how,  [vow, 

We  met,   we  woo'd,  and  made  exchange  of 
I'll  tell  thee  as  we  pass ;  by  this  I  pray, 
That  thou  consent  to  marry  us  this  day. 

Fri.  Holy  Saint  Francis  !  what  a  change  is 
here  I 
Is  Rosaline,  whom  thou  didst  love  so  dear, 
So  soon  forsaken  1  young  men's  love  then  lies 
Not  truly  in  their  hearts,  but  in  their  eyes. 
Jesu  Maria  I  what  a  deal  of  brine 
Hath  wash'd  thy  sallow  cheeks  for  Rosaline  ! 
How  much  salt  water  thrown  away  in  waste. 
To  season  love,  that  of  it  doth  not  taste  ' 
The  sun  not  yet  thy  sighs  from  heaven  clears, 
Thy  old  groans  ring  yet  in  my  ancient  ears  ; 
Lo,  here  upon  thy  cheek  the  stain  doth  sit 
Of  an  old  tear  that  is  not  wash'd  off  yet  : 
If  e'er  thou  wast  thyself,  and  these  woes  thine, 
Thou  and  these  woes  were  ali  for  Rosaline  ; 
And  art  thou  chang'd?  pronounce  this  sentence 
then —  [men. 

Women  may  fall,  when  there's  no  strength  in 

Rom.  Thou   chid'st  me  oft  for  loving  Rosa- 
line. 

Fri.  For  doting,  not  for  loving,  pupil  mine. 

Rom.  And  bad  st  me  bury  love. 

Fri.  Not  in  a  grave. 
To  lay  one  in,  another  out  to  have. 

^07/1.  I  pray  thee,  chide  not :  she,   whom  I 
love  now. 
Doth  grace  for  grace,  and  love  for  love  allow  ; 
The  other  did  not  so. 

Fri.  O,  she  knew  well, 
Thy  love  did  read  by  rote,  and  could  not  spell. 
But  come,  young  waverer,  come  go  with  me, 
In  ohe  respect  Til  thy  assistant  be  ; 
For  this  alliance  may  so  happy  prove. 
To  turn  your  households'  rancour  to  pure  love- 

Rom.  O,  let  us  hence ;  I  stand  on  sudden 
haste.*  JMf 

Fri.  Wisely,   and  slow  :  tney  stumble,  that 
run  fast.  [_Exeunt. 

SCENE  1V.~A  Street. 

Enter  Bekvolio  anrfMERCUTio. 

Mer.  Where  the  devil  should  this  Romeo  be? — 
Came  he  not  home  to-night  ? 

Ben.  Not  to  his  father's;  I  spoke  with  his 
man. 

Mer.  Ah,  that  same  pale  hard-hearted  wench, 
that  Rosaline, 
Torments  him  so,  that  he  will  sure  run  mad. 

Ben.  Tybalt,  the  kinsman  of  old  Capulet, 
Hath  sent  a  letter  to  his  father's  house. 

Mer.  A  chalhMige,  on  my  life. 

Ben.  Romeo  will  answer  it. 

Mer.  Any  man,  that  can  write,  may  answer 
a  letter. 

Ben.  Nay,  he  will  answer  the  letter's  master, 
how  he  dares,  being  dared. 

Mer.  Alas,  poor  Romeo,  he  is  already  dead  ; 
stabbed  with  a  white  wench's  black  eye  ;  shot 
through  the  ear  with  a  love-song  ;  the  very 
pin  of  his  heart  cleft  with  the  blind  bow-boy's 
butt-shaft  *.t  And  is  he  a  man  to  encounter 
Tybalt  ? 

Ben.  Why,  what  is  Tybalt  ? 

Mer.  More  than  prince'of  cats,t  I  can  tell 
you.  O,  he  is  the  courageous  captain  of  com- 
pliments.    He  fights  as  you  sing  prick-song,$ 

•  /•  e.  It  is  of  the  utmost  consequence  for  me  to  be  hnsty. 
t  Arrow.       {  See  the  story  of  Reynard  the  fos. 

_,      „     §Bynotespriclieddo^n. 


keeps  time,  distance,  and  proportion  ;  rests  me 
his  minim  rest,  one,  two,  and  the  third  in  your 
bosom  :  the  very  butcher  of  a  silk  button,  a 
duellist,  a  duellist  :  a  gentleman  of  the  very 
first  house,  of  the  first  and  second  cause  :  Ah, 
the  immortal  passado  !  the  panto  reverso  !  the 
nay  !* 

Ben.  The  what  ? 

Mer.  The  pox  of  such  antic,  lisping,  affectii;g 
fantasticoes;  the^e  new  tuners  of  accents! — Bj/ 
Jesu,  a  very  good  blade  ! — averi/  tall  man  ! — a 
very  good  whore  ! — Why,  is  not  this  a  lamenta- 
ble thins;,  grandsire,  and  we  should  be  thus 
afflicted  with  these  strange  flies,  these  fashion- 
mongers,  ihese  pardonn'z-moys,  who  stand  so 
much  on  the  new  form,  tiiat  they  cannot  sit  at 
ease  on  the  old  bench  ?  O,  their  bom,  their 
bons  .'t 

Enter  Romeo. 

Ben.  Here  comes  Romeo,  here  comesRomeo. 

Mer.  Without  his  roe,  like  a  dried  herring  ; 
— 0  fle.sh,  flesh,  how  art  thou  fishified  ! — Now 
is  he  for  the  numbers  that  Petrarch  flowed  in  : 
Laura,  to  his  lady,  was  but  a  kitchen-wench  j 
— marry,  she  had  a  better  love  to  be-rhyme  her : 
Dido,  a  dowdy;  Cleopatra,  a  gipsy;  Helen 
and  Hero,  hildings  and  harlots  ;  Thisbe,  a  grey 
eye  or  so,  but  not  to  the  purpose. — Signior 
Rome,  bonjour!  there's  a  French  salutation  to 
your  French  slop.t  You  gave  us  the  counter- 
feit fairly  last  night. 

Kum     Good-morrow   to  you  both.      What     i 
counterfeit  did  I  give  you  ? 

3Ier.  The  slip,  sir,  the  slip  ;§  Can  you  not 
conceive  ? 

Rom.  Pardon,  good  Mercutio,  my  business 
was  great ;  and,  in  such  a  case  as  mine,  a  man 
may  strain  courtesy. 

Mer.  That's  as  much  as  to  say — such  a  case 
as  yours  constrains  a  man  to  bow  in  the  hams. 

Rom.  Meaning — to  court  sy. 

Ml  r.  Thou  hast  most  kindly  hit  it. 

Rom.  A  most  courteous  exposition. 

.Mer.  Nay,  I  am  the  very  pink  of  courtesy, 

Rom.  Pink  for  flower. 

Mer.  Right. 

Rom-  Why,  then  is  my  pump||  well-flowered. 

Mer.  Well  said  ;  Follow  me  this  jest  now, 
till  thou  hast  worn  out  thy  pump  ;  that,  when 
the  single  sole  of  it  is  worn,  the  jest  may  re» 
main,  after  the  wearing,  solelv  Singular. 

Rom.  O  single-soledU  jesl*solely  singular 
for  the  singleness  ! 

Mer.  Come  between  us,  goodBenvolio  ;  my 
wits  fail. 

Rom.  Switch  and  spurs,  switch  and  spurs  ; 
or  I'll  cry  a  match. 

Mer.  Nay,  if  thy  wits  run  the  wild-goose 
chace,'*  1  have  done  ;  for  thou  hast  more  of 
the  wild-goose  in  one  of  thy  wits,  than,  I  am 
sure,  I  have  in  my  whole  five  :  Was  I  with  you 
there  for  the  goose  ? 

Rom.  Thou  wast  never  with  me  for  any 
thing,  when  thou  waal  not  there  for  the  goose. 

M.-r.  1  will  bite  thee  by  the  ear  for  that  jest. 

Rom.  Nay,  good  goose,  bite  not. 

Mer.  Thy  wit  is  a  very  bitter  sweeting  ;tt  it 
is  a  most  sharp  sauce. 

*  Terms  of  the  fencing  school. 
t  In  ridicule  of  Frenchifieii  coxcombs. 
J  Trowsers  or  pantaloons,  a  F/  ench  fashion  in  Shak- 
speare's  time. 

§  A  pun  on  counterfeit  money  called  slips. 
I)  Shoe.  1T  Slight,  thin. 

**  A  horse  race  in  any  direction  the  leader  chooses  to 
take. 

tt  An  applet 
F 
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Rom-  And  is  it  not  well  served  in  to  a  sweet 
goose. 

Mer.  O,  here's  a  wit  of  cbeverel,*  that 
stretches  from  an  inch  narrow  to  an  ell  broad  ! 

Rom.  I  stretch  it  out  for  that  word — broad  ! 
which  added  to  the  goose,  proves  thee  far  and 
■wide  a  broad  goose. 

Bier.  Why,  is  not  this  better  now  than  groan- 
ing for  love?  now  art  thou  sociable,  now  art 
thou  Romeo  ;  now  art  thou  what  thou  art,  by 
art  as  well  as  by  nature ;  for  this  drivelling 
love  is  like  a  great  natural,  that  runs  lolling 
up  and  down  to  hide  his  bauble  in  a  hole. 

Ben.  Stop  there,  stop  there. 

Mer.  Thou  desirest  me  to  stop  in  my  tale 
against  the  hair. 

Ben.  Thou  wouldst  else  have  made  thy  tale 
large. 

Mer.  O,  thou  art  deceived,  I  would  have 
made  it  short :  for  I  was  come  to  the  whole 
depth  of  my  tale  ;  and  meant,  indeed,  to  oc 
cupy  the  argument  no  longer. 

Rom.  Here's  goodly  geer  ! 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 

Mer.  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail ! 

Ben.  Two,  two;  a  shirt,  and  a  smock. 

Niirse.  Peter ! 

Peter.  Anon  ? 

Nurse.  My  fan,  Peter.f 

Mer.  Pr'ythee,  do,  good  Peter,  to  hide  her 
face  ;  for  her  fan's  the  fairer  of  the  two. 

Nurse.  God  ye  good  morrow,  gentlemen. 

Mer.  God  ye  good  den,t  fair  gentlewoman. 

J^urse.  Is  it  good  den  ? 

Mer.  'Tis  no  less,  I  tell  you  ;  for  the  bawdy 
hand  of  the  dial  is  now  upon  the  prick§  of 
noon. 

Nurse.  Out  upon  you  !  what  a  man  are  you 

Rom.  One,  gentlewoman,  that  God  hath 
made  himself  to  mar. 


Nurse.  By  my  troth,  it  is  well  said ; — For  f  his  afternoon  ; 
himself  to  mar,  quoth'a? — Gentlemen,  can  any 
of  you  tell  me  where  I  may  find  the  young 
Romeo  ? 

Rom.  I  can  tell  you ;  but  young  Romeo  will 
be  older  when  you  have  found  liim,  than  he 
was  when  you  sought  him  :  1  am  the  youngest 
of  that  name,  for  'fault  of  a  worse. 
Nurse.  You  say  well. 

Mer.  Yea,  is  the  worst  well  ?  very  wdl  took, 
i'faith ;  wisely,jvisely. 

Nurse.  If  you  be  he.  Sir,  I  desire  some  con- 
fidence with  you. 

Ben.  She  will  indite  him  to  some  supper. 
Mer.  A  bawd,  a  bawd,  a  bawd !  So  ho  ! 
Rom.  What  hast  thou  found  ? 
Mer.  No  hare,  Sir;  unless  a  hare,  Sir,  in  a 
lenten  pie,  that  is  something  stale  and  hoar 
ere  it  be  spent. 

An  old  hare  hoar,\\ 
And  an  old  hare  hoar. 
Is  very  good  nieat  in  Lent : 
But  a  hart'  that  is  hoar, 
Is  too  tnuchfor  a  score, 
When  it  hoars  ere  it  te  spent. — 
Romeo,  will  you  come  to  your  father's?  we'll 
to  dinner  thither. 

Ro7n.  I  will  follow  you. 
Mer.  Farewell,  ancient  lady;  farewell,  lady, 
lady, IT  lady. 
lExeunt  Mercutio  and  Benvolio. 


Nurse.  Marry  farewell ! — I  pray  you,  Sir, 
what  saucy  merchant*  was  this,  that  was  so 
full  of  his  ropery  ?t 

Rom.  A  gentleman,  nurse,  that  loves  to 
hear  himself  talk  ;  and  will  speak  more  in  a 
minute,  than  he  will  stand  to  in  a  month. 

Nurse.  An  'a  speak  any  thing  against  me, 
I'll  take  him  down  an  'a  were  lustier  than  he 
is,  and  twenty  ^uch  Jacks;  and  if  I  cannot, 
I'll  find  those  that  shall.  Scurvy  knave  !  I  am 
none  of  his  flirl-girls  ;  I  am  none  of  his  skains- 
mates:| — And  thou  must  stand  by  too,  and 
suffer  every  knave  to  use  me  at  his  pleasure  ? 
Pet.  I  saw  no  man  use  you  at  his  pleasure ; 
if  I  had,  my  weapon  should  quickly  have  been 
out,  I  warrant  you :  I  dare  draw  as  soon  as 
another  man,  if  I  see  occasion  in  a  good  quar- 
rel, and  the  law  on  my  side. 

Mirse.  Now,  afore  God,  I  am  so  vexed,  that 
every  partabout  me  quivers.  Scurvy  knave  !— 
Pray  you,  Sir,  a  word :  and  as  1  told  you,  my 
young  lady  bade  me  inquire  you  out;  what 
she  bade  me  to  say,  I  will  keep  to  myself;  but 
first  let  me  tell  ye,  if  ye  should  lead  her  into  a 
fool's  paradise,  as  they  say,  it  were  a  very 
gross  kind  of  behaviour,  as  they  say  :  for  the 
gentlewoman  is  young  ;  and  therefore,  if  you 
should  deal  double  with  her,  truly,  it  were  an 
ill  thing  to  be  offered  to  any  gentlewoman, 
and  very  weak  dealing. 

Rom.  f^iirse,  commend  me  to  thy  lady  and 
mistress.     I  protest  unto  thee, — 

Nurse.  Good  heart!  and,  i'faith.  I  will  tell 
her  as  much  :  Lord,  lord,  she  will  be  a  joyful 
woman. 

Rom..  Wliat  wilt  thou  tell  her,  nurse  ?  thOu 
dost  not  mark  me. 

Nirse.  I  will  tell  her.  Sir,— that  you  do 
protest ;  which,  as  I  take  it,  is  a  gentlenlan- 
iike  oiler. 

Rom.  Bid  her  devise  some  means  to  come 


[shrift§ 
And  there  she  sl(tll  at  friar  Laurence's  cell 
Be  shriv'd,   and  married.    Here   is  for  thy 
pains. 
Jffurse.  No,  truly,  Sir;  not  a  penny. 
Rom.  Go  to ;  I  say,  you  shall. 
Nurse.  This  afternoon,  Sir  ?  well,  she  shall 
be  there. 
Rom.  And  stay,  good  nurse,  behind  the 
abbey-wall : 
Within  this  hour  my  man  shall  be  with  thee  ; 
And  bring  thee  cords  made  like  a  tackled  stair ; 
Which  to  the  high  top-gallant||  of  my  joy 
Must  be  my  convoy  in  the  secret  night. 
Farewell !— Be  trusty,  and  I'll  quitH  thy  pains. 
I  Farewell ! — Commend  me  to  thy  mistress. 
Nurse.  Now  God  in  heaven  bless  thee! — 

Hark  you,  Sir. 
Ro7n.  What  say'st  thou,  my  dear  nurse  ? 
JVurse.  Is  your  man  secret  ?  Did  you  ne'er 
hear  say — 
Two  may  keep  counsel,  putting  one  away  ? 
Rom.  1  warrant  thee ;  my  man's  as  true  as 

steel. 
Mirse.  Well,  Sir ;  my  mistress  is  the  sweet- 
est lady— Lord,  lord '—when  'twas  a  little* 
prating  thing,— O,— there's  a  nobleman  in 
town,  one  Paris,  that  would  fain  lay  knife 
aboard  ;  but  she,  good  soul,  had  as  lieve  see  a 
toad,  a  veiy  toad,  as  see  him.    I  anger  her 


*  Soft  stretching  leather. 

♦  It  wasthecQstom  for  servants  to  carry  the  lady's  fan 

t  Good  even.  §  Point.  |1  Hoary,  mouldy. 

V  The  burden  of  an  oW  song. 


*  A  term  of  disrespect  in  contradistinction  to  gentleman, 
t  Roguery. 
t  A  mate  or  companion  of  one  wearing  a  skain ;  ft 
short  sword.  J  Confession. 

II  The  highest  extremity  of  the  mast  of  a  sh'P* 
!  tr  Requite- 
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sometimes,  and  tell  her  that  Paris  is  the  pro-  man's,  yet  his  leg  excels  all  men's ;  and  for  a 
perer  man  ;  but,  I'll  warrant  you,  when  I  say  hand,  and  afoot,  and  a  body, — though  they  be 
so,  she  looks  as  pale  as  any  clout  in  the  varsal  not  to  be  talked  on,  yet  they  are  past  compare : 
world.     Doth  not  rosemary  and  Romeo  begin  [He  is  not  the  flower  of  courtesy,— bui,  I'll 


both  with  a  letter  ? 

Itom.  Ay,  nurse  ;  What  of  that?  both  with 
an  R. 

Nurse.  Ah,  mocker!  that's  the  dog's  name. 
R  is  for  the  dog.  No  ;  I  know  it  begins  with 
some  other  letter  :  and  she  hath  the  prettiest 
sententious  of  it,  of  you  and  rosemary,  that  it 
would  do  you  good  to  hear  it. 

Rom.  Commend  me  to  thy  lady.         lExit. 

Nurse.  Ay,  a  thousand  times. — Peter ! 

Pet-   Anon. 

Nurse.  Peter,  take  ray  fan,  and  go  before. 

lExeu7ii. 

SCENE  F.— Capulet's  Gardtn. 
Enter  Juliet. 

Jul.  The  clock  struck  nine,  when  I  did  send 

the  nurse  ; 
In  half  an  hour  she  promis'd  to  return,    [so. — 
Perchance,  she  cannot  meet  him;  that's  not 
O,  she    is    lame!    love's   heralds  should   be 

thoughts,  [beams, 

Which  ten  times  faster  glide  than  the  sun's 
Driving  back  shadows  over  lowring  hills : 
Therefore  do  nimble-pinion'd  doves  draw  love, 
And   therefore   hath   the    wind-swift  Cupid 

wings. 
Now  is  the  sun  upon  the  highmost  hill 
Of  this   day's  journey ;   and  from  nine  till 

twelve 
Is  three  long  hours,~yet  she  is  not  come. 
Had  she  affections,  and  warm  youthful  blood, 
She'd  be  as  swift  in  motion  as  a  bail ; 
My  words  would  bandy*  her  to  my  sweet  love, 
And  his  to  me  : 

But  old  folks,  many  feign  as  they  were  dead  ; 
Unwieldy,  slow,  heavy  and  pale  as  lead 

Enter  Nurse  and  Peter. 
0  God,  she  comes ! — 0  honey  nurse,  what 

news  ? 
Ilast  thou  met  with  him  ?  Send  thy  man  away. 
Nurse.  Peter,  stay  at  the  gate.  [_Exit  Peter. 
Jul.  Now,  good  sweet  nurse, — 0  lord !  why 

look'st  thou  sad  ? 
Though  news  be  sad,  yet  tell  them  merrily  ; 
If  good,  thou  sham'st  the  music  of  sweet  news, 
By  playing  it  to  rac  with  so  sour  a  face. 

JVurse.  I  am  weary,  give  me  leave  a  while ; — 
Fie,  how  my  bones  ache  !  What  a  jaunt  have 

I  had ! 
Jul.  I  would,  thou  hadst  my  bones,  and  I 

thy  news : 
Nay,  come,  I  pray  thee,  speak ; — good,  good 

nurse,  speak. 
Nurse.  Jesu  !  What  haste!  can  you  not  stay 

awhile  ? 
Do  you  not  see,  that  I  am  out  of  breath  ? 
Jul.  How  art  thou  out  of  breath,  when  thou 

hast  breath 
To  say  to  me — that  thou  art  out  of  breath  '! 
The  excuse,  that  thou  dost  make  in  this  delay, 
Is  longer  than  the  tale  thou  dost  excuse. 
Is  thy  news  good,  or  bad  ?  answer  to  that  ? 
Say  either,  and  I'll  stay  the  circumstance  : 
Let  me  be  satisfied,  is't  good  or  bad  ? 

Nurse.  Well,  youhave  made asimple choice; 
you  know  not  how  to  choose  a  man  :  Romeo  ! 
no,  not  he ;  though  his  face  be  better  than  any 


♦Driveher,  aiaballatjAickwitljabandy,  i.  e.  abatt 
or  battlcdure.  »      *  I"  t^t'-'i*' 


warrant  him,  as  gentle  as  a  Iamb. — Go  thy 
ways,  wcncli ;  serve  God. — What,  have  you 
dined  at  home  ? 

Jul.  No,  no  :  But  all  this  did  I  know  before  : 

What  says  he  to  our  marriage  ?  what  of  that  2 

Nurse.  Lord,  how  my  head  aches!  what  & 

head  have  I  ? 

It  beats  as  it  would  fall  in  twenty  pieces. 

My  back  o't'other    side,   O,   my  back,  my 

back  ! — 
Beshrew*  your  heart,  for  sending  me  about, 
To  catch   my   death  with  jaunting  up  and 
down  ! 
'Jul.  rfailh,  I  am  sorry  thatthou  artnotwell: 
Sweet,  sweet,  sweet  nurse,  tell  me,  what  says 
my  love  ? 
Nurse.  Your  love  says  like  an  honest  gen- 
tleman. 
And  a  courteous,  and  a  kind  and  a  handsome. 
And,  I  warrant,  a  virtuous  : — Where  is  your 
mother  ? 
Jul.  ^Where  is  my  mother  ? — why,  she  is 
within ;  [ply'st ! 

Where  should  she  be  ?    How  odly  thou  re- 
Four  love  says  like  an  holiest  gentleman)—' 
Where  is  your  mother  ? 

Nurse.  O  God's  lady  dear  ! 
xVre  you  so  hot  ?  Marry  come  up,  I  trow  ; 
Is  this  the  poultice  for  my  aching  bones  ? 
Henceforward  do  your  messages  yourself. 
Jul.  Here's  such  a  coil,t — come,  what  says 

Romeo  ? 
Nurse.  Have  you  got  leave  to  go  to  shrift  to- 
day? 
Jul.  I  have. 

Nurse.  Then  hie  you  hence  to  Friar  Lau- 
rence' cell. 
There  stays  a  husband  to  make  you  a  wife : 
Now  comes  the  wanton  blood  up  in  your 

cheeks, 
They'll  be  in  scarlet  straight  at  any  news. 
Hie  you  to  church  ;  I  must  another  way, 
To  fetch  a  ladder,  by  the  which  yourlove 
Must  climb  a  birds  nest  soon,  when  it  is  dark : 
I  am  the  drudge,  and  toil  in  your  delight ; 
But  you  shall  bear  the  burden  soon  at  night. 
Go,  I'll  to  dinner ;  hie  you  to  the  cell. 
Jul.  Hie  to   high  fortune! — honest  nurse, 
farewell.  lExeunt, 

SCENE  VT.— Friar  Lawrence's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  Lawrence  and  Romeo- 

Fri.  So  smile  the  heavens  upon  this  holy  act, 
That  after-hours  with  sorrow  chide  us  not '. 

Rom.  Amen,  amen  !  but  come  what  sorrow 
can, 
It  cannot  countervail  the  exchange  of  joy 
That  one  short  minute  gives  me  in  her  sight : 
Do  thou  but  close  our  hands  with  holy  words, 
Then  love  devouring  death  do  what  he  dare, 
It  is  enough  I  may  but  call  her  mine. 

Fri.  These  violent  delights  have  violent  ends, 
And  in  their  triumph  die ;  like  fire  and  powder. 
Which,  as  they  kiss,  consume  :  the  sweetest 

honey 
Is  loathsome  in  his  own  deliciousness, 
And  in  the  taste  confounds  the  appetite : 
Therefore,  love  moderately;  long  love  doth  SO  ; 
Too  swift  arrives  as  tardy  as  too  slow. 
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Enter  Juliet. 


Here  comes  the  lady : — 0,  so  light  a  foot 
Will  ne'er  wear  out  the  everlasting  flint : 
A  lover  may  bestride  the  gossamers* 
That  idle  in  the  wanton  summer  air,     . 
And  yet  not  fall ;  so  light  is  vanity. 
Jul.  Good  even  to  my  ghostly  confessor. 
Fri.  Romeo  shall  thank  thee,   daughter,  for 

us  both. 
Jul.  As  much  to  him,  else  are  his  thanks  too 

much. 
Rom.  Ah,  Juliet,  if  the  measure  of  thy  joy 
Be  heap'd  like  mine,   and   that  thy  skill  be 

more 
To  blazonf  it,  then  sweeten  with  thy  breath 
This  neighbour  air,  and  let  rich  music's  tongue 
Unfold  the  imagin'd  happiness  that  both 
Receive  in  either  by  this  dear  encounter. 
.  Jul.  Conceit,^,  more  rich  in  matter  than  in 

words, 
Brags  of  his  substance  not  of  ornament : 
They  are  but  beggars  that  can  count  their 

worth  : 
But  my  true  love  is  grown  to  such  excess, 
J  cannot  sum  up  half  my  sum  of  wealth. 
Fri.  Come,  come  with  me,  and  we  will  make 
short  work  ; 
For,  by  your  leaves,  you  shall  not  stay  alone, 
Till  holy  church  incorporate  two  in  one. 

\_Exemit. 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I.— J  Public  Place. 

Enter  Mercutio,  Benvolio,  Page,   and  Ser- 
vants. 

Ben.  I  pray  you,  good  Mercutio,  let's  retire; 
The  day  is  hot,  the  Capulets  abroad, 
And,  if  we  meet,  we  shall  not  'scajie  a  brawl ; 
For  now,  these  hot  days,  is  the  mad  blood  stir- 
ring. 

Mer.  Thou  art  like  one  of  those  fellows,  that, 
when  he  enters  the  confines  of  a  tavern,  claps 
me  his  sword  upon  the  table,  and  says,  God 
send  me  no  need  of  thee  !  and,  by  the  operation 
of  the  second  cup,  draws  it  on  the  drawer, 
ivhen,  indeed,  there  is  no  need. 

Ben.  Am  1  like  such  a  fellow  ? 

Mer.  Come,  come,  thou  art  as  hot  a  Jack  in 
thy  mood  as  any  in  Italy  ;  and  as  soon  moved 
to  be  moody,  and  as  soon  moody  to  be  moved. 

Ben.  And  what  to  ? 

Mer.  Nay,  an  there  were  two  such,  we 
should  have  none  shortly,  for  one  would  kill 
the  other.  Thou  !  why  thou  wilt  quarrel  with 
a  man  that  hath  a  hair  more,  or  a  hair  less,  in 
his  beard,  than  thou  hast.  Thou  wilt  quarrel 
with  a  man  for  cracking  nuts,  having  no  other 
reason  but  because  thou  hast  hazel  eyes  ; 
What  eye,  but  such  an  eye,  would  <py  out  such 
a  quarrel  ?  Thy  head  is  as  full  of  quar  els,  as 
an  egg  is  full  of  meat ;  and  yet  thy  head  hath 
been  beaten  as  addle  as  an  egg.  for  quarrelling. 
Thou  hast  quarrelled  with  a  man  for  coughing 
in  the  street,  because  he  hath  wakened  thy 
dog  that  hath  lain  asleep  in  the  sun.  Didst 
thou  not  fall  out  with  a  tailor  for  waring  his 
new  doublet  before  Easter  ?  with  another,  for 
tying  his  new  shoes  with  old  ribband  ?  and  yet! 
thou  wilt  tutor  me  from  quarrelling ! 

Ben.  An  I  were  so  apt  to  quarrel  as  thou  art, 
any  man  should  buy  the  fee-simple  of  my  life 
for  an  hour  and  a  quarter. 

Mer.   The  fee-simple  .'   0  simple  ! 

•  The  long  white  filament  which  flies  iii  the  air. 
t  Paint,  display.  J  ImaginatioB. 


Enter  Tybalt,  and  others. 

Ben.  By  my  head,  here  come  the  Capulets. 

Mer.  By  my  heel,  I  care  not. 

Tyb.  Follow  me  close,  for  I  will  speak  to 
them. — Gentlemen,  good  den:  a  word  with  one 
of  you. 

Mer.  And  but  one  word  with  one  of  us  ? 
Couple  it  with  something  ;  make  it  a  word  and 
a  blow. 

Tijb.  You  will  find  me  apt  enough  to  that, 
Sir,  if  you  will  give  me  occasion. 

Mer.  Could  you  not  take  some  occasion 
without  giving  ? 

Tyb.  Mercutio,  thou  consortest  with  Ro- 
meo,— 

Mer.  Consort  ?  what,  dost  thou  make  us 
minstrels  :  an  thou  make  minstrels  of  us,  look 
to  hear  nothing  but  discords:  here'emy  fiddle- 
stick ;  here's  that  shall  make  you  dance. 
'Zounds,  consort ! 

Ben.  We  talk  here  in  the  public  haunt  of 
men  : 
Either  withdraw  into  some  private  place, 
Or  reason  coldly  of  your  grievances, 
Or  else  depait ;  here  all  eyes  gaze  on  us. 

Mer.  Mens  eyes  were  made  to  look,  and  let 
them  gaze  ; 
I  will  not  budge  for  no  man's  pleasure,  I- 

Enter  Romeo. 

Tyb.  Well,  peace  be  with  you,  Sir!    here 

comes  my  man. 
Mer.  But  I'll  be  hanged.  Sir,  if  he  wear 
your  livery  :  [er  ; 

Marry,  go  before  to  field,  he'll  be  your  foUow- 
Your  worship,  in  that  sense,  may  call  him — 
man. 
Tyb.  Romeo,  the  hate  I  bear  thee,  can  af- 
ford 
No  better  term  than  this — Thou  art  a  villain. 

Rom.  Tybalt,  the  reason  that  I  have  to  love 
Doth  much  excuse  the  appertaining  rage  [thee 
To  such  a  greeting  : — Villain  am  I  none  ;  [not. 
Therefore   farewell  ;  I  see,  thou  know'st   me 
Tyb.  Boy,  this  shall  not  excuse  the  injuries 
That  thou  hast  done  me  ;  therefore  turn,   and 
draw . 
Rom.  I  do  protest,  I  never  injur'd  thee ; 
But  lovd  thee  better  than  thou  canst  devise, 
Till  thon  shalt  know  the  reason  of  my  love  : 
And  so,  good  Capulet, — which  name  I  tender 
As  dearly  as  mine  own, — be  satisfied. 
Mer.  O  cF.lm,   dishonourable,   vile  submis- 
sion ! 
.4  la  stoccata*  carries  it  away.  [^Draws. 

Tybalt,  you  rat-catcher,  wi'l  you  walk  .' 
Tyb.  What  wouldst  thou  have  with  me  ? 
Mer.  Good  king  of  cats,  nothing,  but  one  of 
your  nine  lives ;  that  I  mean  to  make  bold 
withal,  and.  as  you  shall  use  me  hereafter,  dry- 
beat  the  rest  of  the  eight.  Will  you  pluck 
your  sword  out  of  his  pilchcrf  by  the  ears  .' 
make  haste,  lest  mine  be  about  your  ears  ere  it 
be  out. 

Tyb    I  am  for  you.  [Drawing. 

Rom.  Gentle  Mercutio,  put  thy  rapier  up. 
Mer.  Come,  Sir,  your passado.    \_They  fight. 
Rom.  Draw,  Benvolio  ;  [shame, 

Beat  down  their  weapons : — Gentlemen,  for 
Forbear  this  outrage  ;--Tybalt — Mercutio — 
The  prince  expressly  hath  forbid  this  bandying 
In  Verona  streets:— hold,  Tybalt;— good  Mer- 
cutio. 

^Exeunt  Tybalt  and  his  Partisans. 

*  The  Italian  term  for  a  thrust  or  stab  \*'ith  a  rapier 
t  Case  orscatbsrd. 
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Enter  Prince,  attended;  Montague,  Capulet, 
their  ^ives  and  others. 
Prin.  Where  are  the  vile  beginners  of  this 

fray  ? 
Ben.  O  noble  prince,  I  can  discover  all 


Mer.  I  am  hurt ; — 
A  plague  o'both  the  houses  ! — I  am  sped:  — 
Is  he  gone,  and  hath  nothing  ? 
Ben.  What,  art  thou  hurt  ? 
Mer.  Ay,  ay,  a  scratch,  a  scratch ;  marry, 

'tis  enough.—  [geon.  The  unlucky  manage  of  this  fatal  brawl : 

Where  is  my  page? — go,  villain,  fetch  a  sur-  There  lies  the  man  slain  by  young  Romeo. 

lExit  Pag'.  That  slew  thy  kinsman,  brave  Mercutio. 
Itom.  Courage,  man;  the  hurt  cannot  be      La.  Cap.  Tybalt,  my  cousin! — Omybrother's 

much.  i  child ! 

Mer.  No,  'tis  not  so  deep  as  a  well,  nor  so  Unhappy  sight !  ah  me,  the  blood  is  spill'd 
wide  as  a  church  door;  but  'tis  enough,  'twill  Of  my  dear  kinsman  ! — Prince,   as   thou  art 
serve :  ask  for  me  to-morrow,  and  you  shall  true,* 

find  me  a  grave  man.     1  am  peppered,  I  war-  For  blood  of  ours  shed  blood  of  Montague, — 
rant,  for  this  world:— A  plague  o'both  your  O  cousin,  cousin  ! 

houses! — Zounds,  a  dog,  a  rat,  a  mouse,  a  cat,  Prin-  Benvoiio,  who  began  this  bloody  fray  ? 
to  scratch  a  man  to  death  !  a  braggart,  a  rogue,  Beji.  Tybalt,  here  slain,  whom  Romeo's  hand 
a  villain,  that  fights  by  the  book  of  arithmetic  1  did  slay ; 

— Why,  the  devil,  came  you  between  us?  I  Romeo  that  spoke  him  fair,  bade  him  bethink 
was  hurt  under  your  arm.  How  nicet  the  quarrel  was,  and  urg'd  withal 

Rom.  I  thought  all  for  the  best.  Your  high  displeasure : — All  this — uttered 

Mer.  Help  me  into  some  house,  Benvoiio,  I  With  gentle  breath,  calm  look,  knees  humbly 
Or  1  shall  faint. — A  plague  o'both  your  houses ''  bow'd. 

They  have  made  worm's  meat  of  me :  Could  not  take  truce  with  the  unruly  spleen 

I  have  it,  and  soundly  too : — Your  houses :        Of  Tybalt  deaf  to  peace,  but  that  he  tilts 

[_Exeunt  Mercutio  a?i(/ Benvolio.  With  piercing  steel  at  bold  Mercutio's  breast; 
Rom.  This  gentleman,  the  prince'snear  ally,  Who,  all  as  hot,  turns  deadly  point  to  point, 


And,  with  a  martial  scorn,  with  one  hand  beats 

Cold  death  aside,  and  with  the  other  sends 

It  back  to  Tybalt,  whose  dexterity 

Retorts  it:  Romeo  he  cries  aloud. 

Hold,  friends  .'friends,  part !  and,  swifter  than 

his  tongue. 
His  agile  arm  beats  down  their  fatal  points. 
And  'twixt  them  rushes;  underneath  whose 
O  Romeo,  Romeo,  brave  Mercutio's  arm 

dead;  An  envious  thrust  from  Tybalt  hit  the  life 

That  gallant  spirit  hath  aspir'd  the  clouds,         !0f  stout  Mercutio,  and  then  Tybalt  fled  : 
Which  too  untimely  here  did  scorn  the  earth.    But  by  and  by  comes  back  to  Romeo, 
Rom.  This  day's  black  fate  on  more  days ^^ho  had  but  newly  entertain'd  revenge. 


My  very  friend,  hath  got  his  mortal  hurt 
In  my  behalf;  my  reputation  stain'd 
With  Tybalt's  slander,  Tybalt  that  an  hour 
Hath  been  my  kinsman  : — O  sweet  Juliet, 
Thy  beauty  hath  made  me  effeminate, 
And  in  my  temper  soften'd  valour's  steel. 

Re-enter  Benvolio. 


Ben. 


doth  depend; 
This  but  begins  the  woe,  others  must  end 

Re-enter  Tybalt. 


Ben.  Here  comes  the  furious  Tybalt  back 
again 


And  to't  they  go  like  lightning  ;  foi-,  ere  I 
Could  draw  to  part  them,  was  stout  Tybalt 

slain ; 
And,  as  he  fell,  did  Romeo  turn  and  fly  : 
This  is  the  truth,  or  let  Benvoiio  die. 

La.  Cap.  He  is  a  kinsman  to  the  Montague, 

Rom.  Alive  !  in  triumph  !  and  Mercutio  slain  ll^ffeoljon  mfikes  him  false,  he  speaks  not  true  : 

ivay  to  heaven,  respective*  lenity,  ^o'"*^  twenty  of  them  fought  in  this  black  strife, 

"  "  "  And  all  those  twenty  could  but  kill  one  life  : 


Away 

And  lire-eyd  fury  be  my  conduct  t  now  ! 
Now,  Tybalt,  take  the  villain  back  again, 
That  late  thou  gav'st  me  ;  for  Mercutio's  soul 
Is  but  a  little  way  above  our  heads, 
Staying  for  thine  to  keep  him  company; 
Either  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  must  go  with  him. 

Tyb.  Thou,  wretched  boy,  that  didst  con- 
sortj:  him  here, 
Shalt  with  him  hence. 

Rom.  This  shall  determine  that. 

[  They  fight ;  Tybalt  falls. 

Ben.  Romeo,  away,  be  gone  ! 
The  citizens  are  up,  and  Tybalt  slain 


I  bog  for  justice,   which  thou,  prince,  must 

give  ; 
Romeo  slew  Tybalt,  Romeo  must  not  live. 

Prin.  Romeo  slew  him,  he  s\e\\'  Mercutio  ; 
Who  now  the  price   of  his  dear  blood  doth 
owe? 
Mon.  Not  Romeo,  prince,  he  was  Mercutio's 
friend ;  [f  nd. 

His  fault  concludes  but,  what  the  law  should 
The  life  of  Tyba!t. 

Prin    And,  for  tiiat  offence. 
Immediately  we  do  exile  him  hence  : 


Stand  not  amaz'd;— the  prince  will  doom  theel^'^'^v*'  a"  interest  in  your  hates'  proceeding, 
(jgath  iMy  blood  for  your  rude  brawls  doth  lie 

If  thou  art  taken:— Hence  !— be  gone  I— away  !|  bleeding  ; 

Rom.  O  !  I  am  fortune's  fool !  1^"^  I'll  amercet  you  with  so  strong  a  fine. 

Ben.  Why  dost  thou  stay?         [^zffRoMEo.  T^^*  yo"  ^^^^l'  all  repent  the  loss  of  mine: 

;l  will  be  deaf  to  pleading  and  excuses  ; 


Enter  Citizens,  ^c. 
1  Cit.  Which  way  ran  he,  that  kill'd  IMer- 
cutio  ? 
Tybalt,  that  murderer,  which  way  ran  he? 
Ben.  There  lies  that  Tybalt. 
1  Cit.  Up,  Sir,  go  with  me  ; 
I  charge  thee  in  the  prince's  name,  obey. 


Nor  tears,   nor    prayers,   shall  purchase   out 

abuses. 
Therefore  use  none  :  let  Romeo  hence  in  haste, 
Else,  when  he's  found,  that  hour  is  his  last- 
Bear  hence  this  body,  and  attend  our  will ; 
Mercy  but  murders,  pardoning  those  that  kill. 

{Exeunt. 


*  Cool,  considerate  gentleness. 
t  Conduct  for  conducted,  }  Accompaoj'. 


*  Just  and  upright.  t  Slight,  unimportaat 

X  Punish  by  fine. 
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SCENE  II.—A  Roam  in  CAPUtEx's  House. 

Enter  J«het. 
Jul.  Gallop  apace,  you  fiery-footed  steeds, 
Towards  Phoebus'  mansion  ;  such  a  waggoner 
As  Phaeton  would  whip  you  to  the  west. 
And  bring  in  cloudy  night  immediately. — 
Spread    thy   close   curtain,   love-performing 

night ! 
That  run-away's  eyes  may  wink  ;  and  Romeo 
Leap  to  these  arms,  untalk'd  of,  and  unseen ! — 
Lovers  can  see  to  do  theii-  amorous  rites 
By  their  own  beauties  ;  or,  if  love  be  blind, 
It  best  agrees  with  night. — Come,  civil*  night. 
Thou  sober-suited  matron,  all  in  black. 
And  learn  me  how  to  lose  a  winning  match, 
Play'd  for  a  pair  of  stainless  maidenhoods : 
Hood  my  unman  n'd  blood  bating  in  my  cheeks.t 
With  thy  black  mantle :  till  strange  love,  grown 

bold. 
Think  true  love  acted,  simple  modesty. 
Come,  night !— Come,  Romeo  !    come,  thou 

day  in  night ! 
For  thou  wilt  lie  upon  the  wings  of  night 
Whiter  than  new  snow  on  a  raven's  back, — 
Come,  gentle  night;    come,    loving,    black- 

brow'd  night. 
Give  me  my  Romeo :  and,  when  he  shall  die, 
Take  him  and  cut  him  out  in  little  stars. 
And  he  will  make  the  face  of  heaven  so  fine, 
That  all  the  world  will  be  in  love  with  night, 
And  pay  no  worship  to  the  garish^  sun. — 
O,  I  have  bought  the  mansion  of  a  love, 
But  not  possess'd  it ;  and,  though  I  am  sold, 
Not  yet  enjoy'd  :  So  tedious  is  this  day, 
As  is  the  night  before  some  festival 
To  an  impatient  child,  that  hath  new  robes, 
And  may  not  wear  them.    O,  here  comes  ray 

nurse, 

Enter  Nurse,  with  Cords. 

And  she  brings  news  ;  and  every  tongue,  tha' 

speaks  [quence.— 

But    Romeo's    name,   speaks    heavenly   elo- 

Now,  nurse,  what  news  ?  Whathast  thou  there, 

the  cords. 
That  Romeo  bade  thee  fetch  ?  |^ 

Nurse.    Ay,  ay,  the  cords.  ' 

ITfiroivs  them  down. 
Jul.  Ah   me  !  what  news  ?  why  dost  thou 

wring  thy  hands? 
Nurse.  Ah  well-a  day !  he's  dead,  he's  dead, 
he's  dead ! 
We  are  u-done,  lady,  we  are  undone! — 
Alack  the  day  .'—he's  gone,  he's  kill'd,  he's 
dead! 
Jul.  Can  heaven  be  so  envious  ? 
Nurse.  Romeo  can, 
Though  heaven  cannot  :-0 Romeo  ?  Romeo  ! — 
Who  ever  would  have  thought  it  ? — Romeo? — 
Jul.  What  devil  art  thou,  that  dost  torment 
me  thus  ? 
This  torture  should  be  roar'd  in  dismal  hell. 
Hath  Romeo  slain  himself?  say  thou  but  /,§ 
And  that  bare  vowel  /shall  poison  more 
Than  the  death-darting  eye  of  cockatrice  : 
I  am  not  I,  if  there  be  such  an  /; 
Or  those  eyes  shut,  that  make  thee  answer,  /. 
If  he  be  slaiu,  say — /;  or  if  not,  no: 
Brief  sounds  determine  of  my  weal,  or  woe. 
JVuwe.  I  saw  the  wound,  I  saw  it  with  mine 
eyes, — 

*  Grave, solemn. 

t  These  are  terms  of  falconry.        *  Gaudy,  showy. 

^  In  Shafcspeare's  time  the  affirmative  particle  ay  was. 
iiiiaally  written  /,  and  here  it  is  necessary  »o  retain  the 
Old  spelUoff" 


God  save  the  mark ! — ^liere  on  his  manly  breast : 
A  piteous  corse,  a  bloody  piteous  corse  ; 
Pale,  pale  as  ashes,  all  bedawb'd  in  blood. 
All  in  gore  blood  ;  I  swoonded  at  the  sight. 
Jul.   O  break,  my  heart  I — poor  bankrupt, 
break  at  once  ! 
To  prison,  eyes  !  ne'er  look  on  liberty  ! 
Vile  earth,  to  earth  resign  ;  end  motion  here  ; 
And  thou,  and  Romeo,  press  one  heavy  bier; 
Nurse.  0  Tybalt,  Tybalt,  the  best  friend  I 
had! 
0  courteous  Tybalt !  honest  gentleman  ! 
That  ever  I  should  live  to  see  thee  dead  1 
Jul.  What  storm  is  this,  that  blows  so  con- 
trary ? 
Is  Romeo  slaughter'd ;  and  is  Tybalt  dead  ? 
My  dear-lov'd  cousin,  and  my  dearer  lord  ?— 
Then,  dreadful  trumpet,   sound  the  general 

doom  ! 
For  who  is  living,  if  those  two  are  gone  ? 

Nurse.  Tybalt  is  gone,  and  Romeo  banished ; 
Romeo,  that  kill'd  him,  he  is  banished. 
Jul.  O  God !— did  Romeo's  hand  shed  Ty- 
balt's blood? 
Nurse.     It  did,  it  did  ;  alas  the  day  !  it  did. 
Jul.  O  serpent  heart,  hid  with  a  flow'ring 
Did  ever  dragon  keep  so  fair  a  cave  ?       face  .' 
Beautiful  tyrant !  fiend  angelical ! 
Dove-feather'd  raven  !  wolvish-raveninglamb  ' 
Despised  substance  of  divinest  show ! 
Just  opposite  to  what  thou  justly  seem'st, 
A  damned  saint,  an  honourable  villain  ! — 
O,  nature !  what  hadst  thou  to  do  in  hell, 
When  thou  didst  bower  the  spirit  of  a  fiend 
In  mortal  paradise  of  such  sweet  flesh? 
Was  ever  book,  containing  such  vile  matter, 
So  fairly  bound?  0,  lliat  deceit  should  dwell 
In  such  a  gorgeous  palace ! 
JVurse.  There's  no  trust, 
No  faith,  no  honesty  in  men;  all  perjur'd, 
All  forsworn,  all  naught,  all  dissemblers. — 
Ah,  Where's  my  man  ?  give  me  some  aqua- 
vit (e  :—  [me  old. 
These  griefs,  these  woes,  these  sorrows  make 
Shame  come  to  Romeo  ! 

Jul.  Blister'd  be  thy  tongue. 
For  such  a  wish  !  he  was  not  born  to  shame  : 
Upon  his  brow  shame  is  asham'd  to  sit ; 
For  'tis  a  throne  where  honour  may  be  crown'd 
Sole  monarch  of  the  universal  earth. 
0,  what  a  beast  was  I  to  chide  at  him ! 
Jfurse.  Will  you  speak  well  of  him  that  kill'd 

your  cousin  ? 
Jul.  Shall  I  speak  ill  of  him  that  is  my  hus- 
band? 
Ah,  poor  my  lord, what  tongue  shall  smoothe 

thy  name,  t'*^',"T 

When  I.  thy  three-hours  wife,  have  mangled 
But,   wherefore,  villain,  didst  thou  kill   my 
cousin  ?  [band: 

That  villain  cousin  would  have  kill'd  ray  hus- 
Back,  foolish  tears,  back  to  your  native  spring  ; 
Your  tributary  drops  belong  to  woe. 
Which  you,  mistaking,  offer  up  to  joy.  [slam  ; 
My  husband  lives,  that  Tybalt  would  have 
And  Tybalt's  dead,  that  would  have  slain  ray 

husband  : 
All  this  is  comfort ;  Wherefore  weep  I  then  ?^ 
Some  word  there  was,  worser  than  Tybalt  s 

death, 
That  raurder'd  me:  I  would  forget  it  fain  : 
But,  O !  it  presses  to  my  memory, 
Like  damned  guilty  deeds  to  sinners'  minds: 
Tybalt  is  dead,  and  Romeo— banished ; 
Tho-t— banished,  that  one  woTd—banished, 

*  To  iinooth,  iu ancient  language,  isio strolit,  Co  care:i. 
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Hath  slain  ten  thousand   Tybalts.*  Tybalt's 


And  turn'd  that  black  word  death  to  banish- 


death 
Was  woe  enough,  if  it  had  ended  there  : 
Or, — if  sour  woe  delights  in  fellowship, 
And  needly  will  be  rankdwith  other  griefs,— 
Why  foUow'd  not,  when  she  said — Tybalt' 
Thy  father,  or  thy  mother,  nay,  or  both,  [dead, 
Which  modernt lamentation  might  have  mov'dr 
But,  with  a  rear-ward  following  Tybalt's  death, 
Romeo  is  banished,- — to  speak  that  word, 
Is  father,  mother,  Tybalt,  Romeo.  Juliet, 
All  slain,  all  dead: — Romeo  is  banished, — 
There  is  no  end,  no  limit,  measure,  bound. 
In  that  word's  death ;  no  words  can  that  woe 

sound. — 
Where  is  my  father,  and  my  mother,  nurse  ? 
J^urse.  Weeping  and  w^ailing  over  Tybalt's 

corse ; 
Will  you  go  to  them  ,  I  will  bring  you  thither. 
Jul.  Wash  they  his  wounds  with  tears  ?  mine 

shall  be  spent, 
When  theirs  are  dry,  for  Romeo's  banishment. 
Take  up  those  cords : — Poor  ropes,  you  are 

beguil'd. 
Both  you  and  I ;  for  Romeo  is  exil'd  : 
He  made  you  for  a  highway  to  my  bed ; 
But  I,  a  maid,  die  maiden-widowed. 
Come,  cords ;  come,  nurse  ;  I'll  to  my  wedding 

bed; 
And  death,  not  Romeo,  take  my  maidenhead 
Nurse.  Hie  to'your  chamber:  I'll  find  Romeo 
To  comfort  you: — I  wott  well  where  he  is. 
Hark  ye,  your  Romeo  will  be  here  at  night ; 
I'll  to  him  ;  he  is  hid  at  Laurence'  cell. 
Jul.  O  find  him!  give  this  ring  to  my  true 

knight. 
And  bid  him  come  to  take  his  last  farewell. 

[_Exeunt. 
SCENE  III.— Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 
Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Romeo. 

Fri.  Romeo,  come  forth  ;  come  forth,  thou 
fearful  man ; 
Affliction  is  enamour'd  of  thy  parts. 
And  thou  art  wedded  to  calamity. 

Rom.  Father,  what    news?    what   is    the 
prince's  doom  ? 
What  sorrow  craves  acquaintance  at  my  hand, 
That  I  yet  know  not  ? 

Fri.  Too  familiar 
Is  my  dear  son  w  ith  such  sour  company  : 
I  bring  thee  tidings  of  the  prince's  doom. 

Rom.    What   less   than    doomsday  is    the 
prince's  doom 

Fri.  A  gentler  judgement  vanish'd  from  his 
lips, 
Not  body's  death,  but  body's  banishment. 

Rom.  Ha  !  banishment?  be  merciful,  say — 
For  exile  hath  more  terror  in  his  look,  [death : 
Much  more  than  death  :  do  not  say — banish- 
ment. 

Fri.  Hence  from  Verona  art  thou  banished : 
Be  patient,  for  the  world  is  broad  and  wide. 

Ro7n.  There  is  no  world   without  Verona 
But  purgatory,  torture,  hell  itself.  [walls. 

Hence-banished  is  banish'd  from  the  world, 
And  world's  exile  is  d^ath  : — then  banishment 
Is  death misterm'd : calling  death — ^banishment. 
Thou  cut'st  my  head  off  with  a  golden  axe. 
And  smil'st  upon  the  stroke  that  murders  me. 

Fri.  O  deadly  sin!  O  rude  unthankful ness! 
Thy  fault  our  law  calls  death  ;  but  the  kind 

prince, 
Taking  thy  part,  hath  rush'd  aside  the  law, 


ment: 


*Lcls  worse  than  the  loss  of  ten  thouasnd  Tybalts 
♦  Common.  i  ILbow. 


This  is  dear  mercy,  and  thou  seest  it  not. 
Ro7n.  'Tis  torture,  and  not  mercy  :  heaven 
is  here. 
Where  Juliet  lives  ;  and  every  cat,  and  dog, 
And  little  mouse,  every  unworthy  thing, 
Live  here  in  heaven,  and  may  look  on  her, 
But  Romeo  may  not. — More  validity,* 
More  honourable  state,  more  courtship  lives 
In  carrion  flies,  than  Romeo;  they  may  seize 
On  the  white  wonder  of  dear  Juliet's  hand, 
And  steal  immortal  blessing  from  her  lips; 
Who,  even  in  pure  and  vestal  modesty, 
Still  blush,  as  thinking  their  own  kisses  sin  ; 
But  Romeo  may  not ;  he  is  banished  : 
Flies  may  do  this,  when  I  from  this  must  fly ; 
They  are  free  men,  but  1  am  banished. 
And  say'st  thou  yet,  that  exile  is  not  death? 
Hadst  thou  no  poison  mix'd,  no  sharp-ground 

knife, 
No  sudden  mean  of  death,  though  ne'er  so  mean^ 
But — banished — to  kill  me  ;  banished  ? 
O  friar,  the-damned  use  that  word  in  hell ; 
Howlings  attend  it :  How  hast  thou  the  heart, 
Being  a  divine,  a  ghostly  confessor, 
A  sin-absolver,  and  my  friend  profess'd, 
To  mangle  me,  with  that  Avord — banishment  ? 
Fri.  Thou  fond  madman,  hear  me  but  speak 

a  word. 
Rom.  O,  thou  wilt  speak  again  of  banish- 
ment. 
Fri.  I'll  give  thee  armour  to  keep  off  that 
Adversity's  sweet  milk,  philosophy,      [word^ 
To  comfort  thee,  though  thou  art  banished. 

Rom.  Yet  banished?— Hang  up  philosophy! 
Unless  philosophy  can  make  a  Juliet, 
Displant  a  town,  reverse  a  prince's  doom; 
It  helps  not,  it  prevails  not,  talk  no  more. 
Fri.  O  then  I  see  that  madmen  have  no 

ears. 
Rom.  How  should  they,  when  that  wise  men 

have  no  eyes  ? 
Fri.  Let  me  dispute  with  thee  of  thy  estate. 
Rom.  Thou  canst  not  speak  of  what  thou 
dost  not  feel : 
Wert  thou  as  young  as  I,  Juliet  thy  love, 
An  hour  but  married,  Tybalt  murdered 
Doting  like  me,  and  like  me  banished, 
Then  mightst  thou  speak,  then  might'st  thou 

tear  thy  hair, 
And  fall  upon  the  ground  as  I  do  now, 
Taking  the  measure  of  an  unmade  grave. 
Fri.  Arise;  one  knocks;  good  Romeo,  hide 
thyself.  ^Knocking  within. 

Rom.    Not  I,  unless  the  breath  of  heart-sick 
groans. 
Mist-like,  infold  me  from  the  search  of  eyes. 

[_  Knocking. 
Fri.  Hark,  how  they  knock!— Who's  there? 
Romeo,  arise ; 
Thou  wilt  be  taken  :— Stay  a  while:  stand  up ; 

[Knocking. 
Run  to  ray  study  :— By  and  by  —God's  will ! 
What  wilfulness  is  this?— I  come,  I  come. 

^Knocking. 
Who  knocks  so  hard  ?  whence  came  yoa  ? 
what's  your  will  ? 
Nurse.  IWithin.^  Let  me  come  in,  and  you 

shall  ktiow  my  errand; 
I  come  from  lady  Juliet. 
Fri.  Welcome  then. 

Enter  Nurse. 
mirse.  0  holy  friar,  O,  tell  me,  holy  friar. 
Where  is  my  lady's  lord,  where's  Romeo  1 

I  •WQrtll)V8jlU?» 
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Fri'  There  on  the  ground,  with  his  own  tearss  Andturns  it  to  exile ;  there  art  thou  happy 


made  drunk. 
iVwrse.  O,  he  is  even  in  my  mistress'  case, 
Just  in  her  case  ! 

Fri.  O  woetul  sympathy  ! 
Piteous  predicament ! 

Nurse.  £ven  so  lies  she. 
Blubbering  and  weeping,  weeping  and  blub- 
bering : — 
Stand  up,  stand  up;  stand,  an  you  be  a  man: 
For  Juliet's  sake,  for  her  sake,  rise  and  stand; 
VV^hy  should  you  fall  into  so  deep  an  O? 
Rom.  Nurse ! 
Nii^rse.  Ah   Sir !  ah  Sir  !— Well,  death's  the 

end  of  all. 
Rom.  Spakst  thou  of  Juliet?  how  is  it  with 
her? 
Doth  she  not  think  me  an  old  murderer, 
Now  I  have  stain'd  the  childhood  of  our  joy 
With  blood  remov'd  but  little  from  her  own  ? 
Where  is  she  ?  and  how  doth  she  ?  and  what 

says 
My  conceal'd  lady  to  oar  cancell'd  love  ? 
Nurse.  O,  she  says  nothing.  Sir,  but  weeps 
and  weeps; 
And  now  falls  on  her  bed  ;  and  then  starts  up. 
And  Tybalt  calls;  and  then  on  Romeo  cries. 
And  then  down  falls  again. 

Rom.   As  if  that  name, 
Shot  from  the  deadly  level  of  a  gun. 
Did  murder  her;  as  that  name's  cursed  hand 
Murder'd  her  kinsman. — 0  tell  me,  friar,  tell 
In  what  vile  part  of  this  anatomy  [me. 

Doth  my  name  lodge?  tell  me,  that  I  may 

sack 
The  hateful  mansion.        [^Drawing  his  Sword 

Fri.  Hold  thy  desperate  hand: 
Art  thou  a  tflan?  thy  form  cries  out,  thou  art; 
Thy  tears  are  womanish ;  thy  wild  acts  denote 
The  unreasonable  fury  of  a  beast: 
Unseemly  woman,  in  a  seeming  man! 
Or  ill-beseeming  beast,  in  seeming  both ! 
Thou  hast  amaz'd  me :  by  my  holy  order, 
I  thought  thy  disposition  better  temper'd. 
Hast  thou  slain  Tybalt  ?  wilt  thou  slay  thy- 
self.' 
And  slay  thy  lady  too  that  lives  in  thee, 
By  doing  damned  hate  upon  thyself?   [earth  ? 
Why  rail'st  thou  on  thy  birth,  the  heaven,  and 
Since  birth,  and  heaven,  and  earth,  all  three 

do  meet 
In  thee  at  once;  which  thou  at  once  wouldst 
lose.  [wit; 

Fie,  fie!  thou  sham'st  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy 
Which,  like  an  usurer,  abound'st  in  all, 
And  nsest  none  in  that  true  use  indeed 
Which  should  bedeck  thy  shape,  thy  love,  thy 
Thy  noble  shape  is  but  a  form  of  wax,      [wit. 
Digressing  from  the  valour  of  a  man: 
Thy  dear  love,  sworn,  but  hollow  perjury. 
Killing  that   love  which  thou  hast  vow'd  to 

cherish : 
Thy  wit,  that  ornament  to  shai)e  and  love. 
Mis-shapen  in  the  conduct  of  them  both. 
Like  powder  in  a  .^kill-less  soldier  s  flask. 
Is  set  on  fire  by  thine  own  ignorance. 
And  thou  dismember'd  with  thine  own  de- 
fence.* 
What,  rouse  thee,  man!  thy  Juliet  is  alive. 
For  whose  dear  sake   thou  wast  but  lately 

dead; 

There  art  thou  happy:  Tybalt  would  kill  thee, 

But  thou  slew'st  Tybalt ;  there  art  thou  happy 

too:  [friend. 

The  law,  that  threaten'd  death  becomes  thy 

•  Tora  to  pieces  with  (bine  own  weapons> 


A  pack  of  blessings  lights  upon  thy  back ; 
Happiness  courts  thee  in  her  best  array  ; 
But,  like  a  mis-behav'd  and  sullen  wench. 
Thou  pout'st  upon  thy  fortune  and  thy  love  : 
Take  heed,  take  heed,  for  such  die  miserable. 
Go,  get  thee  to  thy  love,  as  was  decreed. 
Ascend  her  chamber,  he  nee  and  comfort  her; 
But,  look,  thou  stay  not  till  the  watch  be  set. 
For  then  thou  canst  not  pass  to  Mantua  ; 
Where  thou  shalt  live,  till  we  can  find  a  time 
To  blaze  your  marriage,  reconcile  your  friends, 
Beg  pardon  of  the  prince,  and  call  thee  back 
With  twenty  hundred  thousand  times  more 

joy 
Than  thou  went'st  forth  in  lamentation. — 
Go  before,  nurse  :  commend  me  to  thy  lady ; 
And  bid  her  hasten  all  the  house  to  bed. 
Which  heavy  sorrow  makes  them  apt  unto  : 
Romeo  is  coming. 

Nurse.  O  Lord,  I  could  have  staid  here  all 
the  night. 
To  hear  good  counsel  :  O,  what  learning  is! — 
My  lord,  I'll  tell  my  lady  you  will  come. 
Rom.  Do  so,  and  bid  my  sweet  prepare   to 

chide. 
Nurse.   Here,  Sir,  a  ring  she   bid  me  give 
you,  Sir: 
Hie  you,  make  haste,  for  it  grows  very  late. 

[Exit  Nurse. 
Rom.  How  well  my  comfort  is  reviv'd  by 

this ! 
Fri.  Go  hence :  Good  night ;  and  here  stands 
all  your  state  ;* 
Either  begone  before  the  watch  be  set, 
Or  by  the  break  of  day  disguis'd  from  hence  : 
Sojourn  in  Mantua  ;  Illfind  out  your  man. 
And  he  shall  signify  from  time  to  time 
Every  good  hap  to  you,  that  chances  here  : 
Give  me  thy  hand ;  'tis   late  ;  farewell ;  good 
night. 
Rom.  But  that  a  joy  past  joy  calls  out  on 
me. 
It  were  a  grief,  so  brief  to  part  with  thee  : 
Farewell.  \_Exeunt. 

SCEJVE  IV.— A  Room  in  Capulet's  Home. 
Enter  Capulet,  Lady  Capulet,  and  Paris. 

Cap.  Things  have  fallen  out.  Sir,  so  un- 
luckily. 
That  we  have  had  no  time  to  move  our  daugh- 
ter: [ly. 
Look  you,  she  lov'd  her  kinsman  Tybalt  dear- 
And  so  did  I  ; — Well,  we  were  born  to  die. — 
'Tis  very  late,  she'll  not  come  down  to  night . 
I  promise  you,  but  for  your  company, 
I  would  have  been  a-bed  an  hour  ago. 

Par.  These  times  of  woe  afford  no  time  to 
woo : 
Madam,  good  night :  commend  me  to  your 
daughter. 
La.  Cap.  1  will,  and  know  her  mind  early 
to-morrow , 
To-nig!it  she's  mew'dtup  to  her  heaviness. 
Cap.  Sir  Paris,  I  will    make  a  desperate^ 
lender 
Of  my  child's  love  :  1  think,  she  will  be  rul'd 
In  all  respects  by  me;  nay  more,l   doubt  it 
Wife,  go  you  to  her  ere  you  go  to  bed  ;     [not. 
Acquaint  her  here  of  my  son  Paris'  love  ; 
And  bid  her,  mark  you  me,  on  Wednesday 
But,  soft ;    What  day  is  this  ?  [next- 

Par.  Monday,  ray  lord. 

*  The  whole  of  your  fortune  depends  on  thij. 
t  gSiut  UPv  t  B9l<fc 


Scene  V.] 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


410 


Cap.  Monday?  ha!  ha!  Well,  Wednesday 

is  too  soon, 
O'Thursday  let  it  be  ; — o'Thiirsday,  tell  her, 
She  shall  be  married  to  this  noble  earl : — 
Will  you  be  ready  ?  Do  you  like  this  haste  ? 
We'll  keep  no  ^reat  ado ; — a  friend,  or  two :  — 
For  hark  you,  Tybalt  being  slain  so  late, 
It  may  be  thought  we  held  him  carelessly, 
Being  our  kinsman,  if  we  re%'el  much : 
Therefore  we'll  have  some  half  adozen  friends, 
And  there  an  end.  But  whatsay  you  toThurs 

day  ? 
Par.  My  lord,  I  would  that  Thursday  were 

to-morrow. 
Cap.  Well,  get  you  gone : — O'Thursday  be 

it  then  : — 
Go  you  to  .Tuliet  ere  you  go  to  bed. 
Prepare  her,  wife,  against  this  wedding-day. — 
Farewell,  my  lord. — Light  to  my  chamber,  ho  '■ 
Afore  me,  it  is  so  very  late,  that  we 
May  call  it  early  by  and  by  :— Good  night. 

lExetint 

SCENE  F.— Juliet's  Chamber. 
Enter  Romeo  and  Juliet. 

Jul.  Wilt  thou  be  gone  ?  It  is  not  yet  neat" 
It  was  the  nightingale,  and  not  the  lark,  [day  : 
That  pierc'd  the  fearful  hollow  of  thine  ear; 
Nightly  she  sings  on  yon  pomegranale-tree  : 
Believe  me,  love,  it  was  the  nightingale. 

Rom.  It  was  the  lark,  the  herald  of  the  morn, 
No   nightingale :    look,    love,    what   envious 

streaks 
Do  lace  the  severing  clouds  in  yonder  east: 
Night's  candles  are  burnt  out,  and  jocund  day 
Stands  tiptoe  on  the  misty  mountain-tops ; 
I  must  be  gone  and  live,  or  stay  and  die. 

Jul.  Yon  light  is  not  daylight,  I  know  it,  I: 
Itis  some  meteor  that  the  sun  exhales, 
To  be  to  thee  this  niglit  a  torch-bearer. 
And  light  thee  on  thy  way  to  Mantua: 
Therefore  stay  yet,  thou  need'st  not  to  be  gone. 

Rom.  Let   me  be  ta'en,  let  me  be    put  to 
I  am  content,  so  thou  wilt  have  it  so.  [death  ; 
I'll^say,  yon  grey  is  not  the  morning's  eye, 
'Tis  but  the  pale  reflex  of  Cynthia's  brow  ;* 
Nor  that  is  not  the  lark,  whose  notes  do  beat 
The  vaully  heaven  so  high  above  our  heads  : 
I  have  more  caret  to  stay,  than  will  to  go  ; — 
Come,  death,  and  welcome  !    Juliet  wills  it 
so. — 

How  is't  my  soul  ?  let's  talk,  it  is  not  day. 

Jul.  It  is,  itis,  hie  hence,  be  gone,  away  ; 
It  is  the  lark  that  sings  so  out  of  tune, 
Straining    harsh     discords,     and    unpleasing 

sharps. 
Some  say,  the  lark  makes  .-weet  division  ;i 
This  doth  not  so,  for  she  divideth  us  :     [eves  ; 
Some  say,  the   lark   and  Icathed  toad  chano-e  As  tliat  the  villain  lives  which  slaughter'd  him 
O,  now  I  would  they  had  cliung'd  voices  too  !'     ■^"^-  What  villain,  madam  ? 
Since  arm  from  arm  (hat  voice  doth  us  affrav,'     ■'-'"■  Cnp.  That  same  villain,  Romeo. 
Huntingthee  hence  with  hunts-lip^  tollie  day'.        </'<?•  Villain  and  he  are  many  miles  asunder. 
O,  now  be  gone  ;  more  light  and  light  it  grows. 'God  pardon  him  !  I  do,  with  all  my  heart ; 

Rom.  More  lightand  light? — more  dark  and, And  yet  no  man,  like  he,  doth  grieve  my  heart. 

La.  Cap.  That  is,  because  the  traiinr  mur- 
derer lives. 


The  day  is  broke  ;  be  wary,  look  about. 

{_Exit  Nurse. 
Jul  Then,  window,  let  day  in,  and  let  life 

out, 
Rom.  Farewell,  farewell !  one  kiss,  and  I'll 
descend.  [Romeo  descends. 

Jul.  Art  thou  gone  so  ?  my  love !  my  lord  I 
my  friend  ! 
I  must  hear  from  thee  every  day  i'the  hour, 
For  in  a  minute  there  are  many  days  : 
O  !  by  this  count  I  shall  be  ninch  in  years. 
Ere  I  again  behold  my  Romeo. 

Rom.  Farewell!  I  will  omit  no  opportunity 

That  may  convey  my  greetings,  love,  to  thee. 

Jul.  O,  thi;ik'st  thou,  we   shall  ever  meet 

again .' 
Rom.  I  doubt  it  not ;   and  all  these  wors 
shall  serve 
For  sweet  discourses  in  our  time  to  come. 
Jul.  O  God  !  I  have. an  ill-divining  soul : 
Methinks,  I  see  thee,  now  thou  art  below, 
As  one  dead  in  the  bottom  of  a  tomb  : 
Either  my  eye-sight  fails,  or  thou  look'st  pale. 
Rom.  And  trust  me  love,  in  my  eye  so  do 
you : 
Dry  sorrow  drinks  our  blood.     Adieu!  adieu  I 
[£,c?<  Romeo. 
Jul.  O  fortune,  fortune  !  all  men  call  thee 
fickle : 
If  thou  art  fickle,  what  dost  thou  with  him 
That  is  renown'd  for  faith  ?  Be  fickle,  fortune ; 
For  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  not  keep  him  long, 
But  send  him  back. 
La.  Cap.  [IVifhin.]  Ho,  daughter!    are  you 

up  ? 
Jul.  Whois't  thatcalls?  isitmylady  mother? 
Is  she  not  down  so  late,  or  up  so  early  ? 
What    unaccustom'd    cause    procures*     her 
hither  ? 


Enter  Lady  C.\pulet. 

La.  Cap.  Why,  how  now,  Juliet? 

Jul.  Madam,  I  am  not  well. 

La.  Co;?. Evermore  weepingforyourcousin's 

death?  ,    [tears? 

What,  wilt  thou  wash  him  from  his  grave  with 

An  if  thou  couldst,  thou  couldst  not  make  him 

live  ; 

Therefore,  have  done  :  Some  grief  shows  much 
of  love  ;  [wit. 

But  much   of   grief  shows  still  more  want  of 
Ju,l.   Yet  let  me  weep  for  such  a  feeling  loss 
La.  Cap.  So  shall  you  feel  tlie  loss,  but  not 
the  friend 
Which  you  weep  for. 

Jul.  Feeling  so  the  loss, 
I  cannot  choose  but  ever  weep  the  friend. 
La.   Cnp.  Well,  girl,   thouweep'st  not  so 
much  for  his  death. 


dark  our  woes 

Enter  Nurse. 
Nurse.  Madam  I 
Jul.  Nurse .'' 
Nurse.  Your  lady  mother's  coming  to  your 

chamber: 

•Reflection  of  the  moon.  f  Inclination. 

J  Division  was  the  technical  phrase  for  musical  com- 
position. 

§  A  tune  played  to  w.ilie  hunters,  also  a  morning  song 
'o  ••  woman  the  day  after  marriage. 
Vol,  IJ, 


Jul.  Ay,  madam,  from  the  reach  of  these  my 
hands.  [death  ? 

'Would,  none  but  I  might  vcnge  my  cousin's 
La.  Cap.  We  will  have  vengeance  for  it,  fear 
thou  not :  ftua,— 

Then  weep  no  more.     I'll  send  to  one  in  Man- 
Where   that    same    banish'd    runagate    doth 
live, — 

*  Brings. 
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That  shall  bestow  on  him  so  sure  a  draught, 
That  he  shall  soon  keep  Tybalt  company  : 
And  then,  I  hope,  thou  wilt  be  satisfied. 
Jul.  Indeed,  I  never  shall  be  satisfied 
With  Romeo,  till  I  behold  him — dead — 
Is  my  poor  heart  so  for  a  kinsman  vex'd : — 
Madam,  if  you  could  find  out  but  a  man 
To  bear  a  poison,  1  would  temper  it ; 
That  Romeo  should,  upon  receipt  thereof, 
Soon  sleep  in  quiet. — O,  how  my  heart  abhors 
To  hear  him   nam'd, — and   cannot  come   to 

him, — 
To  wreak  the  love  I  bore  my  cousin  Tybalt 
Upon  his  body  that  hath  slaughter'd  him  ! 
La.  Cap-  Find  thou  the  means,  and  I'll  find 
such  a  man. 
But  now  I'll  tell  thee  joyful  tidings,  girl. 
Jul.  And  joy  comes  well  in  such  a  needful 
time : 
What  are  they,  I  beseech  your  ladyship  ? 
La.  Cap.  Well,   well,   thou  hast  a  careful 
father,  child ; 
One,  who,  to  put  thee  from  thy  heaviness, 
Hath  sorted  out  a  sudden  day  of  joy, 
That  thou  expect'st  not,  nor  I  look'd  not  for. 
Jul.  Madam,   in  happy  time,  what  day  is 
that  ?  \ 

La.  Cap.  Marry,  my  child,  early  next  Thurs- 
day morn, 
The  gallant,  young,  and  noble  gentleman. 
The  county  Paris,  at  Saint  Peter's  church, 
Shall  happily  make  thee  there  a  joyful  bride. 
Jul.  Now,  by   Saint   Peter's  church,   and 
Peter  too, 
He  shall  not  make  me  there  a  joyful  bride. 
I  wonder  at  this  haste  ;  that  I  must  wed 
Ere  he,  that  should  be  husband,  comes  to  woo. 
I  pray  you,  tell  my  lord  and  father,  madam, 
I  will  not  marry  yet;  and,  when  I  do,  1  swear. 
It  shall  be  Romeo,  whom  you  know  I  hate, 
Bather  than  Paris : — These  are  news  indeed  ! 
La.  Cap.  Here  comes  your  father ;  tell  him 
so  yourself. 
And  see  how  he  will  take  it  at  your  hands. 
Enter  Capulet  a7id  Nurse. 
Cap.  When  the  snn  sets,  the  air  doth  drizzle 
But  for  the  sunset  of  my  brother's  son,  [dew ; 
It  rains  downright. — 

How  now  ?  a  conduit,  girl  ?  what,  still  in  tears  ? 
Evermore  showering?  In  one  little  body 
Thou  counterfeit'st  a  bark,  a  sea,  a  wind  : 
For  still  thy  eyes,  which  I  may  call  the  sea, 
Do  ebb  and  flow  with  tears;  the  bark  thy  body 

is. 
Sailing  in  this  salt  flood;  the  winds,  thy  sighs; 
Who,— raging  with  thy  tears,  and  they  with 

them, — 
Without  a  sudden  calm,  will  overset 
Thy  tempest-tossed  body. — How  now,  wife  ? 
Have  you  delivered  to  her  our  decree  ? 

La.  Cap.  Ay,   Sir,  but  she  will  none,   she 

gives  you  thanks. 

I  would,  the  fool  were  married  to  her  grave  ! 

Cap.  Soft,  take  me  with  you,  take  me  with 

you,  wife.  [thanks  ? 

How  !  will  she  none  ?  doth  she  not  give  us 

Is  she   not  proud  ?    doth  she  not  count   her 

bless'd, 
Unworthy  as  she  is,  that  we  have  wrought 
So  worthy  a  gentleman  to  be  her  bridegroom  ? 
Jul.  Not  proud,  you  have ;  but  thankful,  that 
you  have : 
Froud  can  I  never  be  of  what  I  hate ; 
But  thankful  even  for  hate,  that  is  meant  love. 
Cap.  How  now.'  how  now,  chop-logic'  What 
js  this  ? 


Proud, — and,  I  thank  you,— and,  I  thank  you 

not ; — 
And  yet  not  proud;  ~Mistress  minion,  you, 
Thank  me  no  thankings,  nor  proud  me  no 
prouds,  [next, 

But  settle   your  fine  joints  'gainst  Thursday 
To  go  with  Paris  to  Saint  Peter's  church. 
Or  1  will  drag  thee  on  a  hurdle  thither. 
Out,  you   green-sickness   carrion !    out,    you 
You  tallow-face  !'  [baggage  ? 

La.  Cap.  Fie,  fie !  what  are  you  mad  ? 
Jul.  Good  father,   I  beseech  you  on   my 
knees, 
Hear  me  with  patience  but  to  speak  a  word. 
Cap.  Hang  thee,  young  baggage !    disobe- 
dient wretch !  ["^^y' 
I  tell  thee  what, — get  thee  to  church  o'Thurs- 
Or  never  after  look  me  in  the  face  : 
Speak  not,  reply  not,  do  not  answer  me : 
My  fingers  itch. — Wife,  we  scarce  thought  u^ 

bless'd, 
That  God  had  sent  us  but  this  only  child ; 
But  now  I  see  this  one  is  one  too  much, 
And  tbat  we  have  a  curse  in  having  her: 
Out  on  her,  hilding  !* 

Nurse.  God  in  heaven  bless  her! 
You  are  to  blame,  my  lord,  to  rate  her  so. 
Cap.  And  why,  my  lady  wisdom  ?  hold  your 
tongue, 
Good  prudence ;  smatter  with  your  gossips,  go. 
Nurse.  I  speak  no  treason. 
Cap.  O,  God  ye  good  den  ! 
JVurse.  May  not  one  speak  ? 
Cap.  Peace,  you  mumbling  fool ! 
Utter  your  gravity  o'er  a  gossip's  bowl. 
For  here  we  need  it  not. 
La.  Cap.  You  are  too  hot. 
Cap.  God's  bread  !  it  makes  me  mad :  Day, 
night,  late,  early, 
At  home,  abroad,  alone,  in  company. 
Waking,  or  sleeping,  still  my  care  hath  been 
To  have  her  matched  :   and  having  now  pro- 
A  gentleman  of  princely  parentage,         [vided 
Of  fair  demesnes,  youthful,  and  nobly  train'd, 
Stuff'd  (as  they  say,)  with  honourable  parts, 
Proportion'd   as   one's    heart  could   wish  a 

man, — 
And  then  to  have  a  wretched  puling  fool, 
A  whining  mammet,  in  her  fortune's  tender, 
To  answer — fll  not  wed; — J  cannot  love, 
I  am  too  young, — 1  pray  you,  pardon  me  ;— 
But,  an  you  will  not  wed,  I'll  pardon  ytiu  : 
Graze  where  you  will,  you  shall  not  house 

w  ith  me ; 
Look  to't,  think  on't,  I  do  not  use  to  jest. 
Thursday  is  near;  lay  hand  on  heart,  advise; 
An  you  be  mine,  I'll  give  you  to  my  friend ; 
An  you  be  not,  hang,  beg,  starve,  die  i'the 

streets, 
For  by  my  soul,  I'll  ne'er  acknowledge  thee, 
Nor  what  is  mine  .shall  never  do  thee  good : 
Trust  to't,  bethink  you,  I'll  not  be  forsworn. 

[Exit. 
Jul.  Is  there  no  pity  sitting  in  the  clouds, 
That  sees  into  the  bottom  of  n.y  grief? 
O,  sweet  my  mother,  cast  me  not  away  ? 
Delay  this  mariias;p  for  a  month,  a  w eek ; 
Or,  if  you  Ho  not,  make  the  bridal  bed 
In  that  dim  monument  where  Tybalt  lies. 
La.  Cap  Talk  not  to  me,  for  I'll  not  speak  a 
word ; 
Do  as  thou  w  ilt,  for  I  have  done  with  thee. 

[Exit. 
JvJ'  O  God ! — O  nurse !  how  shall  this  be 
prevented  ? 


'  Base  woman 
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My  husband  is  on  earth,  my  faith  in  heaven  ; 
How  shall  that  faith  return  again  to  earth, 
Unless  that  husband  send  it  me  from  heaven 
By  leaving  earth  ? — Comfort  me,  counsel  nie.  — 
Alack,  Alack,   that    heaven    should  practise 

stratagems 
Upon  so  soft  a  subject  as  myself! — 
What  say'st'thou  ?  hast  thou  not  a  word  of  joy? 
Some  comfort,  nurse. 

Nurse.  'Faith,  here  'tis :  Romeo 
Is  banished  ;  and  all  the  world  to  nothing, 
That  he  dares  ne'er  come  back  to  challenge 

you  ; 
Or,  if  he  do,  it  needs  must  be  by  stealth. 
Then,  since  the  case  so  stands  as  now  it  doth, 
I  think  it  best  you  married  with  the  county. 
O,  he's  a  lovely  gentleman  ! 
Romeo's  a  disliclout  to  him  ;  an  eagle,  madam, 
Hath  not  so  green,  so  quick,  so  fair  an  eye, 
As  Paris  hath.     Beshrew  my  very  heart, 
I  think  you  are  happy  in  this  second  match, 
For  it  excels  your  first:   or  if  it  did  not. 
Your  first  is  dead ;  or  'twere  as  good  he  were, 
As  living  here  and  you  no  use  of  him. 
Jul.  Speakest  thou  from  thy  heart  i" 
Nurse.  From  my  soul  too  ; 
Or  else  beshrew  tliem  both. 
Jul.  Amen  ! 
Nurse.  To  what? 

Jul.  Well,  thou  hast  comforted  me  marvellous 
much. 
Go  in  ;  and  tell  my  lady  I  am  gone. 
Having  displeas'd  my  father,  to  Laurence'  cell, 
To  make  confession,  and  to  be  absolv'd. 
Nurse.  Marry,  I  will ;  and  this  is  wisely  done 

I  Exit. 
JvX.  Ancient  damnation !    O  most  wicked 
fiend  ! 
Is  it  more  sin— to  wish  me  thus  forsworn, 
Or  to  dispraise  my  lord  with  that  same  tongue 
Which  she  hath  prais'd  him  with  above  com- 
pare 
So  many  thousand  times  ? — Go,  counsellor  ; 
Thou  and   my    bosom    henceforth    shall  be 

twain. — 
I'll  to  the  friar,  to  know  his  remedy ; 
If  all  else  fail,  myself  have  power  to  die. 

[_Exit 


Enter  Juliet. 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  Laurence  and  Paris. 

Fri-  On  Thursday,  Sir?  the    time  is  very 
short. 

Par.  My  father  Capulet  will  have  it  so  ; 
And  I  am  nothing  slow,  to  slack  his  haste. 

Fri.  You  say,  you  do  not  know   the   lady's 
mind ; 
Uneven  is  the  course,  I  like  it  not. 

Par.  Immoderately  she  weeps  for  Tybalt's 
death. 
And  therefore  have  I  little  talk'd  of  love  ; 
For  Venus  smiles  not  in  a  house  of  tears. 
Now,  Sir,  her  father  counts  it  dangerous. 
That  she  doth  give  her  sorrow  so  much  sway  ; 
And,  in  his  wisdom,  hastes  our  marriage ; 
To  stop  the  inundation  of  her  tears  ; 
Which,  too  much  minded  by  herself  alone, 
May  be  put  from  her  by  society  : 
Now  do  you  know  the  reason  of  this  haste. 

Fri.  I  would  I  knew  not  why  it  should  be 
_     ,    slowd.  lAside. 

liook,  Sir,  here  comes  the  lady  towards  my 
cell. 


Par.  Happily  met,  my  lady,  and  my  wife 
Jul.  That  may  be,  Sir,  when  I  may  be  e 

wife. 
Par.  That  may  be,  must  be,  love,  on  Thurs- 
day next. 
Jul.  Wiiat  must  be  shall  be. 
Fri.  That's  a  certain  text. 
Par.  Come  you  to  make  confession  to  this 

father  ? 
Jul.  To  answer  that,  were  to  confess  to  you. 
Par.  Do  not  deny  to  him,  that  you  love  me. 
Jill.  I  will  confess  to  you,  that  I  love  him. 
Par.  So  will  you,  I  am  sure,  that  you  love 

me. 
Jul.  If  I  do  so,  it  will  be  of  more  price. 
Being  spoke  beiiind  your  back,  than  to  your 
face. 
Par.  Poor  soul,  thy  face  is  much  abus'd  with 

tears. 
Jul.  The  tears  have  got  small  victory  by 
that ; 
For  it  was  bad  enough,  before  their  spite. 
Par.  Thou  wrong'st  it,  more  than  tears,  witBi 

that  report. 
Jul.  That  is  no  slander,  Sir,  that  is  atrutb; 
And  what  I  spake,  I  spake  it  to  my  face. 
Par.  Thy  face  is  mine,  and  thou  hast  slan« 

der'd  it. 
Jul.  It  may  be  so,  for  it  is  not  mine  own.— 
Are  you  at  leisure,  holy  father,  now  ; 
Or  shall  I  come  to  you  at  evening  mass  ? 
Fri.  My  leisure  serves  me,  pensive  daugh' 
ter,  now  : — 
My  lord  we  must  entreat  the  time  alone. 
Par.    God  shield,  I    should  disturb   devo- 
tion!— 
Juliet,  on  Thursday  early  will  I  rouse  you ; 
Till  then,  adieu  1  and  keep  this  holy  kiss, 

[Exit  Paris. 
Jul.  O,  shut  the  door!  and  when  thou  hast 

done  so, 
Come  weep  with  me  ;  Past  hope,  past  cure, 

past  help  ! 
Fri.  Ah.  Juliet,  I  already  know  thy  grief; 
It  strains  me  past  the  compass  of  my  wits :  [it, 
I   hear  thou  must,  and  nothing  must  prorogue 
On  Thursday  next  be  married  to  this  county. 
Jul.  Tell  me  not,  friar,  that  thou  hear'st  of 
this. 

Unless  thou  tell  me  how  I  may  prevent  it : 
If,  in  thy  wisdom,  thou  canst  give  no  help, 
Do  thou  but  call  my  resolution  wise. 
And  with  this  knife  I'll  help  itpresently. 
Godjoin'd  my  heart  and  Romeo's,  thou  our 

hands ; 
And  ere  this  hand,  by  thee  to  Romeo  peal'd, 
Shall  be  the  label  to  another  deed. 
Or  my  true  heart  vvitli  treacherous  revolt 
Turn  to  another,  this  shall  slay  them  both  : 
Therefore,  out  of  thy  long-experienc'd  time, 
Give  me  some  present  counsel ;  or,  behold, 
'Twixt  my  extremes  and  me  this  bloody  knife 
Shall  play  the  umpire;*  arbitrating  that 
Which  the  commissiont  of  thy  years  andart 
Could  to  no  issue  of  true  honour  bring. 
Be  not  so  long  to  speak ;  I  long  to  die, 
If  what  thou  speak'st  speak  not  of  remedy. 
Fri.    Hold,  daughter;  I  do  spy  a  kind  of 
hope. 
Which  craves  as  desperate  an  execution 
As  that  is  desperate  which  we  would  prevent- 
If,  rather  than  to  marry  county  Paris, 

*  Cecide  tbc  ttruggle  between  me  and  my  dittreKee> 
i  Authority  or  p*w£r. 


422 


ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 


iActlV. 


Thou  hadst  the  strength  of  will  to  slay  thyself; 
Then  it  is  likely,  thou  wilt  undertake 
A  thing  like  death  to  chide  away  this  shame, 
That  cop'st  wit!)  death  himself  to  scape  from  it- 
And,  if  thou  dar'st,  CU  give  thee  remedy. 

Jul.  O,  bid  me  leap,  rather  than  marry  Paris, 
From  oft"  the  battlements  of  yonder  tower  ; 
Or  walk  in  thievish  ways ;  or  bid  me  lurk 
Where  serpents   are;  chain  me  with  roaring 
Or  shut  me  nightly  in  a  charnel-house,   [bears ; 
O'er-cover'd  quite  with  dead  men's   rattling 

bones, 
With  reeky  shanks,  and  yellow  chapless sculls; 
Or  bid  me  go  into  a  new-made  grave, 
And  hide  me  with  a  dead  man  in  his  shroud ; 
Things  that,  to  hear  tiiem  told,  have  made  me 

tremble ; 
And  I  will  do  it  without  fear  or  doubt, 
To  live  an  unstain'd  wife  to  my  sweet  love. 
Fri.  Hold,  then ;  go  home,  be  merry,  give 
consent 
To  marry  Paris :  Wednesday  is  to-morrow  ; 
To-morrow  night  look  that  thou  lie  alone. 
Let  not  thy  nurse  lie  with  thee  in  thy  chamber : 
Take  thou  this  phial,  being  then  in  bed, 
And  this  distilled  liquor  drink  thou  off: 
When,  presently,  through  all  tliy  veins  shall  run 
A  cold  and  drowsy  humour,  which  shall  seize 
Each  vital  spirit ;  for  no  pulse  shall  keep 
His  natural  progress,  but  surcease  to  beat: 
No  warmth,  no  breath,  shall  testify  thou  liv'st ; 
The  roses  in  thy  lips  and  cheeks  shall  fade 
To  paly  ashes  ;  thy  eyes'  windows  fall. 
Like  death,  when  he  shuts  up  the  day  of  life ; 
Each  part,  depriv'd  of  supple  government, 
Shall  stiff',  and  stark,  and  cold,  appear  like 

death : 
And  in  this  borrow'd  likeness  of  shrunk  death 
Thou  shalt  remain  full  two  and  forty  hours. 
And  then  awake  as  from  a  pleasant  sleep. 
Now  when  the  bridegroom  in  the   morning 
comes  [dead": 

To  rouse  thee  from  thy  bed,  there  art  thou 
Then  (as  the  manner  of  our  country  is,) 
In  thy  best  robes  uncover'd  on  the  bier. 
Thou  shalt  be  borne  to  that  same  ancient  vault, 
Where  all  the  kindred  of  the  Capulets  lie. 
In  the  meantime,  against  thou  shalt  awake, 
Shall  Romeo  by  my  letters  know  our  drift; 
And  hither  shall  he  come  ;  and  he  and  I 
Will  watch  thy  waking,  and  that  very  night 
Shall  Romeo  bear  thee  hence  to  Mantua. 
And  tliis  shall  free  thee  from  this  present  shame; 
If  no  unconstant  toy,  nor  womanish  fear, 
Abate  thy  valour  in  the  acting  it. 

Jul.  Give  me,  O  give  me  !  tell  me  not  of  fear, 
Fri.  Hold;    get  you  gone,   be  strong  and 
prosperous 
In  this  resolve  ;  I'll  send  a  friar  with  speed 
To  Mantua,  with  my  letters  to  thy  lord. 
Jul.  Love,  give  me  strength  !  and  strength 
shall  help  afford. 
Farewell,  dear  father.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II. — A  Room  in  Capulet's  House- 

Enltr  Capulet,  Lady  Capclet,  Nurse,  and 
Servants. 

Cap.  So  many  guests  invite  as  here  are 
writ. —  [Exit  Servant. 

Sirrah,  go  hire  me  twenty  cunning  cooks. 

2  Serv.  You  shall  have  none  ill.  Sir;  for  I'll 
try  if  they  can  lick  their  fingers. 

Cap.  How  canst  thou  try  them  so  ? 

2  Serv.  Marry,  Sir,  'tis  an  ill  cook  that  can- 
not lick  his  own  fingers :  therefore  he,  that  can- 
not liqk  his  fingers,  goes  not  with  me. 


Cap.  Go,  begone  :—  [Exit  Servant. 

We  shall  be  much  unfurnish'd  for  this  time. — 
VVhat,  is  my  daughter  gone  to  friar  Laurence  ? 

Nurse.  Ay,  forsooth. 

Cap.  Well,  he  may  chance  to  do  some  good 
on  her : 
A  peevish  self-will'd  harlotry  it  is. 

Enter  Juliet. 

JVurse.  See,  where  she  comes  from  shrift* 

with  merry  look. 
Cap.  How  now,  my  headstrong  ?  where  have 

you  been  gadding  ? 
Jul.  Where  I  have  learn'd  me  to  repent  the 
Of  disobedient  oppositon  [siu 

To  you,  and  your  behests ;t  and  am  enjoin'd 
By  holy  Laurence  to  fall  prostrate  here. 
And  beg  your  pardon  : — Pardon,   I  beseech 
Henceforward  I  am  ever  rul'd  by  you.     [you  ! 
Cap.  Send  for  the  county ;  go  tell  him  of 
this ;  [ing. 

I'll  have  this  knot  knit  up  to-morrow  morn- 
Jul.  I  met  the  youthful  lord  at  Laurence' 
cell; 
And  gave  him  what  becomedl  love  I  might, 
Not  stepping  o'er  the  bounds  of  modesty. 
Cap.  Why,  I  am  glad  on't ;  this  is  well, — 
stand  up  :  [ty ; 

This  is  as't  should  be. — Let  me  see  the  coun- 
Ay,  mari-y,  go,  I  say,  and  fetch  him  hither. — 
Now,  afore  God,  this  reverend  holy  friar, 
All  our  whole  city  is  much  bound  to  him. 
Jul.  Nurse,  will  you   go   with  me   in  my 
closet. 
To  help  me  sort  such  needful  ornaments 
As  you  think  fit  to  furnish  me  to-morrow  ? 
La.  Cap.    No,  not  till   Thursday;   there  is 

time  enough. 
Cap.  Go,  nurse,  go  with  her:— we'll  to  church 
to-morrow. 

[£.reu7i<  Juliet  aiid  Nurse. 
La.  Cap.  We  shall  be  short  in  our  provision ; 
Tis  now  near  night. 

Cap.  Tush!  I  will  stirabout,  [wife: 

And  all  things  shall  be  well,  I  warrant  thee, 
Go  thou  to  Juliet,  help  to  deck  up  her  ; 
I'll  not  to  bed  to  night ; — let  me  alone  ;  [ho  ! —  ^ 
I'll  play  the  housewife  for  this  once. — What, 
They  are  all  forth  :  Well,  I  will  walk  myself 
To  county  Paris,  to  prepare  him  up         [light, 
Against  to- morrow:    my  heart  is  wondrous 
Since  this  same  wayward  girl  is  so  reclaim'd. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  ///.—Juliet's  Chamber. 
Entir  Juliet  anrf  Nurse. 
Jul.  Ay,  those  attires  are  best : — But,  gen- 
tle nurse, 
I  pray  thee,  leave  me  to  myself  to-night ; 
For  I  have  need  of  many  orisons^ 
To  move  the  heavens  to  smile  upon  my  state, 
Which,  well' thou  know'st,  is  cross  and  full  of 
sin. 

Enter  Lady  Capulet. 
La.  Cap.  What,  are  you  busy  ?  do  you  need 

ray  help  ? 
Jul.  No,  madam  ;  we  have  cull'd  such  ne» 
cessaries 
As  are  behoveful  for  our  state  to-morrow". 
So  please  you,  let  me  now  be  left  alone, 
And  let  the  nurse  this  night  sit  up  with  you  ; 
For,  I  am  sure,  you  have  your  hands  full  all, 
In  this  so  sudden  business. 


*  Confession, 
X  becoming. 


t  Comnia'ods. 
t  Prayere. 
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La.  Cap.  Good  night ! 
Get  thee  to  bed,  and  rest ;  for  thou  hast  need. 
\_Exe%int  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 
Jul.  Farewell!— God  knows,  when  we  shall 

meet  again. 
I  have  a  faint  cold  fear  thrills  through  my  veins, 
That  almost  freezes  up  the  heat  of  life  : 
I'll  call  them  back  again  to  comfort  me  ; — 
Nurse  !— What  should  she  do  here  .' 
My  dismal  scene  I  needs  must  act  alone. — 
Come,  phial. — 

What  if  this  mixture  do  not  work  at  all  ? 
]Must  I  of  force  be  married  to  the  county  ? — 
No,  no ;— this  shall  forbid  it :— lie  thou  there. — 
[Laying  down  a  Dagger- 
What  if  it  be  a  poison,  which  the  friar 
Subtly  hath  minister'd  to  have  me  dead ; 
Lest  in  this  marriage  he  shouldbe  dishonour'd, 
Because  he  married  me  before  to  Romeo  .' 
I  fear,  it  is :  and  yet,  methinks,  it  should  not. 
For  he  hath  still  been  tried  a  holy  man : 
I  will  not  entertain  so  bad  a  thought. — 
How  if,  when  I  am  laid  into  the  tomb, 
I  wake  before  the  time  that  Romeo 
Come  to  redeem  me  ?  there's  a  fearful  point ! 
Shall  I  not  then  be  stifled  in  the  vault, 
To  whose    foul    mouth    no    healthsome    air 

breathes  in, 
And  there  die  strangled  ere  my  Romeo  comes  ? 
Or,  if  I  live,  is  it  not  very  like, 
The  horrible  conceit  of  death  and  night. 
Together  with  the  terror  of  the  place, — 
As  in  a  vault,  an  ancient  receptacle,       [bones 
Where,  for  these   many  hundred  years,  the 
Of  all  my  buried  ancestors  are  pack'd ; 
Where  bloody  Tybalt,  yet  but  green  in  earth, 
Lies  fest'ring  in  his  shroud ;  where,  as  they 

say, 
At  some  hours  in  the  night  spirits  f#ort ; — 
Alack,  alack  !  is  it  not  like,  that  I, 
So  early  waking, — what  with  loathsome  smells ; 
And  shrieks  like  mandrakes'  torn  out  of  the 

earth, 
That  living  mortals,  hearing  them,  run  mad  C — 
O !  if  I  wake,  shall  I  not  be  distraught,! 
Environed  with  all  these  hideous  fears  ? 
And  madly  play  with  my  forefathers' joints? 


Cap.  No,  not  a  Whit ;  What !  I  have  Watoh'd 

ere  now 

All  night  for  lesser  cause,  and  ne'er  been  sick. 

La.  Cap.  Ay,  you  have  been  a  mouse-hunt* 

in  your  time; 

But  I  will  watch  you  from  such  watching  now. 

\_Exeunt  Lady  Capulet,  aud  Nurse. 

Cap.  Ajealous-hood, a  jealous-hood  ! — Now, 

What's  there  ^  [fellow, 

Enter  Servants,  wiVA  SpUs,  Logs,  and  Baskets. 

1  Serv.  Things  for  the  cook.  Sir ;  bot  I  know 

not  what. 
Cap-  Make  haste,  make  haste.  [Exit  1  Serv.] 
Sirrah,  fetch  drier  logs ; 
Call  Peter,  he  will  show  thee  where  they  are. 

2  Serv.  I  have  a  head.  Sir,  that  will  find  out 

logs, 
And  never  trouble  Peter  for  the  matter.  [Exit. 
Cap.  'Mass,  and  well  said ;  A  merry  whore- 
son! ha,  [day: 
Thou  shall  be  logger-head — Good  faith,  'tis 
The  county  will  be  here  with  music  straight, 

[Music  within- 
For  so  he  said  he  would.     1  hear  him  near: — 
Nurse  ! — Wife  ! — what,  ho  ! — what,  nurse,  I 
say  ! 

Enter  Nurse. 
Go,  waken  Juliet,  go,  and  trim  her  up; 
I'll  go  and  chat  with  Paris :  Hie,  make  haste, 
Make  haste  !  the  bridegroom   he  is  come  al» 

ready : 
Make  haste,  I  say  !  ^ExEunt. 

SCENE  V. — Juliet's  Chamber;  Juliet  on 
the  bed- 


Enter  Nurse. 

Nurse.  Mistress  ! — what,  mistress  ! — Juliet* 
— fast,  I  warrant  her,  she  : — 
Why,  lamb  ! — why,  lady  ! — fie,  you  slug-a- 
bed!— 
Why,  love,  1  say! — madam!  sweet-heart!— 

why,  bride ! 
What,  not  a  word.' — you  take  your  penny- 
worths now :  [rant, 
Sleep  for  a  week:  for  the  next  night,  I  war- 
And  pluck  "the    mangled    Tybalt    from    his Ixhe  county  Paris  hath  set  up  his  rest,         [me, 
shroud?                                       [bone,;That  you  shall  rest  but  little.— God  forgive 
And,  in  this  rage,  with  some   great  kinsman's j (Marry  and  amen  !)  how  sound  is  she  asleep ! 
As  with  a  club,  dash  out  ray  desperate  brains;   I   needs   must    wake  her: — Madam,  madam, 
O,  look!  methinks,  I  see  my  cousin's  ghost                        madam  ! 

Seeking  out  Romeo,  that  did  spit  his  body         Uy,  let  the  county  take  you  in  your  bed ; 
Upon  a  rapier's  point :— Stay,  Tybalt,  stay  !—  {ne'll  fright  you  up,  i'faith.— Will  it  not  be  ? 
Romeo,  I  come!  this  do  I  drink  to  thee,  ... 

[She  throivs  herself  on  the  bed- 
SCENE  /F.— Capulet's  Hall- 
Enter  Lady  Capulet  and  Nurse. 
La.  Cap.  Hold,  take  these  keys,  and  fetch 

more  spices,  nurse. 
Nurse.  They  call  for  dates  and  quinces  in 
the  pastry. t 

Enter  Capulet. 
Cap.  Come,  stir,  stir,  stir!  the  second  cock 
hath  crow'd. 
The  curfeubell  hath  wrung,  'tis  three  o'clock:  ~ 
Look  to  the  bak'd  meats,  good  Angelica: 
Spare  not  for  cost. 

Nurse.  Go,  go,  you  cot-quean,  go, 
Get  you  tobed ;  'faith,  you'll  be  sick  to-morrow 
For  this  night's  watching. 

*  The  fabulous  accounts  of  the  plant  called  a  man- 
drake o-ive  it  a  degree  of  animal  life,  and  when  it  is  torn 
from  the  ground  it  groans,  which  is  fatal  to  him  that 
pulls  it  up. 

f  Distracted.  {  The  room  where  pies  were  tpade. 


What,  dress'd!  and  in  your  clothes!  and  down 

again ! 
I  must  needs  wake  you :  Lady !  lady!  lady ! 
Alas !  alas  !— Help !  help  !  my  lady's  dead  !— 
0,  well-a-day  that  ever  I  was  born! — 
Some  aqua-vitffi,  ho  !~my  lord !  my  lady  ! 
Enter  Lady  Capulet. 

La.  Cap-  What  noise  is  here  ? 
Nurse-  O  lamentable  day ! 
La-  Cap-  What  is  the  matter? 
Nurse.  Look,  look  !  O  heavy  day! 
La.  Cap-  O  me,  O  me  !— my  child,   my  only 
life, 
Revive,  look  up,  or  I  will  die  with  thee!— 
Help,  help !— call  help. 

En/er  Capulet. 
Cap.    For  shame,  bring  Juliet  forth ;    her 
lord  is  come. 

I      •  Mouse  was  a  term  of  endearment  tf>  a  woman.    - 
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Nurse.  She's  dead,  deceas'd,  she's   dead  ;lOn  this  fair  corse;  and,  as  the  custom  is, 


alack  the  day ! 
La.  Cap.  Alack  the  day !   she's  dead,  she's 


Cap. 


dead,  she's  dead. 


In  all  her  best  array  bear  her  to  church  ; 
For  though  fond  nature  bids  us  all  lament, 


Ha !  let  me  see  her : — Out,  alas !  she's 
cold ; 

Her  blood  is  settled;  and  her  joints  are  stiff; 
Life  and  these  lips  have  long  been  separated : 
Death  lies  on  her,  like  an  untimely  frost 
Upon  the  sweetest  flower  of  all  the  field 
Accursed  time !  unfortunate  old  man  ! 
Nurse.  O  lamentable  day  ! 
La.  Cap.  O  woeful  time  ! 
Cap.  Death,  that  hath  ta'en   her  hence  to 
make  me  wail. 
Ties  up  my  tongue,  and  will  not  let  me  speak- 
Enter  Eriar  Laurence  and  Paris,  loith  Musi- 
cians. 
Fri.  Come,    is    the  bride  ready  to  go   to 

church  ? 
Cap.  Ready  to  ^o,  but  never  to  return : 
Oson,  the  night  before  thy  wedding-day 
Hath  death  lain  with  thy  bride: — See,  there 

she  lies, 
Flower  as  she  was,  deflowered  by  him. 
Death  is  my  son-in  law,  death  is  my  heir ; 
My  daughter  he  hath  wedded  !  I  will  die. 
And  leave  him  all  ;  life  leaving,  all  is  death's. 
Par.  Have  1  thought  long  to  see  this  morn- 
ing's face. 
And  doth  it  give  me  such  a  sight  as  this .' 
La.  Cap.  Accurs  d,  unhappy,  wretched, hate 
ful  day  ! 
Most  miserable  hour,  that  e'er  time  saw 
In  lasting  labour  of  his  pilgrimage  ! 
But  one,  poor  one,  one  poor  and  loving  child, 
But  one  thing  to  rejoice  and  solace  in. 
And  cruel  death  hath  catch'd  it  from  my  sight. 
Nurse,  O  woe!  O  woeful,  woeful,  woeful 
day ! 
Most  lamentable  day  !  most  woeful  day. 
That  ever,  ever,  I  did  yet  behold  ! 
O  day  I  O  day!  0  day!  O  hateful  day! 
Never  was  seen  so  black  a  day  as  this : 
0  woefu'  day,  O  woeful  day ! 
Par.   Beguil'd,  divorced,  wronged,  spited, 
slain  ! 
Most  detestable  death,  bythee  beguil'd, 
By  cruel  cruel  thee  quite  overthrown ! — 
O  love  !  O  life  ! — not  life,  but  love  in  death  ! 
Cap.  Despis'd,  distressed,  hated,  martyr'd, 
kill'd  !— 
Uncomfortable  time  !  why  cam'st  thou  now 
To  murder  murder  our  solemnity  ? — 
O  child!    O  child  ! — my  soul,  and  not  my 

child  1— 

Dead  art  thou,  dead  ! — alack !  my  child  is  dead ; 
And,  with  my  child,  my  joys  are  buried  ! 
Fri.  Peace,  ho,  for  shame!  confusion's  cure 
lives  not 
In  these  confusions.     Heaven  and  yourself 
Had  part  in  this  fair  maid ;  now  heaven  hath 
And  all  the  better  is  it  for  the  maid :  [all. 

Your  part  in  her  you  could   not  keep  from 

death  ; 
But  heaven  keeps  his  part  in  eternal  life. 
The  most  you  sought  was — her  promotion; 
For  'twas  yourheavea,  she  should  be  advanc'd : 
And  weep  ye  now,  seeing  she  is  advanc'd, 
Above  the  clouds,  as  high  as  heaven  itself  ? 
O,  in  this  love,  you  love  your  child  so  ill. 
That  you  run  road,  seeing  that  she  is  well: 
She's  not  well  married  that  lives  married  long : 
But  she's  best   married,    that    dies   married 

young. 
Dry  up  your  tears,  and  stick  yourroseoiery 


Yet  nature's  tears  are  reason's  merriment. 


Cap.  All  things,  that  we  ordained  festival, 
Turn  from  their  oftice  to  black  funeral : 
Our  instruments,  to  melancholy  bells  ; 
Our  wedding  cheer,  to  a  sad  burial  feast ; 
Our  solemn  hymi\9  to  sullen  dirges  change  ; 
Our  bridal  flowers  serve  for  a  buried  corse, 
And  all  things  change  them  to  the  contrary. 
Fri.  Sir,  go  you  in, — and  madam,  go  with 
him  ; — 
And  go,  Sir  Paris ; — every  one  prepare 
To  follow  this  fair  corse  unto  her  grave  : 
The  heavens  do  low'r  upon  you,  for  some  ill  ; 
Move  them  no  more,  by  crossing  their  high 
will.    {^Exeunt  Capulet,  Lady  Capo- 
LET,  Paris,  and  Friar. 
1  Mus.  'Faith,  we  may  put  up  our  pipes,  and 
be  gone. 

Nurse.  Honest  good  fellows,  ah,  put  up; 
put  up ; 
For,  well  you  know,  this  is  a  pitiful  case. 

[Exit  Norse. 
1  Mus.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  the  case  may  be 
amended. 

Enter  Peter. 

Pet.  Musicians,  0,  musicians,  HearVs  ease, 
hearVs  ease ;  O,  an  you  will  have  me  live,  play 
— hearVs  ease. 

1  Mus.  Why  heart's  ease  ? 
Pet.  O,  musicians,  because  my  heart  itself 

plays — My  heart  is  full  of  woe  :  0,  play  me 
some  merry  dump,*  to  comfort  me. 

2  Mus.  Not  a  dump  we  ;  'tis  no  time  to  play 
now. 

Pet.  yJS  will  not  then  ? 

2  Mus.  No. 

Pet.  1  will  then  give  it  you  soundly. 

1  Mus.  What  will  you  give  us .'' 

Pet.  No  money,  on  my  faith;  but  the  gleek:t 
I  will  give  you  the  minstrel. 

1  Mxis.  Then  will  I  give  you  the  serving- 
creature. 

Pet.  Then  will  I  lay  the  serving-creature's 
dagger  on  your  pate.  I  will  carry  no  crotchets : 
I'll  re  you,  1 11 /a  you;  Do  you  note  me  ? 

1  Mus.  An  you  re  us,  and /a  us.  you  note  us. 

2  Mus.  Pray  you,  put  up  your  dagger,  and 
put  out  your  wit 

Pet.  Then  have  at  you  with  my  wit ;  I  will 
dry-beat  you  with  and  iron  wit,  and  put  up  my 
iron  dagger: — Answer  me  like  men: 

JVhen  griping  grief  th^  heart  doth  wound, 

And  doleful  dumps  the  mind  oppress, 
Then  music,  with  her  silver  sound ; 

Why,  silver  sound?  why,  music withher  silver 
sound  ? 
What  say  you,  Simon  Catling  ? 

1  Mus.  Marry,  Sir,  because  silver  bath  a 
sweet  sound. 

Pet.  Pretty !  What  say  you,  Hugh  Rebeck ?t 

2  Mus.  I  say — silver  sound,  because  musiciana 
sound  for  silver. 

Pet  Pretty  too  !— What  say  you,  James 
Soundpost? 

3  Mus,  'Faith.  I  know  not  what  to  say. 
Pet.  O,  I  cry  you  mercy  !  you  are  the  singer : 

I  will  say  for  you.     It  is  music  with  her  silver 

*  Dvmpt  were  heavy  mournful  tunes. 

t  To  gUek  is  to  tcoff,  «Dd  a  gleelcman  signified  a  nainetrel^ 
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sound,  because  such  fellows  as  you  have  sel- 
dom gold  for  sounding : — 

Then  music,  with  her  silver  sound, 
IVith  speedy  help  doth  lend  redress. 

[Exit,  singing. 

1  Mus.  What  a  pestilent  knave  is  this  same  ? 

2Mus.   Hang  him,   Jack!  Come,   we'll  in 

here  ;  tarry  for  the  mourners,  and  stay  dinner. 

[^Exeunt. 

ACT  V. 

-   SCENE  I.— Mantua.— A  Street. 
Enter  Romeo. 


Rom.  If  I  may  trust  the    flattering  eye  of 
sleep, 
My  dreams  presage  some  joyful  news  at  hand  : 
My  bosom's  lord*  sits  lightly  in  his  throne  ; 
And,  all  this  day,  an  unaccustom'd  spirit 
Lifts  me   above  the    ground    with   cheerful 

thoughts 
I  dreamt,  my  lady  came  and  found  me  dead  ; 
(Strange  dream  !  that  gives  a  dead  man  leave 

to  think,) 
And  breath'd  such  life  with  kisses  in  my  lips. 
That  I  reviv'd,  and  was  an  emperor. 
Ah  me  !  how  sweet  is  love  itself  possess'd, 
When  but  love's  shadows  are  so  rich  in  joy  ? 

Enter  Balthasar. 
News  from  Verona  !  How  now  Balthasar  ? 
Dost  thou  not  bring  me  letters  from  the  friar ' 
How  doth  my  lady?  Is  my  father  well  ? 
How  fares  my  Juliet  ?  That  I  ask  again; 
For  nothing  can  be  ill,  if  she  be  well. 

Bal.  Then  she  is  well,  and  nothing  can  be  ill ; 
Her  body  sleeps  in  Capel's  monument, 
And  her  immortal  part  with  angels  lives  ; 
I  saw  her  laid  low  in  her  kindred's  vault. 
And  presently  took  post  to  tell  it  you ; 
O  pardon  me  forbringing  these  ill  news, 
Since  von  did  leave  it  for  mv  office,  Sir 

Rom.  Is  it  even  so?  Then  I  defy  you, stars  ! — 
Thou  know'st  my  lodging :  get  me    ink   and 

paper, 
And  hire  post-horses  ;  I  will  hence  to-night. 
Bal.  Pardon  me.  Sir,  I   will  not  leave  you 
thus: 
Your  looks  are  pale  and  wild,  and  do  import 
Some  misadventure. 

Rom.  Tush,  thou  art  deceiv'd  ; 
Leave  me,  and  do  the  thing  I  bid  thee  do  : 
Hast  thou  no  letters  to  me  from  the  friar  ? 
Bal.  No,  my  good  lord. 
Rom-  No  matter  :  get  thee  gone, 
And    hire  those   horses ;    III   be  with    thee 
straiaiht.  [Exit  Balthasak. 

Well,  Juliet,  1    will  lie  with  thee  tn-night. 
Let's  see  for  means  : — O,  mischief,  thou  art 

swift 
To  enter  in  the  thoughts  of  desperate  men  ! 
I  do  remember  an  apothecary, — 
And  hereabouts  he  dwells,  -whom  late  I  noted 
In  tattered  weeds,  with  overwhelming  brows. 
Culling  of  simples  ;t  meager  were  his  looks. 
Sharp  misery  had  worn  him  to  the  bones: 
And  in  his  needy  shop  a  tortoise  hung, 
An  alligator  stuff'd,  and  other  skins 
Of  ill-shap'd  fishes  ;  and  about  his  shelves 
A  beggarly  account  of  empty  boxes. 
Green  earthen  pots,  bladders,  and  musty  seeds, 
Remnants  of  packthread,  and  oldcakes  of  roses, 
Were  tbialy  scatter'd,  to  make  up  a  show. 


Noting  this  penury,  to  myself  I  said — 
And  if  a  man  did  need  a  poison  now, 
Whose  sale  is  present  death  in  Mantua, 
Here  lives  a  caitiff  wretch  would  sell  it  him. 
O,  this   same  thought  did    but    forerun    my 
need; 

Vnd  this  same  needy  man  must  sell  it  mc. 

\s  I  remember,  this  should  be  the  house: 
Being  holiday,  the  beggars'  shop  is  shut.— 
What,  ho  !  apothecary! 

Enter  Apothecary. 

Ap.  Who  calls  so  loud  1 

Rom.  Come  hither,   man. — I  see,  that  thou 
art  poor ; 
Hold,  there  is  forty  ducats  :  let  me  have 
A  dram  of  poison ;  «uch  soon-spending  geer* 
As  will  disperse  itself  through  all  the  veins, 
That  the  life-weary  taker  may  fall  dead  ; 
And   that    the   trunk   may  be  discharg'd   of 

breath 
As  violently,  as  hasty  powder  fir'd 
Doth  hnrrv  from  the  fatal  cannons  womb. 

Ap-  Such  mortal  drugs  I  have  ;  but  Man- 
tua's law 
Is  death,  to  any  he  that  utters  them. 

Rom.  Art  thou  so  bare,  and  full  of  wretch- 
edness, 
And  fear'st  to  die  ?  famine  is. in  thy  cheeks, 
Need  and  oppression  starveth  in  thy  eyes, 
Upon  thy  back  hangs  ragged  misery, 
The  world  is  not  thy  friend,  nor  the  world's 
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The  world  affords  no  law  to  make  thee  rich  ; 
Then  be  not   poor,   but  break  it,  and   take 
this. 
Ap.  My  poverty,    but  not   my  will,   con- 
sents. 
Rom.  I  pay  thy  poverty,  and  not  thy  will. 
Ap.  Put  this  in  any  liquid  thing  you  will. 
And  drink  it  off;  and.  if  you  had  the  strength 
Of    twenty    men.    it    would    despatch    you 
straight. 
Rom.  There  is  thy  gold  ;  worse  poison  to 
men's  souls. 
Doing  more  murders  in  this  loathsome  world, 
Thau  these  poor  compounds  that  thou  may'st 

not  sell  : 
I  sell  thee  poison,  thou  hast  sold  me  none. 
Farewell ;  buy  food,  and  get  thyself  in  flesh.— «• 
Come,  cordial,  and  not  poison;  go  with  me 
To  Juliet's  grave,  for  there  must  I  use  thee. 

[Exeunt, 

SCEJVE  II.  —Friar  Laurence's  Cell. 

Enter  Friar  John. 

John.  Holy  Franciscan  friar!  brother,  ho ! 

Enter  Friar  Ladrence. 

Lau.  This  same  should  be  the  voice  of  friar 
John. — 
Welcome  from  Mantua:  What  savs  Romeo  ? 
Or,  if  his  mind  be  writ   give  me  his  letter. 

ohn.  Going  to  find  a  barefoot  brother  out, 
One  of  our  order  to  Hssociate  me. 
Here  in  this  citv  visiting  the  sick. 
And  finding  him  the  searchers  of  the  town, 
Suspecting  that  we  both  were  in  a  house 
Where  the  infectious  pestilence  did  reigUj 
Seal  d  up  the  doors,  and  would  not  let  U3 

forth; 
So  that  my  speed  to  Mantua  there  was  stay'd. 
Lau.  Who  bare  ray  letter  then  to  Romeo  ? 
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John.   1    could    not    send  it, — here    it    is 

again, — 
ISor  get  a  messenger  to  bring  it  thee, 
So  fearful  were  they  of  infection. 

Lau.  Unhappy  fortune!  bj  my  brotherhood, 
The  letter  was  not  nice,*  but  full  of  charge. 
Of  dear  import-,  and  the  neglecting  it 
May  do  much  danger:  Friar  John,  go  hence; 
Get  me  an  iron  crow,  and  bring  it  straight 
Unto  my  cell. 

John.  Brother,  I'll  go  and  bring't  thee. 

[Exit. 

Lau.  Now  must  I  to  the  monument  alone  : 
Within  this  three  hours  will  fair  Juliet  wake  ; 
She  will  beshrew  me  much,  that  Romeo 
Hath  had  no  notice  of  these  accidents: 
But  I  will  write  again  to  Mantua, 
And  keep  her  at  my  cell  till  Romeo  come ; 
Poor   living  corse,  clos'd    in   a  dead   man's 
tomb !  [Exit. 

SCENE  III — A  Church- Yard ;  i7i  it,  a 
Monument  belonging  to  the  Capulets. 

Enter  Paris,  and  his  Page,  bearing  Flowers 
and  a  Torch. 

Par.  Give  me  thy  torch,  boy  :  Hence,  and 
stand  aloof ; — 
Yet  put  it  out,  for  I  would  not  be  seen.  ! 

Under  yon  yew-trees  lay  thee  all  along, 
Holding  thine  ear  close  to  the  hollow  ground  : 
So  shall  no  foot  upon  the  chnrch-yard  tread,     | 
(Being    loose,    unfirm,    with    digging    up  of 
graves,)  I 

But  thou  shalt  hear  if.  whistle  then  to  me,       | 
As    signal   that    thou    hear'st   something  ap-' 

proach. 
Give  me  those  flowers.     Do  as  1  bid  thee,  go. 

Page.  I  am  almost  afraid  to  stand  alone 
Here  in  the  church-yard;  yetl  will  adventure. 

[Retires. 
Par.  Sweet  flower,  with  flowers  I  strew  thy 
bridal  bed : 
Sweet  tomb,  that  in  thy  circnit  dost  contain 
The  perfect  model  of  eternity  ; 
Fair  Juliet,  that  with  angels  dost  remain, 
Accept  this  latest  favour  at  my  hands  ; 
That  living  honoured  thee,  and,  being  dead. 
With  funeral  praises  to  adorn  thy  tomb  ! 

[The  Boy  whistles. 
The  boy  gives  warning  something   doth   ap- 
proach. 
What  cursed  foot  wanders  this  way  to-night, 
To  cross  my  obs'jquies,  and  true-love's  rites? 
What  with  a    torch  !— muffle    me,    night,    a 
while.  [Retires. 

Enter  Romeo  and  Balthasar  with  a  Torch, 
Mattock,  fyc. 

Rom.  Give  me  that  mattock,  and  the  wrench- 
ing iron. 
Hold,  take  this  letter;  early  in  the  morning 
See  thou  deliver  it  to  my  lord  and  father. 
Give   me   the  light :  Upon  thy  life  I  charge 

thee, 
Whate'er  thou  hear'st  or  secst,  stand  aloof. 
And  do  not  interrupt  me  in  my  course. 
Why  I  descend  into  this  bed  of  death, 
Is,  partly,  to  behold  my  lady's  face  :  [eer 

But,  chiefly,  to  take  hence  from  her  dead  fin- 
A  precious  ring ;  a  ring  that  I  must  use 
In   dear  employment:!  therefore  hence,  be- 
gone:— 


*  7.  c.  On  a  trivial  or  idle  subject 
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But  if  thou,  jealous,  dost  return  to  pry 

In  what  I  fiirther  shall  intend  to  do, 

By  heaven,  I  will  tear  thee  joint  by  joint, 

And  strew  this  hungry  church-yard  with  thy 

limbs: 
The  time  and  my  intents  are  savage-wild ; 
More  fierce,  and  more  inexorable  far, 
Than  empty  tigers,  or  the  roaring  sea. 

Bat.  1  will  be   gone.   Sir,  and  not  trouble 

you. 
Rom.  So  shalt  thou  show  me  friendship.— 
Take  thou  that : 
Live,  and  be  prosperous ;  and  farewell,  good 
fellow. 
Bal.  For  all  this  same,  I'll  hide  me  here- 
about ; 
His  looks  I  fear,  and  his  intents  I  doubt. 

[Retires. 
Rom.  Thou  detestable  maw,  thou  womb  of 
death 
Gorg'd  with  the  dearest  morsel  of  the  earth, 
Thus  I  enforce  thy  rotten  jaws  to  open, 

[Breaking  open  the  door  of  the  Monument. 
And,  in    despite,    I'll  cram   thee  with  more 
food! 
Par.  This  is  that  banish'd  haughty  Monta- 
gue, [grief, 
That  murder'd  my  love's  cousin ; — with  which 
It  is  supposed  the  fair  creature  died, — 
And  here  is  come  to  do  some  villainous  shame 
To  the  dead  bodies :  I  will  apprehend  him. — 

[Advances. 
Stop  thy  unhallow'd  toil,  vile  Montague; 
Can  vengeance  be  pursu'd  farther  than  death? 
Condemned  villain,  I  do  apprehend  thee  : 
Obey,  and  go  with  me;  for  thou  must  die. 
Rom.  I  must,  indeed;  and  therefore  came  I 
hither. — 
Good  gentle  youth,  tempt  not  a  desperate  man, 
Fly  hence  and  leave  me  ; — think   upon  these 

gone  ; 
Let  them  affright  thee. — I  beseech  thee,  youth, 
Heap  not  another  sin  upon  my  head. 
By  urging  me  to  fury; — O,  be  gone  ! 
By  heaven,  I  love  thee  better  than  myself: 
For  I  come  hither  arm'd  against  myself: 
Stay  not,  begone  ; — live,  and  hereafter  say — 
A  madman's  mercy  bade  thee  run  away. 

Par.  I  do  defy  thy  conjurations/ 
And  do  attach  thee  as  a  felon  here. 

Rom.  Wilt  thou  provoke  me?  then  have  at 
thee,  boy.  [Theyfight. 

Page.  Olord!  theyfight:  I  will  go  call  the 
watch.  [Exit  Page. 

Par.  O,  I   am   slain  !  [Falls.l^—li  thou  be 
merciful. 
Open  the  tomb,  lay  me  with  Juliet-         [Dies. 
Rom.  In  faith,  1   will  :— Let  me  peruse  this 
face  ; — 
Mercutio's  kinsman,  noble  county  Paris  : — 
Whatsaid  my  man,  when  my  betossed  soul 
Did  not  attend  him  as  we  rode  ?  1  think. 
He  told  me,  Paris  should  have  married  Juliet: 
Said  he  not  so  ?  or  did  I  dream  it  so  ? 
Or  am  I  mad,  hearing  him  talk  of  Juliet, 
To  think  it  was  so  ? — O,  give  me  thy  hand, 
One  writ  with  me  in  sour  misfortune's  book! 
I'll  bury  thee  in  a  triumphant  grave, — 
A    grave  ?      O,   no  ;   a  lantern,!    slaughtered 

youth. 
For  here  lies  Juliet,  and  her  beauty  makes 
This  vault  a  feasting  presencei  full  of  light. 

*  I  refuse  to  do  as  thou  conjurest  me  to  de,  J.  t.  depart 
t  The  allusion  is   to   a  louvre  or  turret  foil  of  win- 
dows by  means  of  which  :.iicient  halls,  &r.  ere  ill'iroi 
nalrd.  j  T^rcffnri'  (•'^amb*'* 
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Death,  lie  Ihou  there,  by  a  dead  man  interr'd. 
^Laying  Paris  in  the  Monument. 
How  oft  when  men  are  at  the  point  of  death 
Have  they  been  merry  ?  which  their  keepers 

call 
A  lightning  before  death  :  O,  how  may  I 
Call  this  a  lightning  '! — 0,  my  love !  my  wife  ! 
Death    that    hath  suck'd   the   honey  of  thy 

breath, 
Hath  had  no  power  yet  upon  thy  beauty : 
Thou  art  not  coiiquer'd:  beauty's  ensign  yet 
Is  crimson  in  thy  lips,  and  in  Ihy  cheeks, 
And  death's  pale  flag  is  not  advanced  there. — 
Tybalt,  liestthou  tiiere  in  thy  bloody  sheet? 
O,  what  more  favour  can  I  do  to  thee, 
Than  with  thy  hand  that  cut  thy  youth  in 

twain, 
To  sunder  his  that  was  thine  enemy  ? 
Forgive  me,  cousin  ' — Ah  dear  Juliet, 
Why  art  thou  yet  so  fair'  Shall  1  believe 
That  unsubstantial  Death  is  amorous; 
And  tliat  the  lean  abhorred  monster  keeps 
Thee  here  in  dark  to  be  his  paramour  ? 
For  fear  of  that,  I  still  will  stay  with  thee  ; 
And  never  from  this  palace  of  dim  night 
Depart  again  ;  here,  here  will  I  remain 
With  worms  that  are  tiiy  chambermaids ;  O, 
Will  I  set  up  my  everlasting  rest ;  [here 

And  shake  the  yoke  of  inauspicious  stars 
From  this  world-wearied  flesh. — Eyes,  look 

your  last ! 
Arms,  take  your  last  embrace  !  and  lips,  O  you 
The  doors  of  breath,  seal  with  a  righteous  kiss 
A  dateless  bargain  to  engrossing  death  ? — 
Come,  bitterconduct,*  come, unsavoury  guide  .' 
Thou  desperate  pilot,  now  at  once  run  on 
The  dashing  rocks  thy  sea-sick  weary  bark  ! 
Here's  to  my  love  ! — [  Drinks.'}  0,  true  apothe- 
cary ! 
Thy  drugs  are  quick. — Thus  with  a  kiss  I  die 

[Dies. 

Enter  at  the  other  end  of  the  Church-  Yard,  Friar 
Laurence,  with  a  Lantern,  crow  and  Spade. 

Fri.  Saint  Francis  be  my  speed  !  how  oft  to 
night  [there; 

Have  my  old  feet  stumbled  at  graves  ? — Who's 
Who  is  it  that  consorts,  so  late,  the  dead  ? 

Bal.  Here'sone,  afriend,  and  one  thatknow-s 
you  well. 

Fri.  Bliss  be  upon  you  I  Tell  me,  good  my 
friend. 
What  torch  is  yond',  that  vainly  lends  his  light 
To  grubs  and  eyeless  sculls  !  as  I  discern, 
It  burneth  in  the  Capel's  monument. 

Bal.  It  doth  so,  holy  Sir ;  and  there's  my 
One  that  you  love.  [master, 

Fri.  Who  is  it  ? 

Bal.  Romeo. 

Fri.  How  long  hath  he  been  there  ? 

Bal.  Full  half  an  hour. 

Fri.  Go  with  me  to  the  vault. 

Bal.  I  dare  not,  Sir: 
My  master  knows  not,  but  I  am  gone  hence  ; 
And  fearfully  did  menace  me  with  death, 
If  I  did  stay  to  look  on  his  intents. 

Fri.  Stay  then,  I'll  go  alone: — Fear  comes 
upon  me : 
O,  much  I  fear  some  ill  unlucky  thing. 

Bal.  As  I  did  sleep  under  this  yew-tree  here, 
I  dreamt  my  master  and  another  fought, 
And  that  my  master  slew  hiin 

Fri  Romeo  ^W  [Advances. 

Alack,  alack,  what  blood  is  this,  which  stains 
The  stony  entrance  of  this  sepulchre  ?— 
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What  mean  these  masterless  and  goryswordr 
To  lie  discolour'd  by  this  place  of  peace  ? 

[Enters  the  Monument. 
Romeo !  O,  pale  I— Who  else  ?   what,  Paris, 
too?  [hour 

Andsteep'd  in  blood.'— Ah,  what  an  unkind 
Is  guilty  of  this  lamentable  chance!— 
The  lady  stirs,  [Juliet  wakes  and  stirs. 

Jul.  O,  comfortable  friar!  where  ismy  lord? 
I  do  remember  well  where  I  should  be. 
And  there  I  am  : — Where  is  my  Romeo  ? 

[Noise  within. 
Fri.  I  hear  some  noise. — Lady,  come  from 
that  nest 
Of  death,  contagion,  and  unnatural  sleep; 
A  greater  power  than  we  can  contradict 
Hath  thwarted  our  intents ;  come,  come  away : 
I'hy  husband  in  thy  bosom  there  lies  dead  ; 
And  Paris  too,  come,  I'll  dispose  of  thee 
Among  a  sisterhood  of  holy  nuns: 
Stay  not  to  question,  for  the  watch  is  coming; 
Come,  go,  good  Juliet, — [JVbise  again.}  I  dare 
stay  no  longer.  [Exit 

Jul.  Go^  get  thee   hence,    for  I  will    not 
away. —  [hand^ 

What's  here  ?  a  cup,  clos'd  in  my  true  love's 
Poi.son,  I  see,  hath  been  his  timeless  end  : — 
O  churl !  drink  all ;  and  leave  no  friendly  drop. 
To  help  me  after  ? — I  will  kiss  thy  lips ; 
Haply,  some  poison  yet  doth  hang  on  them. 
To  make  me  die  with  a  restorative.  [Kisses  him. 
Thy  lips  are  warm  ! 

1   Watch.    [Within.}    Lead,    boy :— Which 

way? 
Jul.  Yea,   noise  ? — then  I'll  be    brief. — 0 
happw|dagger ! 

7r     [Snatching  B.otis.o^s  Dagger. 
This  is  thy  sheath  ;  [Stabs  herself.]  there  rust, 
and  let  me  die. 

[Falls  o?^  Romeo's  Body,  anddies. 

Enter  Watch,  with  the  Page  of  Paris. 

Page.  This  is  the  place ;  there,  where  th*^ 
torch  doth  burn. 

1  Watch.  The  ground  is  bloody;  Search  about 
the  church-yard: 

Go,  some  of  you,  whoe'er  you  find,  attach, 

[Exeunt  some. 
Pitiful  sigbt  ?  here  lies  the  county  slain ; — 
And  .lulict  bleeding ;  warm,  and  newly  dead, 
Who  here  hath  lain  these  two  days  buried. — 
Go,  tell  the  prince, — run  to  the  Capulets, — 
Raise  up  the  Montagues, — some  others 
search; —  [Exeunt  o^/icr  Watchmen. 
We  see  the  ground  whereon  these  woes  do  lie ; 
But  the  true  ground  of  all  these  piteous  woes, 
Wc  cannot  without  ciicumstance  descry. 

Enter  some  of  the  Watch,  with  Balthasak. 

2  Watch.  Here's  Romeo's  man,  we  found  hiiu 
in  the  church-yard. 

1  Watch.  Hold  him  in  safety,  till  the  prince 
come  hither. 

Enter  another  Watchman,  wiA  Friar 
Laurence. 

3  Watch.  Here  is  a  friar,  that  trembles,  sighs 
and  weeps : 

We  took  this  mattock  and  this  spade  from  him, 
As  he  was  coming  from  this  church-yard  side. 
1  Watch.  A  great  suspicion  ;  Stay  the  friar 
too. 
Enter  the  Prince  and  Attendants. 

Prince.  What  misadventure  is  so  early  up, 
That  calls  our  person  from  our  morning's  rest  ? 
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Enter  Ckpvlet,  Lady  Caw fET,  and  others.    You— to  remove   that  siege 

her, 
Cap.  What  should  it  be,  that  they  so  shriek 
abroad  ? 


lAct  V. 

of  grief  from 


La.  Cap.   The  people  in   the  street  cry- 
Romeo, 
Some— Juliet,  and  some— Paris  ;  and  all  run, 
with  open  outciy  toward  our  monument. 
Prince.  What  "fear  is  this,  which  startles  in 

our  ears  ? 
1   Watch.  Sovereign,   here  lies  the  county 
Paris  slain ; 
And  Romeo  dead;  and  Juliet,  dead  before, 
Warm  and  new  kill'd. 

Prince.  Search,  seek,  and  know   how  this 

foul  murder  comes. 
1   Watch.  Here   is  a  friar,  and  slaughter'd 
Romeo's  man  ; 
With  instruments  upon  them,  fit  *o  open 
These  dead  men's  tombs. 

Cap.  O,  heavens! — 0,  wife  !  look  how  our 
daughter  bleeds! 
This  dagger  hath  mista'en, — forlo!  his  house* 
Is  empty  on  the  back  of  Montague,^ — 
And  is  mis-sliealhed  in  my  daughter's  bosom. 
La.  Cap.  O  me  !  this  sight  of  death  is  as  a 
bell, 
That  warns  my  old  age  to  a  sepulchre. 

Enter  Montague  and  others. 

Prince.  Come,  Montague ;  for  thou  art  early 
up. 
To  see  thy  s6n  and  heir  more  early  down. 
Mon.  Alas,   my  liege,  my  wife  is  dead  to- 
night ; 
Grief  of    my   son's  exile    hath  stopp'd    her 

breath : 
What  further  woe  conspires  against  mine  age 

Prince.   Look,  and  thou  shalt  see. 
Mon.  O  thou  untaught!  what   manners  is  in 

this, 
To  press  before  thy  father  to  a  grave  ? 

Prince.  Seal  up  the  mouth  of  outrage  for  a 
while, 
"Till  we  can  clear  these  ambiguities. 
And  know  their  spring,  their  iiead,  their  true 

descent ; 
And  then  w^ill  I  be  general  of  your  woes, 
And  lead  you  even  to  death:  Meantime  for- 
bear, 
And  let  mischance  be  slave  to  patience. — 
Bring  forth  the  parties  of  suspicion. 

Fri.  I  am  the  greatest,  able  to  do  least, 
Yet  most  suspected,  as  the  time  and  place 
Doth  make  against  me,  of  this  direful  mur- 
der ; 
And  here  I  stand,  both  to  impeach  and  purge 
Myself  condemned  and  myself  accus'd. 
Prince.  Then  say  at  once  what  tliou  doSt 

know  in  this. 
Fri.  I  will  be   brief,  for  my  short  date  of 
breath 
Is  not  so  long  as  is  a  tedious  tale. 
Romeo,  there  dead,  was  husband   to  that  Ju 

liet; 
And  she,  there  dead,   that  Romeo's  faithful 

wife : 
I  married  them  ;   and  their  stolen-marriaRe- 

day 
Was    Tybalt's    doomsday,    whose    untimely 

death 
Banish'd  the  new-made  bridegroom  from  this 

city ; 
For  whom,  and  not  for  Tybalt,  Juliet  pin'd 

*  /.  f.  The  scabbard. 


Betroth'd,  and  would  have  married  her  per- 
force. 
To  county  Paris :— Then  comes  she  to  me  ; 
And,  with  wild   looks,  bid   me  devise  some 

means 
To  rid  her  from  this  second  marriage. 
Or,  in  my  cell  there  would  she  kill  herself- 
Then  gave  1  her,  so  tutor'd  by  my  art, 
A  sleeping  potion:  which  so  took  effect 
As  I  intended,  for  it  wrought  on  her 
The  form  of  death:   meantime  1  writ  to  Ro- 
meo, 
That  he  should  hither  come  as  this  dire  night, 
To  help  to  take  her  from  her  borrow'd  grave. 
Beins    the    time   the   potion's  force   should 

cease. 
But  he  which  bore  my  letter,  friar  John, 
Was  staid  by  accident ;  and  yesternight 
Return'd  my  letter  back  :  then  all  alone, 
At  the  prefixed  hour  of  her  waking, 
Came  I  to  take  her  from  her  kindred's  vault ; 
Meaning  to  keep  herclosely  at  my  cell. 
Till  I  conveniently  could  send  to  Romeo; 
But,  when  I  came,  (some  minute  ere  the  time 
Of  her  awakening,)  iierc  untimely  lay 
The  noble  Paris,  and  true  Romeo,  dead. 
She  wakes :  and  I  entreated  her  come  forth, 
And  bear  this  work  of  heaven  with  patience  : 
But  then  a  noise  did  scare  me  from  the  tomb 
And  she,   too  desperate,  would  not  go  with 

me. 
But  (as  it  seems,)  did  violence  on  herself. 
All  this  I  know ;  and  to  the  marriage 
Her  nurse  is  privy  :  And,  if  aught  in  this 
Miscarried  by  my  fault,  let  my  old  life 
Be  sacrific'd,  some  hour  before  his  time. 
Unto  the  rigour  of  severest  law. 

Prince.  We  still  have  known  thee  for  a  holy 
man. — 
Where's  Romeo's  man  ?  what  can  he  say  in 
this? 
Bal.  1  brought  ray  master  news  of  Juliet's 
death ; 
And  then  in  post  he  came  from  Mantua, 
To  this  same  place,  to  this  same  monument. 
This  letter  he  early  bid  me  give  his  father  ; 
And  threaten'd   me  wnth  death,  going  in  the 

vault. 
If  I  departed  not,  and  left  him  there. 
Prince.  Give  me  the  letter,  I  will  look  on 
it. — 
Where  is  the  county's  page,  that  rais'd  the 

w^atch  ?— 
Sirrah,  what  made  you  master  in  this  place  ? 
Page.  He  came  with  flowers  to  strew  his 
lady's  grave; 
And  bid  me  stand  aloof,  and  soT  did: 
Anon,  comes  one  with  light  to  ope  the  tomb  ; 
And,  by  and  by,  my  master  drew  on  him; 
And  then  I  ran  away  to  call  the  watch. 
,    Prince    This   letter  doth   make    good    the 

friar's  words, 
Their  course  of  love,  the  tidings  of  her  death : 
And  here  he  writes — that  he  did  buy  a  poison 
Of  a  poor  'pothecary,  and  therewithal 
Came  to  this  vault   to  die,  and  lie  with  Ju- 
liet.— 
Where  be  these  enemies?  Capulet!   Monta- 
gue !— 
See,  what  a  scourge  is  laid  upon  your  hate, 
That  heaven  finds  means  to  kill  your  joys  with 

love  ! 
And  I,  for  winking  at  your  discords  too, 
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Have  lost  a  brace  of  kinsmen :' — all  are  pun- 
ish'd. 

Cap.  O,  brother   Montague,  give  me   thy 
hand : 
This  is  ray  daughter's  jointure,  for  no  more 
Can  I  demand. 

Man.  But  1  can  give  thee  more: 
For  I  will  raise  her  statue  in  pure  gold  ; 
That,  while  Verona  by  that  name  is  known, 
There  shall  no  figure  at  such  rate  be  set, 
As  tJiat  of  (rue  and  faithful  Juliet- 

*  Mercutio  ami  P^irj?, 


Cap.  As  rich  shall  Romeo  by  his  lady  lie ; 
Poor  sacrifices  of  our  enmity  ! 

Prince.  A  glooming  peace  this  morning  with 
it  brings ; 
The  sun  for  sorrow  will  not  show  hishead : 
Go  hence,   to   have  more  talk  of  these   sad 
things ; 
Some  shall  be  pardon'd,  and  some  pun- 
ished : 
For  never  was  a  story  of  more  woe, 
Than  this  of  Juliet  and  her  Romeo. 

{Exeunt. 
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Scene,  Elsinore. 


ACT  I. 

SCEJVE  I.— Elsinore.— A  Platform  before  the 
Castle. 

Francisco  on  his  Post. — Enter  to  him 
Bernardo. 

Ber.  Who's  there  ? 

Fran.  Nay,  answer  me  :  stand,  and  unfold 
Yourself. 

Ber.  Long  live  the  king  ! 

Fran.  Bernardo? 

Ber.  He. 

Fran.  You  come  most  carefully  upon  your 
hour. 

Ber.  'Tis  ftow  struck  twelve ;   get  thee  to 
bed,  Francisco. 

Fran.  For  this  relief,  much  thanks :  'tis  bit- 
ter cold, 
And  !  am  sick  at  heart. 

Ber.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a  mouse  stirring. 

Ber.  Well,  good  night. 
If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Marcellus, 
The  rivals*  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  haste. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

Fran.  Ithink.  I  hear  them. — Stand,  ho !  Who 
is  there  ? 

Her.  Friends  to  this  ground. 

Mar.   And  liegemen  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  Give  you  good  night. 

Mar.  O,  farewell,  honest  soldier: 
Who  hath  reliev'd  you? 

Fran.  Bernardo  hath  my  place. 
Give  you  good  night.  [_Exit  Francisco. 

ilfar.  Holla !  Bernardo  ! 

»  Partoerss 


Ber.  Say. 
What,  is  Horatio  there  ? 

Hor.  A  piece  of  him. 

Ber.  Welcome,   Horatio ;   welcome,   good 
Marcellus. 

Hor.   What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to- 
night? 

Ber.  I  have  seen  nothing. 

Mar.  Horatio  says,  'tis  but  our  fantasy: 
And  \.  ill  not  let  belief  take  hold  of  him. 
Touching  this  dreaded  sight,  twice  seen  of  us; 
Therefore  I  have  entreated  him  along, 
With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night; 
That,  if  again  this  apparition  come. 
He  may  approve*  our  eyes,  -and  speak  to  it. 

Hor.  Tush!   tush!  'twill  not  appear. 

Ber.  Sit  down  awhile  ; 
And  let  us  once  again  as.sail  your  ears, 
That  are  so  fortified  against  our  story, 
What  we  two  nights  have  seen. 

Hor    Well,  sit  we  down. 
And  let  us  hear  Bernardo  speak  of  this- 

Ber.  Last  night  of  all. 
When  yon  same  star,  that's  westward  from  the 
pole,  [heaven 

Had  made  his  course  to  illumine  that  part  of 
Where  now  it  burns,  Marcellus,  and  myseU", 
The  bell  then  beating  one, — 

Mar.  Peace,  break  ihee  off;  look,  where  it 
comes  again  I 

Filter  Ghost. 
Ber.  In  the  same  figure  like  the  king  that's 

dead. 
Mar.  Thou  art  a  scholar,  speak  to  it,  Horatio. 
Ber.  Looks  it  not  like  the  king  ?  mark  it, 

Horatio. 

*3Iake  good  or  establish. 
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Hor.  Most  like:— it  harrows*  nic  with  fear,)(As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  state,) 


and  wonder 

Ber.  It  would  be  spoke  to. 

Mar.  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What  art  thou,  that  usurp'st  this  time 
of  night, 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form 
In  which  the  majesty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  sometimes  march?  by  heaven  I   charge 
thee,  speak. 

Mar.  It  is  offended, 

Ber.  See  !  it  stalks  away. 

Hor.    Stay;   speak:    speak  I  charge  thee, 
speak.  \_Exit  Ghost. 

Mar.  'Tis  gone,  and  will  not  answer. 

Ber.  How,  now,  Horatio  ?  you  tremble,  and 
look  pale : 
Is  not  this  something  more  than  fantasy  ? 
What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Hor.  Before  my  God,  I  might  not  this  believe 
Without  the  sensible  and  true  avouch 
Of  mine  own  eyes. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  king  ? 

Hor.  As  thou  art  to  thyself: 
Such  was  the  very  armour  he  liad  on, 
When  he  the  ambitious  Norway  combated ; 
So  frown'd  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  parle,+ 
He  smote  the  sleddedj  Polack§  on  the  ice 
'Tis  strange. 

Mar.  Thus,  twice  before,  and  jump]]  at  this 
dead  hour, 
With  martial  stalk  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hor.  In  what  particular  thought  to  work,  I 
know  not ; 
But,  in  the  gross  and  scope  of  mine  opinion, 
This  bodes  some  strange  eruption  to  our  state 

Mar.  Good  now,  sit  down,  and  tell  me,  he 
that  knows, 
Why  this  samestrictand  most  observant  watch 
So  nightly  toils  the  subject  of  the  land ; 
And  why  such  daily  cast  of  brazen  cannon, 
And  foreign  mart  for  implements  of  war; 
Why  such  impress  of  shipwrights,  whose  sore 

task 
Does  not  divide  the  Sunday  from  the  week 
What  might  be  toward,  that  this  sweaty  haste 
Doth  make  the  night  joint-labourer  with  the  Speak  of  it:— stay,  an  J  speak. —Stop  it.  Mar 


But  to  recover  of  us,  by  strong  hand, 

And  terms  compulsatory,  those  'foresaid  lands 

So  by  his  father  lost :  And  this,  I  take  it. 

Is  the  main  motive  of  our  preparations; 

The  source  of  this  our  watch ;  and  the  chief 

head 
Of  this  post-haste  and  romage "  in  the  land. 

[_Ber.  I  (liink,  it  be  no  other,  but  even  so : 
Well  may  if  sort,t  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch ;  so  like  the 

king 
That  was,  and  is,  the  question  of  these  wars. 

Hor.  A  mote  it  is,  to  trouble  the  mind's  eye. 
In  the  most  high  and  palmy  t  state  of  Rome, 
A  little  ere  the  mightiest  Julius  fell,  [dead 

The  graves  fell  tenantless,  and  the  sheeted 
Did  squeak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman  streets. 
•jf         «.         *         *         #         * 

As,  stars  with  trains  of  fire  and  dews  of  blood, 
Disasters  in  the  sun ;  and  the  moist  star,$ 
Upon    whose     influence    Neptune's     empire 

stands, 
Was  sick  almost  to  doomsday  with  eclipse. 
And  even  the  like  precurse  of  fierce  events, — 
As  harbingers  preceding  still  the  fates, 
And  prologue  to  the  omen||  coming  on, 
Have  heaven  and  earth  together  demonstrated 
Unto  our  climatures  and  countrymen. — ] 

Re-enter  Ghost. 

But,  soft ;  behold  !  lo,  where  it  comes  again  ! 

I'll  cross  it,  though  it  blast  me. — Stay,  illu- 
sion ! 

If  thou  hast  any  sound,  or  use  of  voice, 

Speak  to  me  : 

If  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 

That  may  to  thee  do  ease,  and  grace  to  me. 

Speak  to  me : 

If  thou  art  privy  to  thy  country's  fate, 

Which,  happily,  foreknowing,  may  avoid, 

O,  speak ! 

Or,  .if  thou  hast  uphoardcd  in  thy  life 

Extorted  treasure  in  the  womb  of  earth, 

For  which,  they  say,  you  spirits  oft  walk  in 
death,  [Cock  erouis. 


Who  is't,  that  can  inform  me  ?  [day; 

Hor-  That  can  I ; 
At  least,  the  whisper  goes  so.     Our  last  king, 
Whose  image  even  but  now  appear'd  to  us. 
Was,  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbras  of  Norway, 
Thereto  prick'd  on  by  a  most  emulate  pride, 
Dar'd   to  the  combat;  in  which  our  valiant 


Hamlet 


cellus. 

Mar.  Shall  I  strike  at  it  with  my  partizan? 
Hor.  Do,  if  it  will  not  stand. 
I}e^.  'Tis  here ! 
Hor.  'Tis  here  '■ 

Mar.  'Tis  gone  !  \_Lxit  Ghost. 

We  do  it  wrong,  being  so  majestical, 


("For  so  this  side  of  our  known  world  esteem'd 
Did  slay  this  Fortinbras  ;  who,  by  a  seal'd  corn- 
Well  ratified  by  law  and  heraldry,  [pact, 
Did  forfeit,  with  his  life,  all  those  his  lands, 
Which  he  stood  seiz'd  of,  to  the  conqueror: 
Against  the  which,  a  moiety  competent 
Was  gaged  by  our  king     which  had  return'd 
To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbras,         [mart,1T 
Hud  he  been  vanquisher;  as,  by  the  same  co- 
And  carriage  of  the  article  design  d,** 
His  fell  to  Hamlet :  Now,  Sir,  young  Fortin- 
Of  unimproved  mettle  hat  and  full, tt      [bras, 
Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway,  here  and  there 
Shark'dtt  up  a  list  of  landless  resolutes, 
For  food  and  diet,  to  some  enterprise 
That  hath  a  stomach^§  in't:  which  is  no  other 

*  Conquers.  t  Dispute.  J  Sledge. 

§  Polander,  an  inhabitant  of  Poland. 

Ij  Just.  V  Joint  bargain. 

**  The  covenant  to  confirm  that  bargain. 

tt  Full  of  spirit  without  experienc?^  t}  Picked. 

§5  Resolution- 


[him,)iTo  offer  it  the  show  ot  violence  ; 


For  it  is,  as  the  air,  invnlnccablc. 

And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Ber.  It  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  cock 
crew. 

Hor.  And  then  it  started  like  a  guilty  thing 
Upon  a  fearful  summons.     I  have  heard. 
The  cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  of  the  morn, 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  shrill-sounded  throat 
Awake  the  god  of  day  ;  and,  at  his  warning, 
Whether  in  sea  or  tire,  in  enrth  or  air. 
The  extravagant  and  erringll  spirit  hies 
To  his  confine  ;  and  of  the  truth  herein 
This  present  object  made  probation.** 

Mar.  It  faded  on  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 
Some  say,  tiiat  ever 'gainst  that  season  comes 
Wherein  our  Saviour's  birth  is  celebrated, 
This  bird  of  dawning  singethall  night  long: 
And  then  they  say  no  spirit  dares  stir  abroad; 
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The  nights  are  wholesome  ;  Then  no  planets 

strike, 
Kg  fairy  lakes,  nor  witch  hath  power  to  chai-m, 
So  hallow'd  and  so  gracious  is  the  time- 

Hor.  So  1  have  heard,  and  do  in  part  believe 
But,  look,  the  morn,  in  russet  mantle  clad,  [it. 
Walks  o'er  the  dew  of  yon  high  eastern  hill  :' 
Break  we  our  watch  up  ;  and,  by  my  advice. 
Let  us  impart  wliat  we  have  seen  to-night 
Unto  young  Hamlet:  for,  upon  my  life. 
This  spirit  dumb  to  us,  will  speak  to  him  : 
Do  you  con.sent  we  shall  acquaint  him  with  it 
As  needful  in  our  loves,  filling  our  duty  ? 
Mar.  Let's  do't,  I  pray;  and  1  this  mornins 
know 
■\Vhere  we  shall  find  him  most  convenient. 

[Exemit 
!3CENE  II — The  same — A  Room  of  State  in 

the  same- 
Enter  the  King,  Queen,   Hamlet,  Polonius, 
Laertes,  Voltimahd,  Cornelius,  Lords, 
and  Attendants. 

King.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  bro- 
ther's deatii 
The  memory  be  green  ;  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  hearts  in  grief,   and  our  whole 

kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  brovv-  of  woe  ; 
Yet  so  far  hath  discretion  fought  with  nature. 
That  we  with  wisest  sorrow  think  on  him, 
Together  with  remembrance  of  ourselves. 
Therefore  our  sometime  sister,  now  our  queen, 
The  imperial  jointress  of  this  warlike  state, 
Have  we,  as  'twere,  with  a  defeated  joy, — 
With  one  auspicious,  and  one  dropping  eye  ; 
With  mirth  in  funeral,  and  with  dirge  in  mar- 
riage, 
In  equal  scale  weighing  delight  and  dole,^- — 
Taken  to  wife  :  nor  have  we  herein  barr'd 
Your  better  wisdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
With  this  affair  along  : — For  all,  our  thanks. 
]\ow  follows,  tiiat  you  know,  young  Fortin- 
bras, — 
Holding  a  weak  supposalof  otirwortii ; 
Or  thinking,  by  our  late  dear  brother's  death. 
Our  state  to  be  disjoint  and  out  of  frame, 
Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage. 
He  hath  not  fail'd  to  pester  us  with  message, 
Importing  our  surrender  of  those  lands 
Xost  by  his  father,  with  all  bandst  of  law, 
To  our    most  valiant  brother. — So  much  for 

him. 
Now  for  ourself,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting. 
Thus  much  the  business  is  :  We  have  here  writ 
To  Norway,  uncle  of  youngFortinbras, — 
Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  scarcely  hears 
Of  this  his  nephew's  purpose, — to  suppress 
His  further  gaitt  herein  ;  in  that  the  levies, 
The  lists,  and  full  proportions,  are  all  made 
Out  of  his  s  ibject :  end  we  here  despatch 
You,  good  Cornelius,  and  you  Voltimand, 
For  bearers  of  this  greeting  to  old  Norway  ; 
Giving  to  you  no  further  personal  power 
To  business  with  the  kini,  more  than  the  scope 
Of  these  dilated  articles  allow.  [duty. 

Farewell;  and  let  your  haste  commend   your 
Cor.  Vol.  In  that,  and  all  things,  will  we 

show  our  duty- 
King.  We  doubt  it  nothing ;  heartily   fare- 
well. 

[Exeunt  'Voltimand  and  Cornelius. 
And  DOW,  Laertes,  what's  the  news  with  you  ? 
You  told  us  of  some  suit ;  What  is't,  Laertes  ? 
You  cannot  speak  of  reason  to  the  Dane, 


'  Gri»f. 


t  Bonds. 


t  V/av. 


And  lose  your  voice  :   What  wouldst  thou  beg 

Laertes. 
That  shall  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking  ? 
The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 
The  hand  more  instrumental  to  the  mouth. 
Than  is  the  throne  of  Denmark  to  thy  father. 
What  wouldst  thou  have,  Laertes  .' 

Laer.  My  dread  lord, 
Your  leave  and  favour  to  return  to  France  ; 
From  whence  though  willingly  I  came  to  Den- 
mark, 
To  show  my  duty  in  your  coronation  ; 
Yet  now,  I  must  confess,  that  duty  dojie, 
My  tlionghts  and  wishes  bend  agaiji  toward 

France,  |-don. 

And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  andpar- 

King.  Have  you  your  father's  leave?    What 

says  Polonius  ?, 
Pol.  He  hath,  my  lord,  [wrung  from  me  mv 

slow  leave, 
By  laboursorae  petition  ;  and,  at  last, 
Upon  his  will  1  seal'd  mj'  hard  consent :} 
I  do  beseech  you,  give  him  leave  logo. 

King.  Take  thy  ifair  hour,  Laertes  ;  time  be 

thine. 
And  thy  best  graces  :  spend  it  at  thy  will. — 

But  now,  my  cousin  Hamlet,  and  my  spn, - 

Ham.  A  little  more  than  iin,  and  less  than 

kind."'  [Aside 

King.  How  is  if,  that  the   clouds  still  hang 

on  you  ? 
Ham.  Not  so,  my  lord,  I  am  too  much  i'the 

sun. 
Queen-  Good  HaniV't,  cast  thynighted colour 

oft',  [mark. 

And  let  thine  eye  look  like  a  friend  on  Den- 
Do  not,  for  ever,  with  thy  veiled  lidsf 
Seek  for  thy  noble  father  in  the  dust  ■ 
Thou  know'st,    'tis  common;  all,    that  live 

must  die, 
Passing  through  nature  to  etcrnitv- 
Ham.  Ay,  madam,  it  is  common 
Queen.  If  it  be, 
Why  seems  it  so  particular  witii  thee  .' 
Ham.  Seems,  madam  !  nay,  it  is  ;  I  know 

not  seems. 
'Tis  not  alone  my  inky  cloak,  good  mother. 
Nor  customary  suits  of  solemn  black, 
Nor  windy suspiration  of  forc'd  breath. 
No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 
Nor  the  dejected  haviour  of  the  visage, 
Together    with    all  forms,  modes,  shows  ol 

grief,  [seem. 

That   can  denote  me   truly:  These,  indeed. 
For  they  are  actions  that  a  man  might  play  : 
But  I  have  that  within,  which  pas.'^eth  show  ; 
These,  but  the  trappings  and  the  suits  of  woe. 
King.  'Tis  sweetand  commendable  in  your 

nature,  Hamlet, 
To  give  these  mourning  duties  to  your  father  : 
But,  you  must  know,  your  father  lost  a  fathei-; 
That  father  lost  his  ;  and  t!ie  survivor  bound 
In  filial  obligation,  for  some  term 
To  do  obsequious  sorrow  :  But  to  persevere 
In  obstinate  condolement,  is  a  course 
Of  impious  stubbornness;  'lis  unmanly  gi-ief 
It  shows  a  will  most  incorrect  to  heaven  ; 
A  heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient ; 
An  understanding  simple  and  unschool'd  : 
For  whdt,  we  know,  must  be,  and  is  as  con:- 

mon 
As  any  the  most  vulgar  thing  to  sense, 
Why  should  we  in  our  peevish  opposition, 

iTake  it  to  heart  ?  Fie  '■  'tis  a  fault  to  heaven, 
*  Nature  ■  a  little  moretll^U  a  kinsman,  and  less  tbai; 
a  natural  ont.  t  Loweritia;  eya. 
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A  fault  against  the  dead,  a  fault  to  nature, 
To  reason  most  absurd  ;  whose  common  theme 
Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  still  hath  cried, 
From  the  first  corse,  till  he  that  died  to-day, 
This  must  be  so.     We  pray  you,  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe  ;  and  think  of  us 
As  of  a  father  :  for  let  the  world  take  note. 
You  are  the  most  immediate  to  our  throne  ; 
And,  with  no  less  nobility  of  love, 
Than  that  which  dearest  father  bears  his  son, 
Do  I  impart  toward  you.     For  your  intent 
In  going  back  to  school  in  Wittenberg, 
It  is  most  retrograde*  to  our  desire  : 
And,  we  beseech  you,  bend  you  to  remain 
Here  in  the  cheer  and  comfort  of  our  eye, 
Ourchiefest  courtier  cousin,  and  our  son. 
Q,neen.  Let  not  thy  mother  lose  her  prayers, 
Hamlet  ; 
I  pray  thee,  stay  with  us,  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 
Ham.  I  shall  in  all  my  best  obey  you,    ma- 
dam. 
Kiyig.  Why,  'tis  a  loving  and  a  fair  reply  ; 
Be  as  ourself  in  Denmark. — Madam,  come  ; 
This  gentle  and  unforc'd  accord  of  Hamlet 
Sits  smiling  to  my  heart  :  in  grace  whereof. 
No  jocund  health,  that  Denmark  drinks  to-day, 
But  the  great  cannon  to  the  clouds  shall  tell 
And  the  king's  rouset  the  heaven  shall  bruit! 

again, 
Re-speaicing  earthly  thunder.     Come  away 

lExeunt  King,  Queen,  Lords,  fyc  Polo- 
Nius,  and  Laertes. 
Hatn.  O,  that  this  too  too  solid  flesh  would 
Thaw,  and  resolve§  itself  into  a  dew  !       [melt, 
Or  that  the  Everlasting  had  not  fix'd         [God 
His  cannon||  'gainst  self-slaiigliter  '.  O  God!    0 
How  weary,  stale,  flat,  and  unprofitable 
Seem  to  me  all  the  uses  of  this  world  ! 
Fie  on't  !  O  Fie  !    tis  an  unweeded  garden, 
That  grows  to  seed ;  things  rank  and  gross   in 
nature,  [this ! 

Possess  it  merely. H  That  it  should  come  to 
But  two  monthsdead  ! — nay,  not  so  much,  not 
So  excellent  a  king  ;  that  was,  to  this,  [two  ; 
Hyperion**to  a  satyr:  solovingto  mymother. 
That  he  might  notbeteemttthe  windsof  heaven 
Vish  her  face  too  roughly.  Heaven  and  earth  ! 
Must  I  remember."'  why, she  would  hang  on 
As  if  increase  of  appetite  had  grown  [him. 
By  what  it  fed  on  :  .\nd  yet,  within  a  month, — 
Let  me  not  think  on't  ; — Frailty,  thy  name  is 

woman  I — 
A  little  month  ;  or  ere  those  shoes  were  old, 
With  which  she  follow'd  mv  poor  father's  bo- 
dy. 
Like  Niobe,  all  tears  ; — why  she,  even  she,— 
O  heaven  1  a  beast,  that  wants   discourse  of 

reason, 
Would  have  mourn'd  longer, — married  with 
my  uncle,  [ther. 

My  father's  brother ;  but  no  more  like   my  fa- 
Than  I  to  Hercules  :  Within  a  month  ; 
Ere  yet  the  salt  of  most  unrighteous  tears 
Had  left  the  flushing  in  her  galled  eyes. 
She  married  : — O  most  wicked  speed,  to  post 
With  such  dexterity  to  incestuous  sheets  ! 
It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to,  good  ; 
But  break,  my  heart;    for  I  must  hold  my 
tongue ! 
Enter  Horatio,  Bernardo,  and  Marcellus. 
Hor.  Hail  to  your  lordship  ! 
Ham.  I  am  glad  to  sec  you  well : 
Horatio, — or  I  do  forget  myself 
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Hor.  The  same,  mylor'd,  and  your  poor  ser- 
vant ever. 
Ham.  Sir,  my  good  friend  ;  I'll  change  that 
name  with  you.  [tio  ? — 

And  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg,  Hora- 
Marcellus .' 

Mar.  Mygood  lord. 

Ham.  1  am  very  glad  to  see  you ;  good  even. 
Sir.— 
But  what,  in  faith,  make  you  from  Wittenberg? 
Hor.  A  truant  oKsposition,  good  my  lord. 
Ham.  I  would  not  hear  your  enemy  say  so  : 
Nor  shall  you  do  mine  ear  that  violence, 
To  make  it  truster  of  your  own  report 
Against  yourself:  I  know,  you  are  no  truant. 
But  what  is  your  affair  in  Elsinore? 
We'll  teach  you  to  drink  deep  ere  you  depart. 
Hor.  My  lord.  1  came  to  see  your  father's 

funeral. 
Ham.  I  pray  thee,  do  not  mock  me,  fellow- 
student  ; 
I  think,  it  was  to  see  my  mother's  wedding. 
Hor   Indeed,  my  lord,  it  follow'd  hard  upon. 
Ham.  Thrift,  thrift,    Horatio  !    the  funeral 
bak'd  meats* 
Did  coldly  furnish  forth  the  marriage  tables. 
"Would  1  had  met  my  dearestt  foe  in  heaven 
Or  ever  I  had  seen  that  day,  Horatio  ! — 
My  father,— Methinks,  1  see  my  father. 

Hor.  Where, 
My  lord  ? 

Ham    In  my  mind's  eye,  Horatio. 
Hor.  I  saw  him  once,  he  was  a  goodly  king. 
Ham:  He  was  a  man,  take  him  for  all  in  all, 
I  shall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

Hor.  My  lord,  1  think  I  saw  him  yesternight. 
Ham-  Saw  !  who  ? 
Hor.  My  lord,  the  king  your  father. 
Ham.  The  king  my  father  > 
Hor.  Season  your  admiration  for  a  while 
With  an  attentl  ear:  till  I  may  deliver, 
Upon  the  witness  of  these  gentlemen, 
1  his  marvel  to  you. 
Ham.  For  God's  love,  let  me  hear. 
Hor.  Two  nights  together  had  these  gentle- 
men, 
Marcellus  and  Bernardo,  on  their  watch. 
In  the  dead  waist  and  middle  of  the  night. 
Been  thus  encountered.     A    figure   like  your 
Armed  at  point,  exactly,  cap-a-pf,         [father, 
Appears  before  them,  and  with  solemn  march, 
Goes  slow   and  stately  by  them :    thrice  he 

walk'd. 
By  their  (uipress'd  and  fear-surprized  eyes, 
Within  his   truncheon's   length  ;  whiLst  they, 
.•\lmost  to  jelly  with  the  act  of  fear,    [distill'd 
Stand  dumb,  and  speak  not  to  him.  This  to  me 
In  dreadful  secrecy  impart  they  did  ; 
And  1  with  them,  the  third  night  kept  the 

watch  : 
Where,  as  they  had  deliver'd,  both  in  time, 
Form  of  the  thing,  each  word  made  true   and 

good, 
The  apparition  comes :  I  knew  your  father  ; 
These  hands  are  not  more  like. 
Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 
Hor.  My  lord,  upon  the  platform  where  we 

w^atch'd. 
Ham.  Did  you  not  speak  to  it  ? 
Hor.  My  lord,  I  did  ; 
But  answer  made  it  none :  yet  once  methought. 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  address 
Itself  to  motion,  like  as  it  would  speak  : 
But.  even  then,  the  morning  cock  crew  loud  ; 

*  It  w<is  anciently  the  custom  to  give  a  cold  enter" 
tainment  at  a  funeral. 
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And  at  the  sound  it  shrunk  in  haste  away, 
And  vanish'd  from  our  sight. 

Ham.  'Tis  very  strange. 

Hor.  As  I  do  live,  ray  honour'd  lord,  'ti 
true ; 
And  we  did  think  it  writ  down  in  our  duty. 
To  let  you  know  of  it. 

Ham.   Indeed,  indeed,  Sirs,  but  this  troubles 
Hold  you  the  watch-to-night  ?  [me. 

All.  We  do,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Arm'd,  say  you  ? 

All.  Arm'd,  my  lord. 
Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

All.  My  lord,  from  head  to  foot. 

Ham.  Then  saw  you  not 
His  face. 

Hor.  0,  yes,  my  lord  ;  he  wore  his  beaver* 
up. 

Ham.  What,  look  d  ho  frowningly  ? 

Hor.  A  countenance  more 
In  sorrow  than  in  anger. 

Hatn.  Pale,  or  red  ? 

Hor.  Nay,  very  jiale. 

Ham.  And  fix'd  liis  eyes  upon  you .'' 

Hor.  Mo.st  constantly. 

Ham.  I  would,  I  had  been  there. 

Hor.  It  would  have  much  amaz'dyou. 

Ham.  Very  like, 
Very  like :  Stay'd  it  long? 

Hor.  While  one  %vith  moderate  haste  might 
tell  a  hundred, 

ilfar.  Ber.   Longer,  longer. 

Hor.  Not  Avhen  I  saw  it. 

Ham.  His  beard  was  grizzl'd  ?  no ! 

Hor.  It  was,  as  I  have  seen  it  in  his  life, 
A  ^able  silver'd. 

Ham.  I  will  watch  (o-night ; 
Perchance,  'twill  walk  again. 

Hor.  I  warrant,  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  assume  my  noble  father's  person, 
I'll  speak  to  it,  though  hell  itself  should  gape, 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.     I  pray  you  all, 
If  you  have  hitherto  conceal'd  this  sight, 
Let  it  be  tenable  in  your  silence  still ; 
And  whatsoever  else  shall  hap  to-night. 
Give  it  an  understanding,  but  no  tongue  ; 
I  will  requite  your  loves  :  So,  fare  yon  well : 
Upon  the  platform,  'twixt  eleven  and  twelve, 
I'll  visit  you. 

All.  Our  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham.  Your  loves,  as  mine  to  you ;  Farewell . 

[^Exetmt    Horatio,   Marceli.us,   and  Ber- 
nardo. 
My  father's  spirit  in  arms  !  all  is  not  well ; 
I  doubt  some  foul  play  :  'would,  the  night  were 

come! 

Till  then  sit  still,  my  soul:  Foul  deedswill  rise, 
Though  all  the  earth  o'erwhelm  them,  to  men's 
eyes.  {^Exit 

SCENE  in. — A  Room  in  Polonius'  House. 

Enter  Laertes  and  Ophelia. 

Latr.  My  necessaries  arc  embark'd ;    fare 
And,  sister,  as  tiie  winds  give  benefit,     [well ; 
And  convoy  is  assistant,  do  not  sleep, 
But  let  me  hear  from  you, 

Oph.   Do  you  doubt  that ' 

Latr.   For  Hamlet,  and  the  trifling  of  his  fa 
Hold  it  a  fashion,  and  a  toy  in  blood ;     [vour, 
A  violet  in  the  youth  of  primy  nature. 
Forward,  not  permanent,  sweet,  not  lasting, 
The  perfume  and  suppliance  of  a  minute; 
No  more. 

Oph.  No  more  but  so  ? 

*  That  part  of  the  Aelmet  which  may  be  lifted  up. 


Laer.  Think  it  no  more  : 
For  nature,  crescent,*  does  not  grow  alone 
In  thews.t   and  bulk;    but,    as  this    temple 
waxes,  " 

The  inward  service  of  the  mind  and  soul 
Grows  wide  withal.     Perhaps,  he  loves  you 

now ; 
And  now  no  soil,  nor  cautel,t  doth  besmirch^ 
The  virtue  of  his  will :  but,  you  must  fear. 
His  greatness  weigh'd,  his  will  is  not  his  own  ; 
For  he  himself  is  subject  to  his  birth  : 
He  may  not,  as  unvalued  persons  do. 
Carve  for  himself;  for  on  his  choice  depends 
The  safety  and  the  health  of  the  whole  state  ; 
And  theiefore  must  his  choice  be  circurascrib'd 
Unto  the  voice  and  yielding  of  that  body, 
Whereof  he  is  the  head  :  Tiien  if  he  says  he 

loves  you, 
It  fits  your  wisdom  so  far  to  believe  it, 
As  he  in  his  particular  act  and  place  [ther, 

May  give  his  saying  deed :  which  is  not  fur- 
Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark  goes  withal. 
Then  weigh  what  loss  your  honour  may  sus- 
tain. 
If  with  too  credentll  ear  you  listll  his  songs  ; 
Or  lose  your  heart;  or  your  chaste  treasure 
To  his  unmaster'd**  importunity.  [open 

Fear  it,  Ophelia,  fear  it,  my  dear  sister  : 
And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affection, 
Out  of  the  shot  and  danger  of  desire. 
The  chariesttt  maid  is  prodigal  enough, 
If  she  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  moon: 
Virtue  itself  scapes  not  calumnious  strokes: 
The  canker  galls  the  infants  of  the  spring, 
Too  oft  before  their  buttons  be  disclos'd  ; 
And  in  the  morn  and  liquid  dew  of  youth 
Contagions  blastments  are  most  imminent. 
Be  wary  then  :  best  safety  lies  in  fear ; 
Youth  to  itself  rebels,  though  none  else  near. 
Oph.  I  shall  the  effect  of  this  good  lesson 
keep, 
As  watchman  to  my  heart :   But  good  my  bro- 
Do  not,  as  some  ungracious  pastors  do,    [ther, 
Show  me  the  steep  and  thorny  way  to  heaven , 
Whilst,  like  a  puft'd  and  recklesstf  libertine. 
Himself  the  primrose  path  of  dalliance  treads, 
And  recks  not  his  own  read.^i^  ' 

Laer.  O  fear  me  not. 
I  stay  too  long; — But  here  ray  father  comes. 

Enter  Polonius. 

A  double  blessing  is  a  double  grace  ; 

Occasion  smiles  upon  a  second  leave. 
Pol.  Yet  here,  Laertes  !  abroad,  abroad,  for 
shame  ; 

The  wind  sits  in  the  shoulderof  your  sail, 

And  you  are  staid  for  :   There, — my  blessing 
with  you ; 
{^Laying  his  Hand  on  Laertes'  Head- 

And  these  few  precepts  in  thy  memory 

Look  thou  character.||ti     Give  thy  thoughts  no 
tongue. 

Nor  any  unproportion'd  thought  his  act. 

Be  thou  familiar,  but  by  no  means  vulgar. 

The  friends    thou   hast,   and    their   adoption 
tried, 

Grapple  them  to  thy  soul  with  hooks  of  steel ; 

But  do  not  dull  thy  palmUU  with  entertain- 
ment [Beware 

Of    each    new-hatch'd     unfledg'd    comrade. 

Of  entrance  to  a  quarrel :  but,  being  in, 

*  Increasing.  t  Sinews.            J  Subtlety,  deceit. 

§  Discolour.  II  Believit.g           V  Listen  to. 

**  Licentious<  tt  Most  cautious. 

X\  Careless.  §^  Rep.irds  not  liis  own  lessons. 

ml  Write.  CT  palm  of  the  hand. 
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Bear  it  that  the  opposer  ma/  beware  of  thee. i  And  with  a  larger  tether*  may  he  walk, 


Give  every  man  thine  ear,  but  few  thy  voice 
Take  ciich  man's  censure*,  b.nt  reserve  thy 

judgement. 
Costly  thy  habit  as  thy  purse  can  buy, 
But  not  express'd  in  fancy ;  rich,  not  gaudy : 
For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man ; 
And  they  in   France,  of  the  best  rank  and 

station, 
Are  most  select  and  generous,!  chief!  in  that. 
Neither  a  borrower,  nor  a  lender  be  : 
For  loan  oft  loses  both  itself  and  friend; 
And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  husbandry. § 
This  above  all, — To  thine  ownself  be  true ; 
And  it  must  follow  as  the  night  the  day. 
Thou  canst  not  then  be  false  to  any  man. 
Farewell :  my  blessing  seasonlj  this  in  thee  ! 
Laer.  Most  humbly  do  I  take  my  leave,  my 

lord 
Pol.  The  time  invites  you;  go^  your  servants 

tend.H 
Laer.  Farewell,  Ophelia;  and  roraemberwell 
What  I  have  said  to  you. 

Oph.  'Tis  in  my  memory  lock'd, 
And  you  yourself  shall  keep  the  key  of  it. 
Laer.  Farewell.  [_Exit  Laertes 

Pol.    What  is't,  Ophelia,  he  hath  said   to 

you? 
Orph.  So  please  you,  something  touching  the 

lord  Hamlet. 
Pol.  Marry,  well  bethought : 
'Tis  told  me,  he  hath  very  oft  of  late 
Given  private  time  to  you:  and  you  yourself 
Have  of  your  audience  been  most  free  and 

bounteous, 
If  it  be  so,  {as  so  'tis  put  on  me, 
And  that  in  way  of  caution,)  I  must  tell  you,  | 
You  do  not  understand  yourself  so  clearly, 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour: 
What  is  between  you?  give  me  up  tlie  truth. 

Opk.  He  hath,  my  lord,  of  late,  made  many 

Of  his  aflection  to  me.  [tenders 

Pol.  Aflection?  puh!  you  speak  like  a  green 

girl, 

Unsifted**  in  such  perilous  circumstance. 

Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them? 

Oph.  I  do  not  know,  my  lord,  what  I  should 

think. 
Pol.  Marry,  I'll  teach  you :  think  your&e,V/ a 
baby ; 
That  you  have  ta'en  these  tenders  for  true  pay, 
Which  are  not  sterling.    Tender  yourself  more 

dearly  ; 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  the  poor  phrase. 
Wronging  it  thus,)  you'll  tender  me  a  foo! 

Oph.  My  lord  lie  hath  importun'd  me  with 

In  honourable  fashion. tt  [love, 

Pol.  Ay,  fashion  you  may  call  it ;  go  to,  go 

to, 
Oph.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his 
speech  my  lord. 
With  almost  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven. 
Pol.  Ay,  springes  to  catch  woodcocks.     1  do 
know, 
When  the  blood  burns,  how  prodigal  the  soul 
Lends  the  tongue  vows:  these  blazes,  daugh- 
ter, 
Giving  more  light  than  heat,— extinct  in  both, 

Even  in  their  promise,  as  it  is  a  making, 

You  must  not  take  for  fire.     From  this  time. 
Be  somewhat  scanterof  your  maiden  presence ; 
Set  your  entreatmentsit  at  a  higher  rate. 
Than  a  command  to  parley.  For  lord  Hamlet, 
Believe  so  much  in  him.  That  he  is  young ; 


Then  may  be  given  you  :  In  few,  Ophelia, 
Do  not  believe  his  vows :  for  they  are  brokers,t 
IVot  of  that  die  which  their  investments  show, 
But  mere  implorators}:  of  unholy  suits. 
Breathing  like  sanctified  and  pious  bonds, 
The  better  to  beguile.     This  is  for  all,— 
i  would  not,  in  plain  terras,  from  this  time 

forth, 
Kave  you  so  slander  any  moment's  leisure, 
As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  lord  Hamlet. 
Looir  to't,  I  charge  you  ;  come  your  ways. 
Opk.  I  shall  obey,  my  lord.  ^Exeunt. 

SCENE  IV.— The  Platform. 
Enter  H.vmlet,  Horatio,  and  Marcellus. 
Ham.  The  airbites  shrewdly ;  it  is  very  cold . 
Hor.  It  is  a  nipping  and  an  eager§  air. 
Ham.  What  hour  now  ? 
Hor.  I  think  it  lacks  of  twelve. 
Mar.  No,  it  is  struck. 

Hor.  Indeed  ?  I  hgard  it  not ;  it  then  draws 
near  the  season. 
Wherein  tb»  spirit  held  is  wont  to  walk. 

^A  Flourish  of  Trumpets,  and  Ordnance 
shot  off  xcithin. 
What  does  this  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Ha^n.   The  king  doth  wake  to-night,  and 
takes  his  rouse,|| 
Keeps  wassel,1I  and  the  swaggering  «p-spriiig 
reels;**  [down, 

And,   as  he  drains  his  draughts  of  Rhenish 
The  kettle-drum  and  trumpet  thus  bray  otit 
The  triumph  of  his  pledge. 
Hor.  Is  it  a  custom  ? 
Ham.  Ay,  marry,  is't : 
But  to  my  mi'ud, — though  I  am  native  here, 
And  to  the  «ianner  born, — it  is  a  custom 
More  hoa-our'd  in  the  breach,  than  the  obser- 
vance. 
This  bfjavy-headed  revel,  east  and  west, 
Ma'  .es  us  traduc'd,  and  tax'dof  other  nations : 
T'  ey  clepett  us,  drunkards,  and  with  swinisJi 

phrase 
S.>il  t)ur  addition:  and,  indeed  it  takes 
Fr  ^m  our  achievements,  though  perform'd  at 

height. 
The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute. 
So,  oft  it  changes  in  particular  men, 
That,  for  some  vicious  mode  of  nature  in  thetn, 
As,  in  their  birth,  (wherein  they  are  not  gailtv, 
Since  nature  cannot  choose  his  origin,) 
By  the  o'crgrovvth  of  some  complexion.:?]: 
Oi't  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  rea- 
son ; 
Or  by  some  habit,  that  too  much  o'cr-leavens 
The  form  of  plausive  manners ; — that  these 

men, — 
Carrying,  I  say,  the  stamp  of  one  defect ; 
Being  nature's  livery,  or  fortune's  star, — 
Their  virtues  else  (be  tiiey  as  pure  as  grace, 
As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo,) 
Shall  in  the  general  censure  take  corruption 
From  that  particular  fault:  Tlie  tlram  of  base 
Dotli  all  the  noble  substance  often  dout,^^\ 
To  his  own  scandal. 

Eater  Ghost. 
Hor.  Look,  my  lord,  it  comes ! 
Ham.  Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend 
us!— 
Be  thou  a  spirit  of  health,  or  goblin  daran'd. 


*  Opinion. 
5  Economy. 
**  UniemptctJ. 
Vol.  ir. 
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Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blasts!     Ghost.  Mark  me. 

from  hell,  )     Ham.  I  veiU. 

Be  thy  intents  wicked,  or  charitable,  Ghost.  My  hour  is  almost  come. 

Thou  com'st  in  such  a  questionable*  shape,      'When  I  to  sulphurous  and  tormenting  flames 
That  I  will  speak  to  thee  ;  I'll  call  thee  Ham'^i'^t  render  up  myself. 
King,  father,  royal  Dane :  O,  answer  me :  [let,      fjam.  Alas,  poor  ghost ! 
Let  me  not  burst  in  ignorance  !  but  tell,  ' 

Why  thy  canoniz'd  bones,  hearsed  in  death, 
Have  burst  their  cerements'  why  the    sepul 


Wherein  we  saw  thee  quietly  in-urn'd,   [chr- 
Hath  op'd  his  ponderous  and  marble  jaws, 
To  cast  thee  up  again  !     What  may  this  pean, 
That  thou,  deadcotse,  again,  in  complete  steel, 
Revisit'st  thus  the  glimpses  of  the  morn. 
Making  night  hideous ;  and  we  foolsof  nature, 
So  horridly  to  shake  our  dispositid,! 
With  thoughts  beyond  the  reache?  of  our  souls  ? 
Say,  why  is  this  ?  wherefore  ?  what  should  we 
do.? 
Hor.  It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it  ? 
As  if  it  some  impartment  did  desire 
To  you  alone. 

Mar.  Look,  with  what  couf«°ous  action 
It  waves  you  to  a  more  removedt  giound  : 
But  do  not  go  with  it. 
Hor.  No,  by  no  means. 
Ham.  It  will  not  speak;  then  I  will  follow  it. 
Hor.  Do  not,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Why,  what  should  be  the  fear? 
I  do  not  set  my  life  at  a  pin's  fee  ;§ 
And,  for  my  soul,  what  can  it  do  to  that, 
Being  a  thing  immortal  as  itself? 
It  waves  me  forth  again  ; — I'll  follow  it. 

Hor.  What,  if  it  tempt  you  toward  the  flood, 
my  lord. 
Or  to  the  dreadful  summit  of  the  cliff. 
That  beetles||  o'er  his  base  into  the  sea  ? 
And  there  assume  some  other  horribk  form, 
Which  might  deprive  your  sovereignty  of  rea- 
son, 
And  draw  you  into  madness  ?  think  of  it : 
The  very  place  puts  toys*JI  of  desperation, 
Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain 
That  looks  so  many  fathoms  to  the  sea, 
And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham.  It  waves  me  still : — 
Go  on,  ril  follow  thee. 
Mar.  You  shall  not  go,  my  lord- 
Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 
Hor.  Be  rul'd,  you  shall  not  go. 
Ham.  My  fate  cries  out, 
And  makes  each  petty  artery  in  this  body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  lion's  nerve. — 

[Ghost  beckons. 

Still  am  I  call'd  ; — unhand  me  gentlemen  ; — 

[Breaking from  'h em- 

By  heaven,  I'll  make  a  ghost  of  him  that  lets** 

I  say,  away  : — Go  on,  I'll  follow  thee-  i^me: — 

[Exeunt  Ghost  and  Hami.et. 

Hor.  He  waxes  desperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let's  follow ;  'tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey 

bim. 
Hot.  Have  after : — To  what  issue   will  this 

come  ? 
JVfar.  Something  is  rotten   in  the  state  of 

Denmark. 
Hot.  Heaven  will  direct  it. 
Mar.  Nay,  let's  follow  him.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V. — A  more  remote  part  of  the  Plat- 
form. 

Re-enter  Ghost  and  Hamlet. 

Ham,  Whither  wilt  thou  lead  me?  Speak; 
I'll  go  no  further. 


*  Conversable. 
1!  Hwr;. 


t  Frame. 
U  Whiins. 


X  Remote.     §  Value. 
**  Hinders. 


Ghost.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  serious 
o  what  I  shall  unfold.  [hearing 

Ham.  Speak,  1  am  bound  to  hear. 
Ghost.  So  art  thou  to  revenge,  when  thou 

shalt  hear. 
Ham.  What? 

Ghost.  I  am  thy  father's  spirit ; 
Doom'd  for  a  certain  term  to  walk  the  night ; 
And,  for  the  day,  confin'd  to  fast  in  fires. 
Till  the  foul  crimes,  done  in  my  days  of  nature, 
Are  burn'd  and  purg'd  away.     But  that  I  am 
To  tell  the  secrets  of  my  prison-house,  [forbid 
I  could  a  tale  imfold,  whose  lightest  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  soul ;  freeze   thy  young 
blood  •  [spheres ; 

Make  thy  two  eyes,  like  stars,  start  from  their 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  part, 
Like  quillsiipon  the  fretful  porcupine  : 
But  this  eternal  blazon*  must  not  be 
To  ears  a  flesh  and  blood  : — List,  list,  0  list  !— 

If  thou  ddst  ever  thy  dear  father  love, 

Hum,  O  heaven  ! 

Ghos-  Revenge  his  foul  and  most  unnatural 

nurder, 
Han-  Murder  ? 

Ghist    Murder  most  foul,  as  in  the  best  it  is ; 
But  (his  most  foul,  strange  and  unnatural. 
Ham.  Haste  me   to  kno%v  it ;  that  I,  with 
wings  as  swift 
As  meditation,  or  the  thoughts  of  love, 
Vlay  sweep  to  ray  revenge. 

Ghost.  I  find  tliee  apt ; 
And  duller  should'st  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 
That  rots  itself  in  ease  on  Lethe  wharf,    [hear : 
Wouldst  thou  not  stir  in  this.     Now,   Hamlet, 
'Tis  given  out,  that  sleeping  in  mine  orchard,! 
A  serpent  stung  me ;  so  the  whole  ear  of  Den- 
Is  by  a  forged  process  of  my  death  [mark 
Rankly  abus'd  :  but  know,  thou  noble  youth, 
The  serpent  that  did  sting  thy  father's  life, 
AoAV  wears  his  crown. 

Ham.  O,  my  prophetic  soul !  my  uncle  ! 
Ghist.  Ay,  that  incestuous,  that  adulterate 
beast. 

With  witchcraft  of  his  wit,  with  traitorous  gifts, 
(O  vvicked  wit,  and  gifts,  that  have  the  power 
So  to  seduce  !)  w  on  to  his  shameful  lust 
The  will  of  my  most  seeming  virtuous  queen  ■. 
O,  Hamlet,  what  a  falling  oft' was  there  ! 
From  me,  whose  love  was  of  that  dignity, 
That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 
I  made  to  her  in  marriage;  and  to  decline 
Upon  a  wretch,  whose  natural  gifts  were  poor 
To  those  of  mine ! 

But  virtue,  as  it  neverwillbemov'd, 
Though  lewdness  court  it  in  ashapeof  heaven ; 
So  lust,  through  to  a  radiant  angel  link'd. 
Will  satet  itself  in  a  celestial  bed. 
And  prey  on  garbage. 

But,  soft !  methinks,  I  scent  the  morning  air; 
Brief  let  me  be : — Sleeping  within  mine  or- 
My  custom  always  of  the  afternoon,      [chard. 
Upon  my  secure  hour  thy  uncle  stole. 
With  juice  of  cursed  hebenon§  in  a  vial, 
And  in  the  porches  of  mine  ears  did  pour 
The  leperous  distilment :  whose  effect 
Holds  such  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man, 
That,  swift  as  quicksilver,  it  courses  through 
The  natural  gates  and  alleys  of  the  body  ; 

•  Display.      \  Garaeo.      t  Satiate.      5  Henbane. 


Seme  r.] 


HAMLET,  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK. 


437 


And,  with  a  sudJen  vigour,  it  doth  posset 
Andcuid,  like  eager  droppings  into  niillc. 
The  thin   and  wholesome    blood:    so  did  it 


And  a  most  instant  tetter"*  bark'd  about, 
Most  lazart-like,  with  vile  and  loathsome  crust, 
All  my  smooth  body. 
Thus  was  I,  sleeping,  by  a  brother's  hand, 
Of  life,  of  crown,   of    queen,  at  once    des- 

patch'd  :| 
Cut  off  even  in  the  blossoms  of  mys'n, 
Unhousel'd.^  disappointed, ||  unaneld  ;1I 
No  reckoning  made,  but  sent  to  wf  account, 
Wit-h  all  my  imperfections  on  m'  head  : 
O.  horrible  !  O,  horrible  !  most  lonible  ! 
If  thou  hast  nature  in  thee,  be^rit  not ; 
Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Den-iark  be 
A  couch  for  luxury  and  dam^'d  incest. 
But,  howsoever  thou  pursi'St  this  act, 
Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  Iff  thy  soul  contrive 
Against  thy  mother  augh: ;  leave  her  to  heaven, 
And  to  those  thorns  tha'in  her  bosom  lodge, 
To  prick   and  sting  ler.    Fare  thee   well  at 

once  ! 
The  ^liDw-worm  sho*vs  the  matin  to  be  near, 
An(''gin.sto  pale  hS  uneftectual  fire : 
Aden,  adi'£u,  adirti  ■  remember  me.         lExit. 
Ham.  O  all  yf  host  of   heaven !    O  earth 
What  ^.l-e  ? 
And  shall  I  cot^ple  hell  ?— 0  fie !— Hold,  hold, 

my  heart , 
And  you,  nay  sinevys,  grow  not  instant  old, 
But  bear  me  stiffly  up  1 — Remember  thee  ? 
Ay,  thou  poor  ghost,  while  memory  holds  a 

seat 
In  this  distracted  globe.**    Rememberthee .' 
Yea,  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
I'll  wipe  away  all  trivial  fond  records,      [past) 
AUsavvstt  of  books,  all  forms,   all   pressures 
That  youth  and  observation  copied  there  ; 
And  thy  commandment  all  alone  shall  live 
Within  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 
Unmix'd  with  baser  matter ;  yes,  by  heaven. 
O  most  pernicious  woman  ! 

0  villain,  villain,  smiling,  damned  villain  ! 
My  tables,t1: — meet  it  is,  I  set  it  down. 
That  one  may  smile,  and  smile,  and  be  a  villain. 
At  least,  I  am  sure,  It  may  be  so  in  Denmark: 

[  Writing. 
So,  uncle,  there  you  are.     Now  to  my  word ; 
It  is,  Adieu,  Adieu  '■  remember  me- 

1  have  sworn't. 

Hor.  \^Within.'\  My  lord,  my  lord, 

Mar.  IWithin.]  Lord  Hamlet, 

Hor.   Within.]  Heaven  secure  him ! 
Ham.  So  be  it ' 

Mar.  [Within.']  Illo,  ho,  ho,  my  lord! 
Ham.  Hillo,  ho,ho,  boy !  come,  bird,  cod 

Enter  Horatio  and  Makcellu.s. 
Mar.  How  is't,  my  noble  lord  ? 
Hor.  What  news,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  O  wonderful! 
Hor.  Good  my  lord,  tell  it. 
Ham.  No ; 
You  will  reveal  it. 

Hor.  Not  I,  my  lord,  by  heaven, 
^far.  Nor  I,  my  lord 


Ham.  How  say  you  then;  would  heart  of' But  come  ; 


Ham.  There's  ne'er  a  villain,  dwellhig  in  all 
Denmark, 
But  he's  an  arrant  knave. 

Hor.  There  needs  no  ghost,  my  lord,  come 
from  the  grave. 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why  right ;  you  are  in  the  right ; 
And  so,  without  more  circumstance  at  all, 
I  hold  it  fit,  that  we  shake  hands,  and  pai-t : 
You,  as  your  business,  and  desire,  shall  point 

you  ; — 
For  every  man  hath  business,  and  desire, 
Such  as  it  is, — and,  for  my  own  poor  part, 
Look  you,  I  will  go  pray. 
Hor.  These  are  but  wild  and  whirling  words 

my  lord. 
Ham.  I  am  sorry  they  offend  you,  heartily  ; 
'Faith,  heartily.  [yes, 

Hor.  There's  no  offence,  my  lord. 
Ham.  Yes,  by  Saint  Patrick,  but  there  is, 
Horatio,  [here,-— 

And  much  offence  too.     Touching  this  vision 
It  is  an  honest  ghost,  that  let  me  tell  you  ; 
For  your  desire  to  know  what  is  between  us, 
O'er-master  it  as  you  may.     And  now,  good 

friends. 
As  you  are  friends,  scholars,  and  soldiers, 
Give  me  one  poor  request. 

Hor.  What  is't,  my  lord  ? 
We  will. 
Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have 

seen  to  night. 
Hor.  Mar.  My  lord,  we  will  not. 
Havi.  Nay,  but  swear't. 
Hor.  In  faith. 
My  lord,  not  I. 
Mar.  Nor  I,  my  lord,  in  faith. 
Ham.  t^on  my  sword. 
Mar.  We  have  sworn,  my  lord,  already. 
Ham.  Indeed,  upon  my  sword,  indeed. 
Ghost.  iBeneath.]  Swear. 
Ham.  Ha,  ha,  boy  !  say'st  thou  so  ?  art  thou 
tiere,  true-penny  ?  [age, — 

Come  *n, — you  hear  this  fellow  in  the  cellar- 
Con  seit  to  swear, 

Ho'.  Propose  the  oath,  my  lord, 
Hon.  Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have 
Sw*arby  mysword.  [seen, 

Shost.  [^Beneath.]  Swear. 
Ham.  Hie  et  ubique  ?*'  then  we'll  shift  our 
ground  : — 
uome  hither  gentlemen. 
And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  sword  : 
Swear  by  my  sword. 

Never  to  speak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 
Ghost.    [^Beneath.]  Swear  by  his  sword. 
Ham.  Well  said,  old  mole  !   canst  work  i'tlie 
earth  so  fast  ? 
A  worthy  pioneer! — Once  more  remove,  good 
friends. 
Hor.  O  day  and  night,  but  this  is  wondrous 

strange ! 
Ham-  And  therefore   as  a  stranger  give   it 
welcome. 
There  are  more  things  in  heaven   and  earth 

Horatio, 
Than  are  dreamt  of  in  your  philosophy. 


man  once  think  it  ?- 

But  you'll  be  .secret, 

Hor.  Mar.  Ay,  by  heaven,  my  lord. 

'  Scab,  scurf.  f  Leprous.  f  Bereft. 

§  Without  having  received  the  sacrament. 
II  Uuappoiiitcd,  uiiprepwed. 

^  Without  extrcmi:  unction.  **IIead, 

tt  Saying;,  sentences.  ft  IMriiiorandura  Book. 


Here,  as  before,  never,  so  help  you  mercy  ' 
How  strange  or  odd  soe'er  I  bear  myself, 
As  I,  perchance,  hereafter  shall  think  meet 
To  put  an  antic  disposition  on, — 
That  you,  at  such  times  seeing  me,  never  shall, 
With' arms  encumber'd   thus,    or    this  head* 
shake, 

*  Here  and  every  where . 
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Or  by  pronouncing  of  some  doubtful  phrase, 
As,  Well,  well,  we  know; — or,  We  could,  an  if 
we  would; — or,  If  ice  list  to  speak; — or,  There 
be,  an  if  they  viighf;  — 
Or  such  ambiguous  giving  out,  to  note 
That  you  know  aught  of  me : — This  do  you 
swear,  [you ! 

So  grace  and  mercy  at  your  most  need  help 
Ghost.  [Bmcath.]     Swear. 
Ilam-  Rest,  rest,  perturbed  spirit!  So,  gen- 
tlemen, 
\Vith  all  my  love  I  do  commend  me  to  you : 
And  what  so  poor  a  man  as  Hamlet  is 
May  do,  to  express  his  love  and  friending  to 
you,  [ther ; 

God  willing,  shall  not  lack.     Let  us  go  in  toge- 
And  still  your  fingers  on  your  lips,  1  pray- 
The  time  is  out  of  joint ; — O  cursed  spite ! 
That  ever  I  was  born  to  set  it  right .' 
]Nay,  come,  let's  go  together.  [^Exemit 

ACT  n. 

SCENE  I. — A  Room  ki  Polonius'  House. 
Enter  Polonius  and  Reynaldo. 


Pol.  <5ive  him  this  money,  and  these  notea 

Reynaldo. 
Rcy.  1  will,  my  lord. 

Fol.  You  shall  do  marvellous  wisely,  good 
Reynaldo, 
Before  you  visit  him  to  make  inquiry 
Of  his  behaviour. 
Rey.  My  lord,  I  did  intend  it. 
Pol.  Marry,  well  said :  very  weB  said.  Look 
you,  Sir, 
Inquire  me  first  what  Danskers*  are  in  Paris; 
And  how,  and  who,  what  means,  and  where 

they  keep. 
What  company,  at  what  expense  ;  and  finding, 
By  this  encompassmentand  drift  of  question, 
That  they  do  know  my  son,  come  you  more 

nearer   ' 
Than  your  particular  demands  %vill  touch  it: 
Take  you,  as  'twere,  some  distant  knowledge 

of  him; 
As  thus, —  I  know  his  father,  andhisfrienc^s, 
Aiid,  ^?^  part,  him; — Do  you  think  this,  iHey- 
naldo? 
Jley.  Ay,  very  well,  my  lord. 
Pol.  And,  in  part,  him; — but,  you  may  say, 
not  well  ■ 
But,  if't  be  he  I  mean,  Ac's  very  wild; 
Mdictcd  so  and  so  ; — and  there  put  on  him 
"What  forgeries  you  please ;   marry,  none   so 

rank 
As  may  dishonour  him ;  take  heed  of  that ; 
But,  Sir,  such  wanton,  wild,  and  usual  slips, 
As  are  companions  noted  and  most  known 
To  youth  and  liberty. 
Rey.  As  gaming,  my  lord. 
Pol.  Ay,  or    drinking,  fencing,  swearing, 
quarrelling, 
Drabbing: — You  may  go  so  far. 

Rcy.  My  lord,  that  would  dishonour  him. 
Fol.  'Faith,  no  ;  as  you  may  season  it  in  the 
charge. 
You  must  not  put  another  scandal  on  him, 
That  he  is  open  to  incontinency ; 
That's  not  my  meaning:  but  breathe  his  faults 

so  quaintly, 
That  they  may  seem  the  taints  of  liberty: 
The  flash  and  out-break  of  a  fiery  mind ;  ^ 
A  savagenesst  in  unreclaimed  blood, 
Of  general  assault. 


Rey   But,  my  good  lo.vd,— — 

Pol.  Wherefore  shouhiyoudo  this? 

Rey.  Ay,  my  lord, 

would  know  that. 

Pol.  Marry,  Sir,  here's  my  drift; 
.\nd,  I  believe,  it  is  a  fetch  of  warrant : 
You  laying  these  slight  sullies  on  my  soji,^ 
ki  'twere  a  thing  a  little  soil'd  i'the  working, 
Mark  you. 

Your  party  in  converse,  him  you  would  sound^, 
Having  ever  seen  in  the  prenominate*  crimes^ 
The  youth  you  breathe  of,  guilty,  be  assur'd , 
He  closes  with  you  in  this  coBsequence ; 
Good  Sir,  or  s«  ;  or  friend,  or  gentlemen,— 
According  to  Xhc  phrase,  or  the  addition, 
Of  man,  and  country. 

Rey.  Very  goodj  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  then.  Sir,  does  he  this,— He  does— 
What  wgis  I  about  io  say?— By  the  mass,  i 
was  about  to  say  something  : — Where  did 
Heave? 

Rey.  At,  closes  in  the  consequence. 
Pol.  At,  closes  in  the    conL^equence,— -4y, 
marry ; 
He  closes  with  you  thus:—/  knotv  thtS^ntle- 
■  [man; 


I  saw  him  yesterday,  or  Votht,r  day, 

Or  then,  or  then;  tvith  such,  or  sw^i  and,  as 

you  say, 
Therehe  was  gaming ;  there  o'ert-'^'^  ^"  "'*  rouse; 
There  falling  out  at  Tennis:  0f,jierchance, 
I  saw  him  enter  such  a  house  pf  sale, 
{Videlicet, \  a  brothel,)  or  soforth.-^ 
See  you  now ; 

Your  bait  of  falsehood  takes  this  carp  of  truth  '• 
And  thus  do  we  of  wisdom  and  of  reach, 
With  windlaces,  and  with  assays  of  bias, 
By  indirections  find  directions  out; 
So,  by  former  lecture  and  advice, 
Shall  you  my  son:  You  have  me,  have  you  not? 

Rey.  My  lord,  I  have. 

Pol.  God  be  wi'  you ;  fare  you  welL 

Rey.  Good  my  lord, 

Pol.  Observe  his  inclination  in  yourself. 

Rey.  1  shall,  my  lord. 

Pol.  And  let  him  play  his  music. 

.Rey.  Well,  my  lord.  iExit 


Enter  Ophelia. 

Pol.  Farewell ! — How  now,  Ophelia  ?  what's 
the  matter; 

Oph.  O,  my  lord,  my  lord,  I  have  been  so  af- 
frighted! 

Pol.  With  what,  in  the  name  of  heaven? 

Oph.  My  lord,  as  I  was  sewing  in  my  clo- 
set, 

Tiord  Hamlet,— Avith  his  doublet  all  unbrac'd  ; 
^o  hat  upon  his  head  ;  his  stockings  foul'd, 
Ungarter'd,  and  down-gyvedj  to  his  ankle; 
Pale  as  his  shirt;   his  knees  knocking  each 
And  with  a  look  so  pitious  in  purport,   [other; 
As  if  he  had  been  loosed  out  of  hell. 
To  speak  of  horrors, — he  comes  before  me. 

Po/.  Mad  for  thy  love  ? 

Oph.  My  lord,  I  do  not  know ; 
But,  truly,  I  do  fear  it. 

Pol.  What  said  he  ? 

Oph.  He  took  me  by  the  wrist,  and  held  me 
hard; 
Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm ; 
And,  with  his  other  hand  thus  o'er  his  brow, 
He  falls  to  such  perusal  of  my  face. 
As  he  would. draw  it.    Long  stay'd  he  so; 
At  last, —a  little  shaking  of  mine  arm, 


Pnnes. 


t  Wi  Illness. 


Already  aimed. 


t  That  is  to  say. 
■  down  like  fetter?, 
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And  thrice  his    head    thus   waving  up  and 

down, — 
He  rais'd  a  sigh  so  piteous  and  profound, ' 
As  it  did  seem  to  shatter  all  his  bulk," 
And  end  his  being:  That  done,  he  lets  me  go: 
And,  with  his  head  over  his  shoulder  turn'd, 
He  seera'd  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes ; 
For  out  o'doors  he  went  without  their  helps, 
And,  to  the  last,  bended  their  light  on  me. 

Pol.  Come,  go  with  me  ;  I  will  go  seek  the 
This  is  the  very  ecstasy  of  love  ;  [king. 

Whose  violent  property  foredoest  itself, 
And  leads  the  will  to  desperate   undertakings, 
As  oft  as  any  passion  under  heaven, 
That  does  afflict  our  natures.     I  am  sorry, 
What,  have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of 
late? 
Oph.  No,  my  good  lord;  but,  as  you  did 
command, 
I  did  repel  his  letters,  and  denied 
His  access  to  me.  * 

Pol.  That  hath  made  him  mad.  [ment, 

I  am  sorry,  that  with  better  heed  and  judge- 
I  had  not  quotedt  him;  I  fear"d,  he  did  but 
trifle,  [jealousy ' 

And  meant  to  wreck  thee;  but,  beshrevv  my 
It  seems,  it  is  as  proper  to  our  age 
To  cast  beyond  ourselves  in  our  opinions, 
As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  sort 
To  lack  discretion.     Come,  go  we  to  the  king : 
This  must  be  known ;  which,  being  kept  close, 

might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 
Come.  lExeunt. 


Guil.  But  we  both  obey ; 
And  here  give  up  ourselves,  in  the  full  bent,* 
I'o  lay  our  service  freely  at  your  feet. 
To  be  commanded. 

King.    Thanks,    Rosencrantz,    and    gentle 

Guildenstern. 
Q,ueen.   Thanks,  Guildenstern,  and  gentle 
Rosecrantz : 
And  I  beseech  you  instantly  to  visit 
My  too  much  changed  son. — Go  some  of  you, 
And  bring  these  gentlemen  where  Hamlet  is. 

Guil.  Heavens  make  our  presence,  and  our 
Pleasant  and  helpful  to  him  !  [practices. 

Queen.  Ay,  amen! 

lExeunt  Rosencrantz,  Guildenstern, 
and  some  Attendants. 


SCENE  II.— A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  King,  Queen,  RosENcnANXz,  Guilden 
stern,  and  Attendants. 
King.    Welcome    dear    Rosencrantz,   and 
Guildenstern ! 
Moreover  that  we  much  did  long  to  see  you. 
The  need,  we  have  to  use  you,  did  provoke 
Our  hasty  sending.  Something  have  you  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  transformation;  so  I  call  it. 
Since  not  the  exterior  nor  the  inward  man 
Resembles  that  it  was :  What  it  should  be, 
More  than  his  father's  death,  that  thus  hath 

put  him 
So  much  from  the  understanding  of  himself, 
I  cannot  dream  of:  I  entreat  you  both, 
That,— being  of  so  young  days  brought   up 
with  him ;  [humour,— 

And  since,  so  neighbour'd  to  his  youth  and 
That  you  vouchsafe  your  rest   here  in  our 

court 
Some  little  time :  so  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures ;  and  to  gather, 
3o  much  as  from  occasion  you  may  glean, 
Whether  aught,  to  us  unknown,  alHicts  him 
That,  open'd,  lies  within  our  remedy,      [thus, 
^ucen.  Good  gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talk'd 
of  you ; 
And,  sure  I  am,  two  men  there  are  not  living, 
To  whom  he  more  adheres.     If  it  will  please 

you 
To  show  us  so  much  gentry,^  and  good-will. 
As  to  expend  your  time  with  ns  a  while, 
For  the  supply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 
Your  visitation  shall  receive  such  tiianks 
As  fits  a  king's  remembrance. 

Ros.  Both  your  majesties 
Might,  by  the  sovereign  power  you  have  of  us. 
Put  your  dread  pleasures  more  into  command 
Than  to  entreaty. 

*  Body,    t  r>P?(rnys.    *  OliSTvofi.    ^  Complaisance. 


Enter  Polonius. 

Pol.  The  embassadors   from  Norway,  my 
good  lord. 
Are  joyfully  return'd. 
King.  Thou  still  hast  been  the  father  of  good 

news. 
Pol.  Have  1,  my  lord  1  Assure  you,  my  good 
I  hold  my  duty,  as  1  hold  my  soul,  [liege, 

Both  to  my  Qod,  and  to  my  gracious  king: 
And  I  do  think,  (or  else  this  brain  of  mine 
Hunts  not  the  trailt  of  policy  so  sure 
As  it  hath  us'd  to  do,)  that  I  have  found 
The  very  cause  of  Hamlet's  lunacy^. 
King.  O,  speak  of  that ;  that  I  do  long  to 

hear. 
Pol.  Give  first  admittance  to  the  embassa- 
dors ; 
My  n^ws  shall  be  the  fruitt  to  that  great  feast. 
King.  Thyself  do  grace  to  them,  and  bring 
them  in  [Exit  Polonius. 

He  tells  me,  mjr  dear  Gertrude,  he  hath  found 
The  head  and  source  of  all  your  son's  distem= 


per. 
Qit'cn.  I  doubt,  it  is  no  other  but  the  main ; 
His  father's  death,  and  our  o'erhasty  marriage. 

Re-enter  Polonius,  with  Voltimand  aud 

Cornelius. 
King.  Well,  we  shall  sift  him.— Welcome, 

my  good  friends !  [way  ? 

Say,  Voltimand,  what  from  our  brother  Nor- 
Volt.  Most  fair  return  of  greetings  and  de- 
Upon  our  first,  he  sent  out  to  suppress     [sires. 
His  nephew's  levies ;  which  to  him  appear'd 
To  be  a  preparation  'gainst  the  Polack;§ 
But,  better  look'd  into,  he  truly  found 
It   was    against    your    highness  :    Whereat 

griev'd, — 
That  so  his  sickness,  age,  and  impotence, 
Was  falsely  borne  in  hand, ||— sends  out  arrests 
On  Fontinbras;  which  he,  in  brief,  obeys ; 
Receives  rebuke  from  Norway ;  and,  in  fine, 
Makes  vow  before  his  uncle,  nevermore 
To  give  the  assay  of  arms  against  your  majesty. 
Whereon  old  Norway,  overcome  with  joy. 
Gives  him  three  thousand  crowns  in  annual  fee; 
And  his  commission  to  employ  those  soldiers, 
So  levied  as  before  against  the  Polack; 
With  an  entreaty,  herein  further  shown, 

[Gives  a  Paper. 
That  it  might  please  you  to  give  quiet  pass 
Through  your  dominions  for  this  enterprise  ; 
On  such  regards  of  safety,  and  allowance, 
As  therein  arc  set  down. 
King.  It  likes  us  well  ■. 
And,  at  our  more  consider'd  time,  we'll  read, 
Answer,  and  think  upon  this  business. 


Utmost  exertion. 
^  Poland. 


t  Scent.  t  Desert, 
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Meantime,  we  thank  you  for  your  well-took 

labour: 
Go  to  your  rest ;  at  night  we'll  feast  together ; 
Most  welcome  home  ! 


That  she  should  lock  herself  from  his  resort, 
Admit  no  messengers,  receive  no  tokens. 
Which  done,  she  took  the  fruits  of  my  advice  : 
And  he,  repulsed,  (a  short  tale  to  make,) 


[Exeunt  Voltimand  and  Cornelius.  Fell  into  a  sadness  ;  then  into  a  fast ; 
Pol.  This  business  is  well  ended.  Thence  to  a  watch:  thence  into  a  weakness  ; 

My  liege,  and  madam,  to  expostulate*  | Thence  to  a  lightness ;  and,  by  this  declension, 

What  majesty  should  be,  what  duty  is,  ]lnto  the  madness  wherein  now  he  raves. 

Why  day  is  day,  night  night,  and  time  is  time,    And  all  we  mourii  for. 
Were  nothing  but  to  waste  night,  day,  and      King.  Do  you  think, 'tis  this? 
time.  I     Queen.  It  may  be,  very  likely. 

Therefore, — since  brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit,     |     Pol.  Hath  there  been  such  a  time,  (I'd  fain 
And  tediousness  the  limbs  and  outward  flour- 1  know  that,) 


ishes, — 

I  will  be  brief:  Your  noble  son  is  mad  : 
Mad  call  I  it:  for,  to  define  true  madness, 
What  is't,  but  to  be  nothing  else  but  mad ; 
But  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter,  with  less  art. 

Pol.  Madam,  I  swear  I  use  no  art  at  all. 
That  he  is  mad,  'tis  true:  'tis  true,  'tis  pity; 
And  pity  'tis,  'tis  true  :  a  foolish  figure  ; 
But  farewell  it,  for  I  will  use  no  art. 
Mad  let  us  grant  him  then  :   and  now  remains, 
That  we  find  out  the  cause  of  this  effect ; 
Or,  rather  say,  the  cause  of  this  defect ; 
For  this  effect,  defective,  comes  by  cause : 
Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 
Perpend. 
I  have  a  daughter;  have,  while  she  is  mine ; 


That  I  have  positively  said,  '  Tis  so, 
W^hen  it  prov'd  otherwise  ? 

King.  Not  that  I  know. 

Pol.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwise : 
[Pointing  to  his  Head  and  Shoulder. 
If  circumstances  lead  me,  1  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King.  How  may  we  try  it  further? 

Pol.  You  know,  sometimes  he  walks  for 
hours  together, 
Here  in  the  lobby. 

Queen.  So  he  does,  indeed. 

Pol.  At  such  a  time  I'll  loose  my  daughter 
to  him  : 
Be  you  and  I  behind  an  arras*  then ; 
Mark  the  encounter:  if  he  love  her  not, 
And  be  not  from  his  reason  fallen  thereon. 


Who,  in  her  duty  and  obedience,  mark, 

Hath  given  me  this:  Now  gather  and  surmise.  Let  me  be  no  assistant  for  a  state, 

= — To  the  celestial,  and  my  souVs  idol,  the  most'But  keep  a  farm,  and  carters 

beautified  Ophelia, 

That's  an  ill  phrase,  a  vile  phrase  ;  beautified  is 

a  \ile  phrase ;  but  you  shall  hear. — Thus  : 

Jn  her  excellent  white  bosom  these,  fcc. 

Queen.  Came  this  from  Hamlet  to  her  ? 

Pol.  Good  madam,  stay  awhile ;  I  will  be 
faithful.— 


Doubt  thou,  the  stars  are  fire ;  [Reads. 

Doubt,  that  the  sun  doth  move  : 
Doubt  truth  to  be  a  liar ; 

But  never  doubt  Hove. 


O  dear  Ophelia,  I  am  ill  at  these  numbers;  I 
have  not  art  to  reckon  my  groans ;  but  that  I  love 
thee  best,  O  most  best,  believe  it.     Adieu. 

Thine  evermore,  most  dear  lady,  whilst 
this  machine  is  to  him,  Hamlet. 

This,  in  obedience,  hath  my  daughter  shown 
And  more  above,  hath  his  solicitings,  [me  : 
As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place, 
All  given  to  mine  ear. 

King.  But  how  hath  she 
Receiv'd  his  love  ? 
Pol.  What  do  you  think  of  me  ? 
King.  As  of  a  man  faithful  and  honourable. 
Pol.  1  would  fain  prove  so.    But  what  might 
you  think, 
When  I  had  seen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 
(As  I  perceiv'd  it,  I  must  tell  you  that,      [you. 
Before   my   daughter  told    me,)   what  raigiit 
Or  my  dear  majesty  your  queen  here,  think. 
If  I  had  play'd'the  desk,  or  fable-book; 
Or    giving;  my  heart   a    working,    mute    and 

dumb  : 
Or  look'd  upon  this  love  with  idle  sight ; 
What  might  you  think  ?  no,  I  went  roundt  to 

work, 
And  my  young  mistress  thus  did  I  bespeak  ; 
Lord  Hamlet  is  aprince  out  of  thy  sphere  ; 
This  must  not  be  :  and  then  I  precepts  gave  her, 


*■  Disviis?. 


tRo'imlly.  witliont  ro^pire. 


King.  We  will  try  it. 

Enter  Hamlet,  reading. 

Queen    But,   look,  where  sadly  the  poor 
wretch  comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away,  I  do  beseech  you,  both  away; 
I'll  boardt  him  presently; — O,  giveme  leave. — 
\_Exeunt  King,  Queen,  and  Attendants- 
How  does  my  good  lord  Hamlet? 

Ham.  Well,  god-'a-mercy. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  well;  you  are  a  fiishmonger. 

Pol.  Not  I,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  1  would  you  were  so  honest  a 
man. 

Pol.  Honest,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir;  to  be  honest,  as  this  world 
goes,  is  to  be  one  man  picked  out  of  ten  thou- 
sand. 

Pol.  That's  very  true,  my  lord. 

Ham.  For  if  the  sun  breed  maggots  in  a  dead 

dog,  being  a  god,  kissing  carrion, Have  you 

a  daughter? 

Pol.  I  have,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Let  her  not  walk  i'the  sun  :  concep- 
tion! is  a  blessing  ;  but  as  your  daughter  may 
conceive, § — friend,  look  to't. 

Pol.  How  say  you  by  that?  [Aside.'i  Still 
harping  on  my  daughter  : — yet  he  knew  me  not 
at  first :  he  said,  I  was  a  fishmonger:  He  is  far 
gone,  far  gone  :  and,  truly  in  my  youth  I  suf- 
fered much  extremity  for  love  :  very  near  this. 
I'll  speak  to  him  again. — What  do  you  read, 
my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Words,  words,  words  ! 

Pol.  What  is  tlie  matter,  my  lord  ? 
Ham.  Between  who  ? 

Pol.  I  mean,  the  matter  that  you  read,  my 
lord. 

Ham.  Slanders,  Sir:  for  the  satirical  rogue 
says  here,  that  old  men  have  greybeards  ;  that 


*  Tapestry- 

i  Uiiflerstandinj 


f  Accost. 

^  Be  pregnant- 
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their  faces  are  wrinkled ;  their  eyes  purging 
thick  amber,  and  plum-tree  gum ;  and  that 
they  have  a  plentiful  lack  of  wit,  together  with 
most  weak  hams;  All  of  which,  Sir,  though  I 
most  powerfully  and  potently  believe,  yet  1 
hold  it  not  honesty  to  have  it  thus  set  down  ; 
for  yourself,  Sir,  shall  be  as  old  as  I  am,  if, 
like  a  crab,  you  could  go  backward. 

Pol.  Though  this  be  madness,  yet  there's 
method  in  if.  [Aside.]  Will  you  walk  out  of 
the  air,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Into  my  grave  .' 

Pol.  Indeed,  that  is  out  o'the  air.— How 
pregnant*  sometimes  his  replies  are !  a  happi- 
ness that  often  madness  hits  on,  which  reason 
and  sanityt  could  not  so  prosperously  be  de- 
livered of  I  will  leave  him,  and  suddenly 
contrive  the  meansof  meeting  between  him  and 
my  daughter. — My  honourable  lord,  I  will 
most  humbly  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot.  Sir,  take  from  me  any 
thing  that  I  will  more  willingly  part  withal ; 
except  my  life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life. 

Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  lord. 

Ham.  These  tedious  old  fools  ! 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Pol.  You  go  to  seek  the  lord  Hamlet ;  there 
he  is. 
Mos.  God  save  you,  Sir!  [To  Polonius. 

[_Exit  POLONIUS. 

Guil.  My  honour'd  lord! — 

Ros.  My  most  dear  Lord ! — 

Ham-  My  excellent  good  friends !  How  dost 
thou,  Guildenstern?  Ah,  Rosencrantz!  Good 
lads,  how  do  ye  both  ? 

Ros.  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Guil.  Happy,  in  that  we  are  not  overhappy  , 
On  fortune's  cap  we  are  not  the  very  button. 

Ham.  Nor  the  soles  of  her  shoe  ? 

Ros.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  waist,  or  in 
the  middle  of  her  favours  ? 

Guil.  'Faith,  her  privates  we. 

Ham.  In  the  secret  parts  of  fortune  ?  0,  most 
true ;  sheis  a  strumpet.     What  news  ? 

Ros.  None  my  lord ;  but  that  the  world  is 
grown  honest- 

Ham-  Then  is  doomsday  near:  But  your 
news  is  not  true.  Let  me  question  more  in 
particular:  "^hat  have  you,  my  good  friends, 
deserved  .he  hands  of  fortune,  that  she 
sends  you  U  prison  hither  ? 

Guil.  Prison,  my  lord  I 

Ham.  Denmark's  a  prison. 

Ros.  Then  is  the  world  one. 

Ham.  A  goodly  one;  in  which  there  are 
many  confines,  wards,  and  dungeons ;  Den- 
mark being  one  of  the  worst. 

Ros.  We  think  not  so,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  then  'tis  none  to  you;  for  there 
is  nothing  either  good  or  bad,  but  thinking 
makes  it  so :  to  me  it  is  a  prison.  * 

Ros.  Why,  then  your  ambition  makes  it 
one  ;  'tis  too  narrow  for  your  mind. 

Ham.  O  God  !  I  could  be  bounded  in  a  nut- 
shell, and  count  myself  a  king  of  infinite  space ; 
were  it  not  that  I  have  bad  dreams. 

Guil-  Which  dreams,  indeed,  are  ambition  ; 
for  the  very  substance  of  the  ambitious  is  mere 
ly  the  shadow  of  a  dream. 

Ham.  A  dream  itself  is  but  a  shadow. 

Ros.  Truly,  and  I  hold  ambition  of  so  airy 
and  light  a  quality,  that  it  is  but  a  shadow's 
shadow. 


Ham.  Then  are  our  beggars,  bodies  ;  and 
our  monarchs,  and  outstretch'd  heroes,  the 
beggars'  shadows  :  Shall  we  to  the  court  ?  for, 
by  my  fay,  I  cannot  reason. 

Ros.  Guil.  We'll  wait  upon  j'Ou. 

Ham.  No  such  matter  :  I  will  not  sort  you 
with  the  rest  of  my  servants  ;  for,  to  speak  to 
you  like  an  honest  man,  1  am  most  dreadfully 
attended.  But,  in  the  beaten  way  of  friend- 
ship, what  make  you  at  Elsinore? 

Ros  To  visit  you,  my  lord  ;  no  other  occasion. 

Ham.  Beggar  that  I  am,  I  am  even  poor  in 
thanks  ;  but  I  thank  you:  and  sure,  dear  friends, 
my  thanks  are  too  dear,  a  halfpenny.  Were 
you  not  sent  for  ?  Is  it  your  own  inclining  ?  Is 
it  a  free  visitation?  Come,  come;  deal  justly 
with  me  :  come,  come  ;  nay,  speak. 

Guil.  What  should  we  say,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Any  thing — but  to  the  purpose.  You 
were  sent  for;  and  there  is  a  kind  of  confes- 
sion in  your  looks,  which  your  modesties  have 
not  craft  enough  to  colour :  I  know,  the  good 
king  and  queen  have  sent  for  you. 

Ros.  To  what  end,  my  lord  .'' 

Ham.  That  you  must  teach  me.  But  let  me 
conjure  you  by  the  rights  of  our  fellowship, 
by  the  consonancyof  our  youth,  by  the  obliga- 
tion of  our  ever-presei'ved  love,  and  by  what 
more  dear  a  better  proposer  could  charge  you 
withal,  be  even  and  direct  with  me,  whether 
you  were  sent  for,  or  no  ? 

Ros.  Whatsayyou?         [To  Guildenstern. 

Ham.  Nay,  then  I  have  an  eye  of  you ; 
\ Aside.]  ~-'\i  you  love  me,  hold  not  off- 

Guil.  My  lord,  we  were  sent  for. 

Ham.  1  will  tell  you  why ;  so  shall  my  anti- 
cipation prevent  your  discovery,  and  your 
secrecy  to  the  king  and  queen  moult  no  feather. 
I  have  of  late,  (but,  wherefore,  I  know  not,) 
lost  all  my  mirth,  forgone  all  custom  of  exer- 
cises :  and,  indeed,  it  goes  so  heavily  with  my 
disposition,  that  this  goodly  frame,  the  earth, 
seems  to  me  a  steril  promontory ;  this  most 
excellent  canopy,  the  air,  look  you,  this  brave 
o'erhanging  firmament,  this  majestical  roof 
fretted  with  golden  fire,  why.  it  a]>pears  no 
other  thing  to  me,  than  a  foul  and  pestilent 
congregation  of  vapours.  What  a  piece  of 
work  is  man  !  How  noble  in  reason  !  how  in- 
finite in  faculties  !  in  form,  and  moving,  how 
express  and  admirable!  inaction,  how  like  an 
angel!  in  apprehension,  how  like  a  god  !  the 
beauty  of  the  world  !  the  paragon  of  animals ! 
And  yet,  to  me,  what  is  this  quintessence  of 
dust?  man  delights  not  me,  nor  woman  nei- 
ther;  though,  by  your  smiling,  you  seem  to  say  so. 

Ros.  My  lord,  there  is  no  suclt  stuff  in  my 
thoughts. 

Ham-  Why  did  you  laugh  then,  when  I  said, 
Man  delights  not  me  ? 

Ros.  To  think,  my  lord,  if  you  delight  not  in 
man,  what  lenten"  entertainment  the  players 
sliall  receive  from  you  :  we  cotedt  them  on  the 
way ;  and  hither  are  they  coining,  to  offer  you 

SBrVlCG  • 

Ham.  He  that  plays  the  king,  shall  be  wel- 
come ;  his  majesty  shall  have  tribute  of  mc : 
the  adventmors  knight  shall  use  his  foil,  and 
tr.rgn.t :  the  lover  shall  not  sigh  gra'is;  the  hu- 
morous man  shall  end  his  part  in  peace;  the 
down  shall  make  tbosekiugh,  whose  lungs  are 
tickled  o'the  sere ;  and  the  'ady  shall  <-ay  her 
mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verse  shall  halt  for't. 
— What  players  are  they  ? 


'  Beady,  apt. 


?  Soundness  of  minti. 


'gparf; 


t  Overtook. 
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Ros.  Even  those  you  were  wont  to  take  such 
delight  in,  the  tragedians  of  the  city. 

Ha7n-  How  chances  it,  they  travel  ?*  their 
residence,  both  in  reputation  and  profit,  was 
better  both  ways- 

Ros.  I  think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the 
means  of  the  late  innovation. 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  same  estimation  they 
did  when  I  was  in  the  city  7  Are  they  so  fol- 
lowed? 

Ros.  No,  indeed,  they  are  not. 

Ham.  How  comes  it?     Do  they  grow  rusty? 

Jios.  Nay,  their  endeavour  keeps  in  tne 
wonted  pace  :  But  there  is.  Sir,  an  aiery  of 
children,  little  eyases,t  that  cry  out  on  the  top 
of  question, t  and  are  most  tyrannically  clapped 
for't :  these  are  now  the  fashion  ;  and  so  be- 
rattle  the  common  stages,  (so  they  call  them,) 
that  many  wearing  rapiers,  are  afraid  of  goose 
quills,  and  dare  scarce  come  thither. 

Ham.  What,  are  they  children  ?  who  main- 
tains them  ?  how  are  they  escoted  ?§  Will  they 
pursue  the  quaUty||  no  longer  than  they  can 
sing  ?  will  they  not  say  afterwards,  if  they 
should  grow  themselves  to  common  players, 
(as  it  is  most  like,  if  their  means  are  no  better,) 
their  writers  do  them  wrong,  to  make  them  ex- 
claim against  their  own  succession  ? 

Ros.  'Faith,  there  has  been  much  to  do  on 
both  sides  ;  and  the  nation  holds  it  no  sin,  to 
tarrelT  them  on  to  controversy  :  there  was,  for 
"a  while,  no  money  bid  for  argument,  unless 
the  poet  and  the  player  went  to  cufls  in  the 
question. 

Ham.  Is  it  possible? 

Guil.  O,  there  has  been  much,  throwing 
about  of  brains. 

Ham.  Do  the  boys  carry  it  away  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  that  they  do,  my  lord ;  Hercules 
and  his  load  too."* 

Ham.  It  is  not  very  strange :  for  my  uncle 
is  king  of  Denmark,  and  those,  that  would 
make  mouths  at  him  while  my  father  lived, 
give  twenty,  forty,  fifty,  a  hundred  ducats 
a-piece,  for  his  picture  in  little. ft  'Sblood, 
there  is  something  in  this  more  than  natural, 
if  philosophy  could  find  it  out. 

\_Flourisk  of  Trumpets  within. 

Guil.  There  are  the  players. 

Ham.  Gentlemen,  you  are  welcome  to  Elsi- 
nore.  Your  hands.  Come  tlien  :  the  appur- 
tenance of  welcome  is  fashion  and  ceremony  : 
let  me  complytt  with  you  in  this  garb  ;  lest  my 
extent  to  the  players,  which,  I  tell  you,  must 
show  fairly  outward,  should  more  appear  like 
entertainment  than  yours.  You  are  welcome  : 
But  my  uncle-father,  and  aunt-mother,  are 
deceived. 

Guil.  In  what,  my  dear  lord  .•"  ... 

Ham.  I  am  but  mad  north-north-west :  when 
the  wind  is  southerly,  I  know  a  hawk  from  a 
hand-saw. 

Enter  Polonius, 

Pol.  Well  be  with  you,  gentlemen  f 

Ha7n.  Hark   you,  Guildenstern  ;— and  you 

too;  at  each  ear  a  hearer:  that  great  baby, 

you  see  there,  is  not  yet  out  of  his  swaddling- 

clouts. 

Ros.  Happily,  he's  the  second  time  come  to 

them ;  for,  they  say,  an  old  man  is  twice   a 

child. 


Become  strollers,    t  Young  nestlings.        i  Dialogue 

&  Paid.  II  Profession.  V  Provoke. 

**  /.  e.  The  Globe,  the  sign  of  Shakspeare's  Theatre- 
tt  DJiniavurt.  Jf  Couapliff^nt. 


Ham.  I  will  prophesy,  he  comes  to  tell  me 
of  the  players ;  mark  it. — You  say  right.  Sir: 
o'Monday  morning  ;  'twas  then,  indeed. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you. 

Ham.  My  lord,  I  have  news  to  tell  you ; 
When  Roscius  was  an  actor  in  Rome, 

Pal.  The  actors  are  come  hither,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Buz,  buz  ! 

Pol.  Upon  my  honour, 

Ham.   Thtn  came  each  actor  on  his  ass, 

Pol.  The  best  actors  in  the  world,  either  for 
tragedy,  comedy,  history,  pastoral,  pastoral- 
comical,  historical-pastoral,[tragical-historical, 
tragical-comical-historical-pastoral,]  scene  in. 
dividable,  or  poem  unlimited  :  Seneca  cannot 
be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautus  too  light.  For  the 
law  of  writ,"  and  the  liberty,  these  are  the  on- 
ly men. 

Ham.  0  Jepthah,  judge  of  Israel, — what  a 
treasure  hadst  thou  ! 

Pol.  What  a  treasure  had  he,  my  lord? 

Ham .  Why —  One  fair  daughter,  and  no  more  - 
The  which  he  lovedpassing  well. 

Pol.  Still  on  my  daughter.  [_Aside. 

Ham.  Am  I  not  i'the  riglit,  old  Jepthah  ? 

Pol.  If  you  call  me  Jepthah,  my  lord,  I 
have  a  daughter,  that  I  love  passing  well. 

Ha7n.  Nay,  that  follows  not. 

Pol.  What  follows  then,  my  lord? 

Ham.  Why,  As  by  lot,  God  wot,  and  then, 
you  know,  It  came  to  pass,  As  most  like  it  was, 

The  first  rowof  the  pious  chansont  will  show 
you  more  ;  for  look,  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  four  or  five  Players, 
You  are  welcome,  masters ;  welcome,  all : — ^I 
am  glad  to  see  thee  well : — welcome,  good 
friends. — O,  old  friend  !  Why,  thy  face  is  val- 
ancedt  since  I  saw  thee  last ;  Com'st  thou  to 
beard^  me  in  Denmark  ? — What !  my  young 
lady  and  mistress !  By-'r-lady,  your  ladyship 
is  nearer  to  heaven,  than  when]  saw  you  last, 
by  the  altitude  of  a  chopine.|)  Pray  God,  your 
voice,  like  a  piece  of  uncurrent  gold,  be  not 
cracked  within  the  ring. — Masters,  you  are  all 
welcome.  We'll  e'en  to't  like  French  falconers, 
fly  at  any  thing  we  see  :  We'll  have  a  speech 
straight :  Come,  give  us  a  taste  of  your  qual- 
ity ;^  come,  a  passionate  speech. 

1  Play.  What  speech,  my  lord  ? 

Hajn.  I  heard  thee  speak  me  a  speech  once, 
— but  it  was  never  acted ;  or,  if  it  was,  not 
above  once  :  for  the  play,  I  remember,  pleased 
not  the  million;  'twas  caviare**  to  the  gene- 
ral :tt  but  it  was  (as  I  received  it,  and  others, 
whose  judgements,  in  such  matters,  cried  in 
the  topll  of  mine,)  an  excellent  play;  well 
digested  in  the  scenes,  set  down  with  as  much 
modesty  as  cunning.  I  remember,  one  said, 
there  were  nosallads  in  the  lines,  to  make  the 
matter  savoury ;  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrase, 
that  might  inditeiJS  the  author  of  aftection  :|||| 
but  called  it,  an  honest  method,  as  wholesome 
as  sweet,  and  by  very  much  more  hbndsome 
than  fine.  One  speech  in  it  I  chiefly  loved  : 
'twas  ..fineas'  tale  to  Dido  ;  and  thereabout  of 
it  esj)ecially,  where  he  speaks  of  Priam's 
slaughter  :  If  it  live  in  your  memory,  begin  at 
this  line ;  let  me  see,  let  me  see ; — 

The  rugged  Pyrrhns,  like  the  Hyrcanian  beast, 
— 'tis  not  so ;  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus. 

The  rugged  Pyrrhus, — he,  whose  sable  arms, 

*  Writing-.        t  Christmas  carols.        t  Fringed. 
§  Defy.  II  Clog.  'JT  Profession. 

**  An  Italian  dish  made  of  the  roes  of  fishes. 

tt  Multitude.  tt  Above.  5§  Convict. 

I!  II  Afie(tatioa. 
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Black  as  his  purpose,  did  the  night  resemble 
When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horse, 
Hath  now    this  dread  and  black  ',complexion 

smear'd 
With  heraldry  more  dismal;  head  to  foot 
Now  is  he  total  gules  ;'*    horribly  trick'd\ 
With    blood    of  fathers,    mothers,    daughters, 

sons  ; 
Bafd  and  impasted  tnth  the  parching  streets, 
That  lend  a  iyrannons  and  a  dnimi^d  light 
To  their  lord's  murder  :  Roasted  in  wrath,  and 

fire,    ' 
And  thus  oversized  with  coagulate  gore. 
With  eyes  like  carbuncles,  the  hellish  Pyrrhus 
Old  grandsire  Priam  seeks  ; — So  proceed  j'ou. 

Pol.  'Fore  God,  my  lord,  well  spoken  ;  with 
good  accent,  and  good  discretion. 

1  Play.  Anon  he  find  him 
Striking    too    short   at    Greeks;    his    antique 

sword, 
Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  ivhere  it  falls, 
Repugnant  to  coynmand  :    Unequal  matched, 
Pyrrhus  at  Priam  drives;  inrage,  strikes  wide ; 
But  with  the  whiff  andivind  of  Ids  fell  sword 
The  unnerved  father  falls.    Then  senseless  Ilium, 
Seeming  to  feel  this  bloiv,  with  flaming  top 
Stoops  to  his  base  ;  and  tcith  a  hideous  crash 
Takes  prisoner    Pyrrhus'  ear :   for,  lo !    his 

sword. 
Which  was  declining  on  the  milky  head 
Of  reverend  Priam,  seemhliHhe  air  to  stick; 
So  as  a  painted  tyrant,  Pyrrhus  stood ; 
And,  like  a  neutral  to  his  will  and  matter, 
T)id  nothing. 

But,  as  tve  often  sec,  against  some  storm, 
A  silence  in  the  heavens,  the  rackt  stand  still. 
The  bold  winds  speechless,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hush  as  death  :  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region  :  So,  after  Pyrrhus'  pause, 
A  roused  vengeance  sets  him  new  a-work ; 
And  never  did  the  Cyclops''  hammers  fiU 
On  Mars'  armour,  f org' d  for  proof  eiernc^ 
With  less  remorse,  than  Pyrrhus'  bleeding  sword 
Now  falls  on  Priam. —  [gods. 

Out,  out,  tliou  strumpet.  Fortune!      All  you 
In  general  synod,  take  away  her  power  ; 
Break  all  the  spokes  and  f til ies  from  her  wheel, 
And  boivl  (he  roundnavcdown  the  hill  of  heaven, 
As  lotv  as  to  the  funds  ! 

Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  shall  to  the  barber's,  with  your 
board. — Pr'ythee,  say  on  : — He's  for  a  jig,  or 
a  tale  of  bawdry,  or  he  sleeps  : — say  on  :  come 
to  Hecuba. 

J.  Play.  But  who,  ah  woe  '■  had  seen  the  mo- 
bled^  queen 

Ham.   The  mobled  queen  .-' 

Pol.  That's  good  ;  mobled  queen  is  good. 

1  Play.  Rwi  barefoot  up  and  down,  threat' ning 
the  flames 
With  bisson^  rheum. ;  a  clout  upon  that  head. 
Where  late  the  diadem  stood  ;   and,  for  a  robe, 
About  her  lank  and  all  o'er-teemed  loins, 
A  blanket,  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up ; 
Who  this  had  seen,    with    tongue    in    venom 

stecp'd, 
^Gainst  Fortune's  state  would  treason  have  pro- 

noxtne'd  : 
But  if  the  gods  themselves  did  see  her  then, 
When  she  saw  Pyrrhus  make  malicious  sport 
In  mincingwith  his  sword  her  husband's  limbs  ; 
The  instant  burst  of  clamour  that  she  made, 
(Unless  thingsmortal  move  them  not  at  all,) 


iWould  have  made  milch*  the  burning  eye  of 
And  passion  in  the  gods.  {^heaven, 

Pol.  Look,  whether  he  has  not  turn'd  his 
colour,  and  his  tears  in's  eyes. — Pr'ythee,  no 
more. 

Ham.  'Tis  well ;  I'll  have  thee  speak  out  the 
rest  of  this  soon. — Good  my  lord,  will  you  see 
the  players  well  bestowed  1  Do  you  hear,  let 
them  be  well  used  :  for  they  are  the  abstract, 
and  brief  chronicles,  of  the  time:  After  your 
death  you  were  better  have  a  bad   epitaph, 


*  Red. 

t  Light  douds. 
II  Muffles . 
Vol  n. 


t  Blazoned* 
§  Eternal. 

If  Blind. 


than  their  ill  report  while  you  live. 

Pol.  My  lord,  I  will  use  them  according  to 
their  desert. 

Hutn.  Odd's  bodikin,  man,  much  better  : 
Use  every  man  after  his  desert,  and  who  shall 
scape  whipping  ?  Use  them  after  your  own 
honour  and  dignity:  The  less  they  deserve, 
the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty.  Take  them 
in. 

Pol.  Come,  Sirs. 
lExit  PoLONius,  with  some  of  the  Platek?. 

Ham.  Followhim, friends:  we'll  hear  a  play 

to-morrow Dost  thou  hear  me,  old  friend  ; 

can  you  play  the  murder  of  Gonzago  ? 

1  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  We'll  have  it  to-morrow  night.  You 
could,  for  a  need,  study  a  speech  of  some  do- 
zen or  sixteen  lines,  which  I  would  set  down, 
and  insert  in't?  could  you  not? 

1.  Play.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Very  well. — Follow  that  lord  ;  and 
look  you  mock  him  not.  [_Exit  Player.]  My 
good  friends,  [To  Res.  «7irf  Guil.]  I'll  leave 
you  till  night :  you  are  welcome  to  Elsinore. 

Ros.  Good  my  lord  ! 
\Eze-unt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstera'. 

Hain.  Ay,  so,  God  be  wi'  you  : — Noav  I  arn 
alone. 
O,  what  a  rogue  and  peasant  slave  am  I  ' 
Is  it  not  monstrous,  that  this  player  here, 
Rutin  a  fiction,  in  a  dream  of  passion, 
Could  force  his  soul  to  his  own  conceit. 
That,  from  her  working,  all  his  visage  wann'd  ; 
Tears  in  his  eyes,  distraction  in's  aspect,     [ing 
A  broken  voice,   and  his  whole  function  suit- 
With  forms  to  his  conceit?  And  all  for  nothing! 
For  Hecuba ! 

What's  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  Hecuba,   [do. 
That  he  should  weep  for  her  ?  What  would  he 
Had  he  the  motive  and  the  cue  for  passion, 
That  1  have  ?  He  would  drown  the  stage  with 

tears, 
And  cleave  the  general  ear  with  horridspeech; 
Make  mad  the  guilty,  and  appal  the  free, 
Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze,  indeed. 
The  very  faculties  of  eyes  and  ears. 
Yet  I, 

A  dull  and  muddy-mettled  rascal,  peak, 
Like  John  a-dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  cause. 
And  can  say  nothing  ;  no,  not  for  a  king. 
Upon  whose  property,  and  most  dear  life, 
A  damn'd  defeatt  was  made.  Am  I  a  coward? 
Who  calls  me  villain?  breaks  my  pate  across? 
Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face  ? 
Tweaks  me  by  the  nose  ?  gives  me  the  lie  i'the 

throat, 
As  deep  as  to  the  lungs  ?    Who  does  me  this  ? 
Ha! 

Why,  I  should  take  it  :  for  it  cannot  be. 
But  I  am  pigeon-liver'd,  and  lack  gall 
To  make  oppression  bitter :  or,-  ere  this, 
I  should  have  fatted  all  the  region  kites 
With'  this  slave's  offal :  Bloody,,-  ba^o^dy  vS- 
lain  ! 
♦  liiUtf.  t  PeilractJcB. 
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Remorseless,  treacherous,  lecherous,  kindless,* 

villain ! 
\Vhy,  what  an  ass  am  I  ?  This  is  moat  brave ; 
That  I,  the  son  of  a  dear  father  murder'd, 
Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  heaven  and  hell, 
Must,  like  a  whore,  unpack  my   heart  willi 
And  fall  a  cursing,  like  a  very  drab,     [words, 
A  scullion  ! 
Fie  upon't !  fob  !  About  my  brains  !  Humph  ! 

I  have  heard. 
That  guilty  creatures,  sitting  at  a  play, 
Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  scene 
Been  struck  so  to  the  soul,  that  presently 
They  have  proclaim'd  their  malefactions; 
For  murder,  though  it  have  no  tongue,  will 

speak  [players 

With  most  miraculous  organ.     I'll  have  these 
Play  somethings  like  the  murder  of  my  father, 
Before  mine  uncle:  I'll  observe  his  looks ; 
I'll  tent  him  to  the  quick  ;t  if  he  do  blench, t 
I  know  my  course.     The  spirit,  that  I  have 

seen. 
May  be  a  devil :  and  the  devil  hath  power 
To  assume  a  pleasing  shape ;   yea,  and,  per 

haps, 
Out  of  my  weakness,  and  my  melancholy, 
(As  he  is  very  potent  with  such  spirits,) 
Abuses  me  to  damn  me :  I'll  have  grounds 
More  relatire  than  this:  the  play's  the  thing, 
■iVhereia  I'll  catch  the  conscience  of  the  king. 

lExit. 


ACT  III. 

SCEJ^E  J— A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Kino,  Que£n,  Poi.onius,  Ophelia,  Ro 

SENCRANTZ,  and   GUILDENSTERN. 

Kaig'  And  can  you,  by  no  drift  of  confer 
ence 

Get  from  him,  why  he  puts  on  this  confusion ; 
Grating  so  harshly  all  his  days  of  quiet 
With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Ros.  He  does  confess,  he  feels  himself  dis 
tracted ;  [speak 

But  from   what  cause  he  will  by  no  means 
Guild.  Nor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be 
sounded ; 
But,  with  a  crafty  madness,  keeps  aloof, 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  some  confes- 
Of  his  true  state.  [sion 

Queen.  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 
Ros.  Most  like  a  gentleman. 
Guild.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  dispo- 
sition. 
Ros.  Niggard  of  question ;  but,  of  our  de- 
Most  free  in  his  reply.  [raands. 

Queen.  Did  you  assay  him 
To  any  pastime  ? 

Ros.   Madam,   it  so  fell  out,  that  certain 
playei-s  [him ; 

We  o'er-raught§  on  the  way :  of  these  we  told 
And  there  did  seem  in  him  a  kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it :  They  are  about  the  court ; 
And,  as  1  think,  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him, 

Pol-  'Tis  most  true  ;  [ties, 

And  he  beseech'd  me  to  intreat  your  majes 
To  hear  and  see  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart :  and  it  doth  much 
content  me 
yp  hear  him  so  inclin'd. 
^ood  gentlemen,  give  him  a  further  edge. 
And  drive  Uts  purpose  on  to  these  delights. 


Ros.  We  shall,  my  lord. 
'^Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Gcildenstejik'. 
King.  Sweet  Gertrude,  leave  us  too  : 
For  we  have  closely  sent  for  Hamlet  hither ; 
That  lie,  as  'twere  by  accident,  may  here 
ArtVont*  Ophelia : 

Her  father,  and  myself  (lawful  espials,!) 
Will  so  bestow  ourselves,  that,  seeing,  unseen, 
We  may  of  their  encounter  frauklyt  judge  ; 
And  gather  by  him,  as  he  is  behav'd, 
If't  be  the  affliction  of  his  love,  or  no. 
That  thus  he  suifers  for.  ' 

Queen.  I  shall  obey  you  : 
And,  for  your  part,  Ophelia,  I  do  wish, 
That  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  cause 
Of  Hamlet's  wUdness:    so  shall  I  hope,  your 

virtues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 
To  both  your  honours. 

Oph.  Madam,  I  wish  it  may.    lExit  Queen. 
Pol.  Ophelia,  walk  you  here ; — Gracious,  so 
please  you. 
We  will  bestow§  ourselves: — Read   on  this 
book;  [To  Ophelia. 

That  show  of  such  an  exercise  may  colour 
Your    loneliness. — We  are   oft  to   blame   in 
this,—  [visage, 

Tis  too  much  proved, |l — that,  with  devotion's 
And  pious  action,  we  do  sugar  o'er 
The  devil  himself 

King.  O,  'tis  too  true  !  how  smart 
A  lash  that  speech  doth  give  my  conscience  ! 
The  harlot's  cheek,  beautied  with  plastering 

art. 
Is  not  more  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 
Than  is  my  deed  to  my  most  painted  word : 
O  heavy  burden!  \^Aside. 

Pol.  I  hear  him  coming:  let's  withdraw,  my 
lord.  \_Exeu7it  King  and  Polo.nius, 


/ 


"  nn«a(ftral. 

f  &lt(in^  or  start. 


t  Search  his  wounds. 
5  OVertocA. 


Enter  Hamlet. 
Ham.  To  be,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  ques- 
tion : — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  suffer 
The  stings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune  ', 
Orlo  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles. 
And,  by  opposing,  end  them  ?-^To  die, — to 

sleep, — 
No  more  ; — and,  by  a  sleep,  to  say  we  end 
The    heart-ache,  and  the    thousand  natural 

shocks 
That  flesh  is  heir  to, — 'tis  a  consummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wish'd.     To  die  ; — to  sleep; — 
To  sleep!  perchance  to  dream;— ay,  there's 
the  rub :  [come, 

For  in  that  sleep  of  death  what  dreams  may 
AVhen  we  have  shuffled  off  this  mortal  coil,1] 
Must  give  us  pause :  There's  the  respect,"* 
That  makes  calamity  of  so  long  life  :       [time, 
For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  scorns  of 
The  oppressor's  wrong,   the  proud  man's  con- 

tumely,tt 
The  pangs  of  despis'd  love,  the  law's  delay, 
The  insolence  of  olfice,  and  the  spurns 
That  patient  merit  of  the  unworthy  takes, 
When  he  himself  might  his  quietustt  make 
With  a  bare  bodkin  1{{  who  would  fardels|j|| 

bear, 
To  grunt  and  sweat  under  a  weary  life ; 
But  that  the  dread  of  something  after  death. — 
Theundiscover'd  country  ,fromwhose  bournllll 
No  traveller  returns, — puzzles  the  will ! 

*  Meet.  t  Spies.  J  Freely. 

§  Place.  II  Toe  frequent-     If  Stir,  Lustle. 

*♦  Consideration.    If  Rudeness.         Jt  Acquittance. 

^5  The  ancient  term  for  a  small  dagger. 
[Ill  Packs,  burdens.  1^"  Boundary,  limits. 
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And  makes  us  rather  bear  those  ills  we  have, 
Tliaii  fly  to  others  that  we  know  not  of? 
Thus  conscience  does  make  cowards  of  us  all 
And  thus  the  native  hue  of  resolution 
Is  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale  cast  of  thought ; 
And  enterprises  of  great  pith  and  moment, 
With  this  regard,  their  currents  turn  awry, 
Atid  lose  the  name  of  action — Soft  you,  now 
The  fair  Ophelin  ; — Nymph,  in  thy  orisons* 
Be  all  ray  sins  remember'd. 

Oph.  Good  my  lord. 
How  does  your  honor."  for  this  many  a  day? 
Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you  ;  well,      [yours 
Oph      IMy   lord,  I   have   remembrance    of 
That  I  have  longed  long  to  re-deliver ; 
I  pray  you,  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No,  not  I ; 
I  never  gave  you  aught. 
Oph.  My  honour'd  lord, you  know  right  well 
you  did ; 
And,    with  them,  words  of  so  sweet   breatli 
corapos'd  [lost, 

As  made  the  things  more  rich  :  their  perfume 
Take  these  again  :  for  to  the  noble  mind. 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  un- 
There,  my  lord.  £kind. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha  !  are  you  honest  ? 
Oph.  My  lord? 
Ham.  Are  you  fair  ? 
Oph.  What  means  your  lordship  ? 
Ham.  That  if  you  be  honest,  and  fair,  you 
should  admit  no  discourse  to  your  beauty 

Oph.  Could  beauty,  my   lord,  have  better 
commerce  than  with  honesty  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  truly  ;  for  the  power  of  beauty 
will  sooner  transform  honesty  from  what  it 
to  a  bawd,  than  the  force  of  honesty  can  trans- 
late beauty  into  his  likeness;  this  was  some- 
time a  paradox,  but  now  the  time  gives  it 
proof.     I  did  love  you  once. 

Oph.  Indeed,  my  lord,  you  made  me  believe 
so. 

Ham.  You  should  not  have  believed  me; 
for  virtue  cannot   so  inoculate  our  old  stock, 
but  we  shall  relish  of  it ;  I  loved  you  not. 
Oph.  I  was  the  more  deceived. 
Ham.  Get  thee  to  a  nunnery  ;  Why  wouldst 
thou  be  a  breeder  of  sinners  .'  I  am  myself  in- 
different honest ;  but  yet  I  could  accuse  me  of 
such  things,  tliat  it  were  better,  my  mother  had 
not  borne  me  ;    I   am  very  proud,  revengeful, 
ambitious ;  with  more  offences  at  my  beck,t 
that!  1  have  thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imagina 
tion  to  give  them  shai>e,  or  time  to  act  them 
in:  What  should  suoli  fellows  as   1   do  crawl- 
ing between  earth  and  heaven!  We  are  arrant 
knaves,  all:  believe  nont?  of  ns :  Go  thy  ways 
to  a  nunnery.     Where's  your  father  ? 
Oph.  At  home,  my  lord. 
Hiriii.  Let  the  doors  be  shut  upon  him  :  that 
he  mnyj)liiy  tlie  fool  no  wliere  but  in  his  own 
house.     Farewell. 

Oph.  0,  help  him,  you  sweet  heavens! 
Ham.  If  thou  dost  marry,  I'll  give  thee  this 
plague  for  thy  dowry  ;  Be  thou  as  chaste  as 
ice,  as  pure  as  snow,  thou  shalt  not  escape  ca- 
lumny. Get  thee  to  a  nunnery;  farewell: 
Or, if  thou  wilt  needs  marry,  many  a  fool ; 
for  wise  men  know  well  enough,  what  mon- 
sters you  make  of  them.  To  a  nunnery,  go; 
and  quickly  too.     Fai'ewell. 

Oph.  Heavenly  powers,  restore  him  ! 
Ham.  I  have  heard  of  your  paintings  too, 
well  enough ;  God  hath  given  you  one  face, 
and  you  make  yourselves  another;  you  jig. 


'  Prayers, 
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you  amble,  and  you  lisp,  and  nick-name  God's 
creatures,  and  make  your  wantonness  your 
ignorance  :  (io  to  ;  I'll  no  more  oft ;  it  hath 
made  me  mad.  I  say,  we  will  have  no  more 
marriages  :  those  that  are  married  already,  all 
i)ut  one,  shall  live  ;  the  rest  shall  keep  as  they 
are.     To  a  nunnery,  go.  lExit  Hamlet. 

Oph.  O,  what  a  noble   mind  is  here  o'er- 

thrown  !  [sword : 

The  courtier's,  soldier's, scholar's  eye,  tongue, 
The  expectancy  and  rose  of  the  fair  state, 
The  glass  of  fashion,  and  the  mould*  of  form, 
The  observ'd  of  all  observers !   quite,  quite 

down ! 
And  I,  of  ladies  most  deject  and  wretched, 
That  suck'd  the  honey  of  his  music  vows, 
Now  see  that  noble  and  most  sovereign  reason, 
Like    sweet  bells   jangled,  out  of  tunc   and 

harsh ;  [youth, 

That  unmatch'd  form  and  feature  of  blown 
Blasted  with  ecstacy  ;t  O,  woe  is  me  ! 
To  have  seen  what  I  have  seen,  see  what  1 5&e ! 

Re-enter  Ki.vg  and  PotONius. 
King.  Love  !  his  affections  do  not  that  way 

tend;  [little, 

Nor  what  he  spake,  though  it  lack'd  form  a 
Was  not  like  madness.    There's  something  in 

his  soul. 
O'er  which  his  melancholy  sits  on  brood  ; 
And,  I  do  doubt,  the  hatch,  and  the  disclose, 
Will  be  some  danger:  Which  for  to  prevent, 
I  have  in  quick  determination. 
Thus  set  it  down ;  He  shall  with  speed  to 

England, 
For  the  demand  of  our  neglected  tribute: 
Haply,  the  seas,  and  coimtries  different, 
With  variable  objects,  shall  expel 
This  something-settled  matter  in  his  hearty 
Whereon  his  brains  still  beating,  puts  him  thus 
From  fashion  of  himself.     What  think  you 

on't? 
Pol.  It  shall  do  well :  But  yet  I  do  believe, 
The  origin  and  commencement  of  his  grief 
Sprung    from    neglected    love. — How    now, 

Ophelia  ? 
You  need  not  tell  us  what  lord  Hamlet  said ; 
We  heard  it  all. — My  lord,  do  as  you  please ; 
But,  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  play, 
Let  his  queen  mother  all  alone  entreat  him 
To  show  his  grief;  let  her  be  roundt  with  hirtlj 
And  I'll  be  plac'd,  so  please  you,  in  the  ear 
Of  all  their  conference;  If  she  find  him  not, 
To  England  send  him  ;  or  confine  him,  where 
Your  wisdom  best  shall  think. 

King.  It  shall  be  so  : 
Madness  in  great  ones  must  not  unwatch'dgo. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  n.—A  Hall  in  the  same. 
Enter  HAr.jr.r.x,  and  certain  Players. 
Ham.  Speak  the  speech,  I  pray  you,  as-I 


pronounced  it  to  you,  trippingly  on  the  tongue; 
but  if  you  mouth  it,  as  many  of  our  players  do, 
I  had  as  litf  the  town-crier  spoke  my  lines- 
Nor  do  not  saw  the  air  too  much  with  your 
hand,  thus ;  but  use  all  gently;  for  in  the  very 
torrent,  tempest,  and  (as  I  may  say)  whirlwind 
of  your  passion,  you  must  acquire  and  beget  a 
temperance,  that  may  give  it  smoothness.  O, 
it  offends  me  to  the  soul,  to  hear  a  robustious 
periwig-pated  fellow  tear  a  passion  to  tatters, 
to  very  rags,  to  split  the  ears  of  the  ground- 

*  The  model  by  whom  all  endeavoured  to  form  them* 
selves.  f  Alienation  ol'miml. 

t  Reprimand  him  witb  frecdom< 
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lings  ;*  who,  for  the  most  part,  are  capable  of  |  She  hath  seal'd  thee  for  herself;  for  thou  hast 
nothing    but    inexplicable    dumb  show,   and 
jioise  :  I  would  have  such  a  fellow  whipped  for 
o'er-doing  Termagant ;  it  out-herods  Herod  :t 
Pray  you,  avoid  it. 

1  Play.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Ham.  Be  not  too  tame  neitlier,  but  let  your 
own  discretion  be  your  tutor :  suit  the  action 
to  the  word,  the  word  to  the  action;  with 
this  special  observance,  that  you  o'erstep  not 
the  modesty  of  nature  :  for  any  thing  so  over- 
done is  from  the  purpose  of  playing,  whose 
end,  both  atthe  first,  and  now,  was,  and  is,  to 
hold,  as  'twere,  the  mirror  up  to  nature  ;  to 
show  virtue  her  own  feature,  scorn  her  own 
image,  and  the  very  age  and  body  of  the  time, 
his  form  and  pressuret  Now  this,  overdone, 
or  come  tardy  off,  though  it  make  the  unskill 
ful  laugh,  cannot  but  make  the  judicious 
grieve  :  the  censure  of  which  one,  must,  in 
your  allowance, $  o'erweighawhole  theatre  of 
others.  O,  there  be  players,  that  I  have  seen 
play, — and  heard  others  praise,  and  that  high- 
ly— not  to  speak  it  profanely,  that,  neither 
having  the  accent  of  Christians,  nor  the  gait  of 
Christian,  Pagan,  nor  man,  have  so  strutted, 
and  bellowed,  that  I  have  thought  some  of  na- 
ture's journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not 
made  them  well,  they  imitated  humanity  so 
abominably. 

1  Play.  I  hope,  we  have  reformed  that  in- 
differently with  us. 

Ham.  O,  reform  it  altogether.  And  let  those, 
that  play  your  clowns,  speak  no  more  than  is 
set  down  for  them  :  for  there  be  of  them,  that 
\\\\\  themselves  laugh,  to  set  on  some  quantity 
of  barren  spectators  to  laugh  too;  though,  in 
the  meantime,  some  necessary  questionll  of  the 
play  be  then  to  be  considered  ;  that's  villain- 
ous ;  and  shows  a  most  pitiful  ambition  in  the 
i  o  ol  that  uses  it.     Go,  make  you  ready. — 

[Exeunt  Players. 


Enter  Polonius,   Rosencrantz,  aiid  Guil- 

DENSTERN. 

How  now,  my  lord  ?  will  the  king  hear  this 
piece  of  work  ? 

Pol.  And  the  queen  too,  and  that  presently. 

Ham.  Bid  the  players  make  haste — 

[Exit  Polonius. 
Will  you  too  help  to  hasten  them  ? 

Both.  Ay,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Ham.  What,  ho  ;  Horatio .' 
Enter  Horatio. 

Hor.  Here,  sweet  lord,  at  your  service. 

Ham.  Horatio,  thou  art  e'en  as  just  a  man 
As  e'er  my  conversation  cop'd  withal. 

Hor.  O,  ray  dear  lord, 

Ham.  Nay,  do  not  think  I  flatter  : 
For  what  advancement  may  I  hope  from  thee, 
That  no  revenue  hast,  but  thy  good  spirits, 
Tofeed,  andclothe  thee .'  Why  should  the  poor 

be  flattered  ? 
No,  let  the  candied  tongue  lick  absurd  pomji : 
And  crook  the  pregnanllf  hinges  of  the  knee, 
Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning.     Dost  thou 

hear  1 
Since  my  dear  soul  was  mistress  of  her  choice, 
And  could  of  men  distinguish  her  election. 


*  The  meaner  people  then  seem  to  hnve  sat   in  the  pit. 

t  Herod's  character  was  always  violent. 

J  Impression,  resemblance.        §  Approbation. 

i!  GoaversatiOPj  discount      H  Quick,  ready. 


been 
As  one,  in  suffering  all,  that  suffers  nothing; 
A  man,  that  fortune's  buffets  and  rewards 
Hast  ta'en  with  equal  thanks  :  and  bless'd  are 
those,  [mingled. 

Whose  blood  and  judgement  are  so  well  co- 
That  they  are  not  a  pipe  for  fortune's  finger 
To  sound  what  stop  she  please:  Give   me  that 
man  [him 

That  is  not  fiassion's  slave,  and  I  will  wear 
In  my  heart's  core,  ay,  in  my  heart  of  heart, 
\s  I  do  thee. — Something  too  much  of  this. — 
There  is  a  play  to-night  before  the  king ; 
One  scene  of  it  comes  near  the  circumstance. 
Which  I  have  told  thee  of  my  father's  death- 
I  pr'ythee,  when  thouseest  that  act  afoot. 
Even  with  the  very  comment  of  thy  soul 
Observe  my  uncle  ;  if  his  occulted"  guilt 
Do  not  itself  unkennel  in  one  speech. 
It  is  a  damned  ghost  that  we  have  seen ; 
And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
As  'V^ulcan's  stithy. t    Give  him  heedful  note  : 
For  I  mine  eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face  ; 
And,  after,  we  will  both  our  judgements  join 
In  censure^;  of  his  seeming. 

Hor.  Well,  my  lord :  ['ng, 

If  he  steal  aught,  the  whilst  this  play  is  play- 
And  scape  detecting,  1  will  pay  the  theft. 

Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  play ;  I  must 
be  idle : 
Get  you  a  place. 
Danish    March. — A    Flourish. — Enter    King, 

Queen,  Polonius,  Ophelia,  Rosencrantz, 

Guildenstern,  and  others. 

King.  How  fares  our  cousin  Hamlet? 

Ham.  Excellent,  i'faith  ;  of  the  camelion's 
dish:  I  eat  the  air,  promise- crammed:  You 
cannot  feed  capons  so. 

King.  I  have  nothing  with  this  answer, 
Hamlet;  these  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No,  nor  mine  now.  My  lord, — you 
played  once  in  the  university,  you  say  ? 

[  To  Polonius. 

Pol.  That  did  I,  my  lord  :  and  was  account- 
ed a  good  actor. 

Ham.  And  what  did  you  enact  ? 

Pol.  I  did  enact  Julius  Ca'sar ;  I  was  killed 
i'the  Capitol ;  Brutus  killed  me. 

Ham.  It  was  a  brute  part  of  him,  to  kill  so 
capital  a  calf  there. — Be  the  players  ready  .' 

Ros.  Ay,  ray  lord,  theystay^  upon  your  pa- 
tience. 

Queen.  Come  hither,  my  dear  Hamlet,  sit  by 
me. 

Ham-  No,  good  mother,  here's  metal  more 
attractive. 

Pol.  O  ho  !  do  you  mark  that .'  [  To  the  King  . 

Ham.  Lady,  shall  I  lie  in  your  lap  ? 

[Lying  down  at  Ophelia's  Fee.f. 

Oph.  No,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  mean,  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think,  I  meant  country  mat- 
ters ? 

Oph.    I  think  nothing,  my  lord- 

Ham.  That's  a  fair  thought  to  lie  between 
maids'  legs. 

Oph.  What  is,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Nothing. 

Oph.  You  are  merry,  my  lord- 

Ham.  Who,  I  > 
Oph.  Ay,  my  lord. 


Secret.  t  Sbop,  stithy  is  a  smitb'sshon. 

J  Opinion.  §Wait. 
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Ham.  O!  your  only  jig-maker.  What  shouUl 
a  man  do,  but  be  merry  ?  for,  look  you,  hov 
cheerfully  my  mother  looks,  and  my  father 
died  witiiin  these  two  hours. 

Oph.  Nay,  'tis  twice  two  months,  my  lord. 

Ham.  So  long  ?  Nay,  then  let  the  devil  wear 
black,  for  I'll  have  a  suit  of  sables.*  O  hea- 
vens !  die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten 
yet  ?  Then  there's  hope,  a  great  man's  .memory 
may  outlive  his  life  half  a  year  :  But  by'r- 
lady,  he  must  build  churches  then  :  or  else 
shall  he  suffer  not  thinking  on,  with  the  hobby- 
horse ;  whose  epitaph  is,  For,  O,  for,  0,  the 
hobby-horst  is  forgot. 

Trumpets  sound.     The  dumb  Show  follows. 

Enter  a  King  and  a  Queen,  very  lovingly  ;  the 
Qiieen  embracing  him,  and  he  her.  She  kneels, 
and  makes  show  of  protestation  unto  him.  He 
takes  her  up,  and  declines  his  head  upon  her 
neck  :  lays  him  down  upon  a  bank  of  flowers 
she,  seeing  him  asleep,  leaves  him-  Anon  comes 
in  a  fellow,  takes  off  his  crown,  kisses  it,  and 
pourspoison  in  the  King*s  ears,  and  exit.  The 
Queen  returns;  finds  the  King  dead,  and 
makes  passionate  action.  The  poisoner,  with 
some  two  or  three  Mutes,  comes  in  again,  seem- 
ing to  lament  tvith  her.  The.  dead  body  is  car- 
ried away.  The  poisoner  wooes  the  Queenwith 
gifts ;  she  seems  loath  and  unwilling  awhile, 
but.  Ml  the  end,  accepts  his  love.        [Exeunt. 

Oph.  What  means  this,  my  lord  ? 

Ha7n.  Many,  this  is  raiching  mallecho  ;t  it 
means  mischief. 

Oph.  Belike,  this  show  imports  the  argument 
of  the  play. 

Enter  Prologue. 

Ham.  We  sliall  know  by  this  fellow :  the 
players  cannot  keep  counsel  ;  they'll  tell  all. 

Oph.  Will  he  tell  us  what  this  show  meant  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  or  any  show  that  you'll  show  him  : 
Be  not  you  ashamed  to  show,  he'll  not  shame 
to  tell  you  what  it  means. 

Oph.  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught ;  I'll 
mark  the  play. 

Pro.  For  us,  and  for  our  tragedy. 
Here  stooping  to  your  cltmtncy. 
We  beg  your  h<  aring patiently. 

Ham.  Is  this  a  prologue,  or  the  posy  of  a 
ring .' 

Oph.  'Tis  bricf,t  my  lord. 

Ham.  As  woman's  love. 

Enter  a  Kixg  and  a  Queen. 

P.   King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Phcebus' 

cart§  gone  round 
Neptune's    salt  wash,    an4     Tellus'H    orbed 

ground ; 
And  thirty  dozen  moons,withborrow'd  sheen, U 
About   the   world  have  times  twelve  thirties 

been;  [hands, 

Since  love  our  hearts,   and  Hymen    did  our 
Unite  commutual  in  most  sacred  bands. 

F.  Quctn.  So  many  journeys   may  the  sun 

and  moon 
Make  us  again  count  o'er,  ere  love  be  done  ! 
But,  woe  is  me,  you  are  so  sick  of  late, 
So  far  from  cheer,  and  from  your  former  state, 
That  I  distrust  you.     Yet,  though  I  distrust, 
Discomfort  you,  my  lord,  it  nothing  must : 
For  women  fear  too  much,  even  as  theylove ; 


*  The  richest  dress.  t  Secret  wickedness. 

*. Short.  §  Car,cliarloi.    '         ||  The  earth. 

T  Shining-,  lustre. 


\nd  women's  fear  and  love  hold  quantity  ; 
[n  neither  aught,  or  in  extremity.         [know  ; 
Now,  what  my  love  is,  proof  hath   made  yow 
And  as  my  love  is  siz'd,*  my  fear  is  so. 
Where  love  is  great,  the  littlest  doubts  are 
fear ;  [there. 

Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows 

P.  King.  'Faith,  I  must  leave  thee,  love,  and 
shortly  too;  [do: 

My  operantt  powers  their  functions  leave  to 
And  thou  shall  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour'd,  belov'd  ;  .'uid,  haply,  one  as  kind 
For  husband shalt  thou 

P.  Queen.  O,  confound  the  rest! 
Such  love  must  needs  be  treason  inmybreast : 
In  second  husband  let  me  be  accurst  ! 
None  wed  the  second,  but  who  kill'd  the  first. 

Hain.  That's  wormwood. 

P.  Queen    The  instances,!  that  second  mar 
riage  move. 
Are  base  respects  of  thrift,  but  none  of  love; 
A  second  time  I  kill  my  husband  dead, 
When  second  husband  kisses  me  in  bed. 

p.  King.  1  do  believe,  you  think  what  noAV 
you  speak ; 
But,  what  we  do  determine,  oft  we  break. 
Purpose  is  but  the  slave  to  memory  ; 
Of  violent  birth,  but  poor  validity  : 
Whichnow, likefruit  unripe, stickson  the  tree; 
But  fall,  unshaken,  when  they  mellow  be. 
Mostnecessary'tis,  that  we  forget 
To  pay  ourselves  what  to  oui'selves  is  debt : 
What  to  ourselves  in  passion  we  propose, 
The  passion  ending,  doth  the  purpose  lose. 
The  violence  of  either  grief  or  joy 
Their  own  enactures^  with  themselves  destroy  : 
Where  joy  most  revels,  grief  doth  most  lament; 
Grief  joys,  joy  grieves,  on  slender  accident. 
This  world  is  not  for  aye  -.Unor  'tis  not  strange, 
That  even  our  loves  should  with  our  fortunes 

change ; 
For  'tis  a  question  left  us  yet  to  prove. 
Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  else  fortune  love . 
The  great  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite 

flies ; 

The  poor  advanc'd  make  friends  of  enemies. 
-And  hitherto  doth  love  on  fortune  tend  ; 
For  who  not  needs,  sliall  never  lack  a  friend  ; 
And  who  in  want  a  hollow  friend  doth  try, 
Directly  seasons  him  his  enemy. 
But,  orderly  to  end  where  I  begun, — 
Our  wills,  our  fates,  do  so  contrary  run, 
That  our  devices  still  are  overthrown ;    [own  : 
Our  thoughts  are  ours,  their  ends  none  of  our 
So  think  tliou  wilt  no  second  husband  wed  ; 
But  die  thy  thoughts,   when  thy  first  lord  is 
dead. 

P.  Queen.  Nor  earth   to  give  me  food,  nor 
heaven  light ! 
Sport  and  repose  lock  from  me,  day  and  night! 
To  desperation  turn  my  trust  and  hope  ! 
An  anchor'sIF  cheer  in  prison  be  my  scope! 
Each  opposite,  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 
Meet  what  I  would  have  well,  and  it  destroy ! 
Both  here,  and  hence,  pursue  me  lasting  strife, 
If,  once  a  widow,  ever  I  be  wife  ! 

Ham.  If  she  should  break  it  now, 

ITo  Ophelu. 

P.King.  'Tis  deeply  sworn.       Sweet,  leave 
me  here  a  while  ; 
Myspirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  I  would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  sleep.  [^Sleeps. 

p.  Queen.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain  ; 
And  never  come  mischance  between  us  twain  f 

iExit. 

*  Magnitude,  proportion.       t  Active.       X  Motives. 
'^  Determinations .         ||  Ever.        ^  Anchorers. 
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Ham.  Madam,  how  like  you  this  play  ? 

Queen.  The  lady  dothprotesttoo  much,  me- 
thioks. 

Ham.  O,  but  she'll  keep  her  word. 

King.  Have  you  heard  the  argument?     Isi     For  if  the  king  like  not  the  comedy, 
there  no  offence  in't? 


Ham.  Upon  the  talk  of  the  poisoning,—— 
Hor.  I  did  very  well  note  him. 
Ham.  Ah,  ha! — Come,  some  music;  come 
the  recorders.* — 


Ham.  No,  no,  tliey  do  but  jest,  poison  in 
jest ;  no  offence  i'tlie  world. 

King.  What  do  you  call  the  play  ? 

Ham.  The  mouse-trap.*  Marry, how  ?  Tro 
pically.  This  play  is  the  image  of  a  murder 
done  in  Vienna:  Gonzago  is  the  duke's  name; 
his  wife,  Baptista ;  you  shall  see  anon ;  'tis  a 
knavish  piece  of  work:  But  what  of  that? 
your  majesty,  and  we  that  have  free  souls,  it 
touches  us  not :  Let  the  galled  jade  wince, t 
our  withers  are  unwrung.  — 

Enter  Luciancs. 
This  is  one  Lucianus,  nephew  to  the  king. 

Opfi.  You  are  as  good  as  a  chorus,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  could  interpret  between  you  and 
your  love,  if  1  could  see  the  puppets  dallying. 

Oph.  You  are  keen,  my  lord,  you  are  keen. 

Hatn.  It  would  cost  you  a  groaning,  to  take 
off  my  edge. 

Oph.  Still  better,  and  worse. 

Ham.  So  you  mistake  your  husbands. — Be- 
gin,   murderer  ; — leave  thy    damnable   faces, 

and  begin.     Come  ; 

The  croaking  raven 

Doth  bellow  for  revenge. 

Luc.  Thoughts  black,  hands  apt,  drugs  fit 
and  time  agreeing  ; 
Confederate  season,  else  no  creature  seeing ; 
Thou  mixture  rank,  of  midnight  weeds  col- 
lected, [fecfed. 
With  Hecate's  bant  thrice  blasted,  thrice  in 
Thy  natural  magic  and  dire  property, 
On  wholesome  life  usurp  immediately. 

[^Poiirs  the  Poison  into  the  Sleeper''s Ears 

Ham.  He  poisons  him  i'the  garden  for  his 
estate.  His  name's  Gonzago :  the  story  is  ex 
tant,  and  written  in  very  choice  Italian:  You 
shall  see  anon,  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love 
of  Goiizago's  wife. 

Oph.  The  king  rises. 

Ham.  What! "frighted with  false  fire! 

Queen.  How  lares  my  lord  .'' 

Pol.  Give  o'er  the  play. 

King.  Give  me  some  light : — away  ! 

Pol.  Lights,  lights,  lights  ! 

lExeunt  all  6iU  Hamlet  ajjd  Horatio. 

Ham.  Wliy,  let  the  strucken  deer  go  weep, 

The  hart  ungalled  play  : 

For  some  must  watch,  while  some  must  sleep; 

Thus  runs  the  world  away. — 
Would  not  this.  Sir,  and  a  forest  of  feathers,^ 
(if  the  rest  of  my  fortunes  turn  Turk||  with 
me,)  with  two  Provencial  roses  on  my  razedH 
shoes,  get  me  afellowship  in  a  cry*"  of  players. 
Sir  ? 

Hor.  Haifa  share. 

Ham.  A  whole  one,  I. 

For  thou  dost  know,  0  Damon,  dear, 
This  realm  dismantled  was 

Of  Jove  himself ;  and  now  reigns  here 
A  very,  very — peacock. 

Hor.  You  might  have  rhymed. 

Ham.  0  good  Horatio,  I'll  take  the  ghost's 
word  for  a  thousand  pound.     Did'st  perceive  ? 

Hor.  Very  well,  my  lord. 


* ;— the  ihing 

In  which  he'll  c;'tch  the  conscience  of  the  king, 
t  This  is  a  proverbial  saying.  J  Curse. 

f)  For  his  head.  ||Change  conditions. 

T  , "Slashed.  '^'' JPack,  company.' 


Why  then,  belike, — he  likes  it  not,  perdy.t— 
£7i<cr  RosENCRANTZ  and  Guildenstern. 

Come,  some  music. 

Guil-  Good  my  lord,  vouchsafe  me  a  word 
with  you. 

Jiam.  Sir,  a  whole  history. 

Guil.  The  king.  Sir, 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  what  of  him  ? 

GMi7.  Is,  in  his  retirement,  marvellously  dis- 
tempered. 

Ham.  With  drink,  Sir? 

Gail.  No,  my  lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wisdom  should  show  itself  more 
richer,  to  signify  this  to  the  doctor ;  for,  for  me 
to  put  him  to  his  purgation,  would,  perhaps, 
plunge  him  into  more  choler. 

Guil.  Good  my  lord,  put  your  discourse  into 
some  frame,  and  start  not  so  wildly  from  my 
affair. 

Ham.  T  am  tame.  Sir  : — pronounce. 

Gail.  The  queen,  your  mother,  in  most  great 
afHiction  of  spirit,  hath  sent  me  to  you. 

Ham   You  are  welcome. 

Guil.  Nay,  good  my  lord,  this  courtesy  is 
not  of  the  right  breed.  If  it  shall  please  you 
to  make  me  a  wholesome  answer,  I  will  do 
your  mother's  commandment ;  if  not,  your  par- 
don, and  my  return,  shall  be  the  end  of  my 
business. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  cannot. 

Guil.  What,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Make  you  a  wholesome  answer  ;  my 
wit  s  diseased  :  But,  Sir,  such  answer  as  I  can 
make,  you  shall  command  ;  or,  rather,  as  you 
say,  my  mother;  therefore  no  more,  but  to  the 
matter  :  My  mother,  you  say, 

Ros.  Then  tlius  she  says ;  your  behaviour 
hath  struck  her  into  amazement  and  admira- 
tion. 

Ham.  O  wonderful  son,  that  can  so  astonish 
a  mother! — But  is  there  no  sequel  at  the  heels 
of  this  i.iOther's  admiration?  impart. 

Ros.  She  desires  to  speak  with  you  in  her 
closet,  ere  you  go  to  bed. 

Ham.  We  shall  obey,  were  she  ten  times  our 
motlicr.  Have  you  any  further  trade!  with 
us? 

Ros.  My  lord,  you  once  did  love  me. 

Ham.  And  do  still,  by  these  pickers  and 
stealers. § 

Ros.  Good  my  lord,  what  is  your  cause  of 
distemper  ?  you  do,  surely,  but  bar  the  door 
upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs 
to  your  friend. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  lack  advancement. 

P,.os.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the 
voice  of  the  king  himself  for  your  succession  io 
Denmark  ? 

Ham.  Ay,  Sir,  but.  While  the  grass  grows, — 
the  proverb  is  something  musty. 

Enter  the  Flayers,  with  Recorders. 

O,  the  recorders  ; — let  me  see  one. — To  with- 
draw with  you  ; — Why  do  you  go  about  to  re- 
cover the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive 
me  into  a  toil  ? 

Guil.  O,  my  lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my 
love  is  too  unmannerly. 


*    A  kind  of  flute* 
i  Business. 


t  Par  Dieu. 
$  Handst 
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Ham.  I  do  not  well  understand  that      Will  To  keep  those  many  bodies  safe, 
you  play  upon  this  pipe  ?  That  live,  and  feed,  upon  your  majesty. 

Guil.  My  lord,  I  cannot.  Hos.  The  single  and  peculiar  life  is  bound 

Ham.  I  pray  you.  With  all  the  strength  and  armour  of  the  mind, 

Guil.  Believe  me,  I  cannot.  To  keep  itself  from 'noyance  :  but  much  more 

Ham.  I  do  beseech  you.  That  spirit,  u|)on  whose  weal  depend  and  rest 

Guil.  I  know  no  touch  of  it,  my  lord.  The  lives  of  many.     The  cease  of  majesty 

Ham.  'Tis  as  easy  as  lying;  govern  these  Dies  not  alone  ;  but  like  a  gulf,  doth  draw 
ventages,*  with  your  fingers  and  thumb,  give  What's  near  if,  with  it:  is  a  massy  wheel, 
it  breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  discourse  Fix'd  on  the  summit  of  the  highest  mount, 
most  eloquent  music.     Look  you,  these  areiTo  whose   huge   spokes   ten  thousand  lesser 
the  stops.  j  things  [falls, 

Guil.  But  these  cannot  I  command  to  any  Are  mortis'd  and  adjoin'd  ;  which,   when    it 
utterance  of  harmony  ;  I  have  not  the  skill.        Each   small    annexment.  petty   consequence, 

Ham.  Why,  look  you  now,  how  unworthy  a  Attends  the  boist'rous  ruin.     Never  alone 
thing  you  make  of  me.     You  would  play  upon  Did  the  king  sigh,  but  with  a  general  groan. 
me;  you  would  seem  to  know  my  stops  ;  you;     King.  Arm  you,  I  pray  you,  to  this  speedy 
would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  mystery  ;  you  voyage  ; 

would  sound  me  from  my  lowest  note  to  the  For  we  will  fetters  put  upon  this  fear, 
top  of  my  compass:  and  there  is  much  music,  Which  now  goes  too  free-footed, 
excellent  voice,  in  this  little  organ  ;  yet  cannot      Ros.  Guil.   We  will  haste  us. 
you  make  it  speak.     'Sblood,  do  you  think,  I 
am  easier  to  be  played  on  than  a  pipe  ?    Call 


me  what  instrument  you  will,  though  you  can 
fret  me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me. 


{^Exeunt  Rosencrantz  and  GuiLOENSTEltir. 
Enter  Polonics. 


Pol.   My  lord,  he's  going  to  his  mother's 
Enter  Polonius.  Behind  tiie  arras*.  I'll  convey  myself,  [closet : 

]To  hear  the   process ;   I'll  warrant,  she'll  tax 
God  bless  you,  Sir.  I  i,im  home : 

Pol.  My  lord,  the  queen  would  speak  with  And,  as  you  said,  and  wisely  was  it  said, 

you,  and  presently.  'Xis  meet,  that  some  more  audience  than  a 

ifaw.  Do  you  see  yondercloud, that's  almost  mother,  [hear, 

in  shape  of  a  camel?  j  Since  nature  makes  them  partial,  should  o'er- 

Pol.  By  the  mass,  and  'tis  like  a  camel,  in-'xhe  speech,  of  vantage.     Fare  you  well,  my 


deed. 

Ham.  Methinks,  it  is  like  a  weasel. 

Pol.  It  is  backed  like  a  weasel. 

Ham.  Or,  like  a  whale  ? 

Pol.  Very  like  a  whale. 

Ham.  Then  will  I  come  to  my  mother  by  and 
by. — They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  ray  bent.f — I 
will  come  by  and  by. 

Pol.  I  will  say  so.  [Exit  Polosius. 

Ham.  By  and  by  is  easily  said. — Leave  me, 
friends.  [Exeuiit  Ros.  Guil.  Hor.  &.c. 

'Tis  now  the  very  %vitching  time  of  night ; 
When    churchyards    yawn,    and     hell     itself 

breathes  out 
Contagion  to  this  world  :   Now  could  I  drink 

hot  blood. 
And  do  such  business  as  the  bitter  day 
Would  quake  to  look  on.     Soft;  now  to  my 

mother, — 
0,  heart,  lose  not  thy  nature  ;  let  not  ever 
The  soul  of  Nero  enter  this  firm  bosom  : 
Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural  : 
I  will  speak  daggers  to  her,  but  use  none  ; 
My  tongue  and  soul  in  this  be  hypocrites  : 
How  in  my  words  soever  she  be  shent,! 
To  give  them  beals§  never,  my  soul,  con^i^nt  ! 

lE.cit. 

SCEJVE  HI. — A   Room  in  the  name. 

Enter  KiSG,TiosKtiCR\^T7.,  and  Guix.nKNSTERN. 

King.  Hike  him  not  ;  nor  stands  it  safe  with 
us,  [you  ; 

To  let  his  madness  range.     Therefore,  prepare 
I  your  commission  will  forthwith  despatch, 
And  he  to  England  shall  along  with  you  : 
The  terms  of  our  estate  may  not  endiue 
Hazard  so  near  us,  as  doth  hourly  grow 
Out  of  his  luiies  || 

Gui7.  We  will  ourselves  provide  : 
Most  holy  and  religious  fear  it  is, 


*  HoIps.  I  Utmost  s!r»'tch. 

^  Authority  to  put  tbeiu  in  c:;ccuuon. 


I'll  call  upon  you  ere  you  go  to  bed,      [liege  ; 
And  tell  you  what  I  know. 
King.  Thanks,  dear  my  lord. 

[Exit  Polonius. 
O,  my  offence  is  rank,  it  smells  to  heaven  ; 
It  hath  the  prima!  eldest  curse  upon't, 
A  brother's  murder  !  —Pray  can  I  not. 
Though  inclination  be  as  sharp  as  will ; 
My  stronger  guilt  defeats  my  strong  intent, 
And,  like  a  man  to  double  business  bound, 
I  stand  in  pause  where  I  shall  first  begin. 
And  both  neglect.     What  if  this   cursed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  itself  with  brotiicr's  blood? 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  svv  eet  heavens, 
To  wash  it  white  as  snow  ?     Whereto  serves 

mercy, 

But  to  confront  the  visage  of  offence  ? 
And  what's  in  prayer,  but  this  twofold  force, — 
To  be  forestalled,  ere  we  come  to  fall, 
Or  pardori'd,  being  down  ?  Then  I'll  look  up  ; 
My  fault  is  past     But,  O,  what  form  of  prayer 
Can  serve   my  turn  ?     Forgive    me  my   foul 

murder  ! 

That  cannot  be  :  since  I  am  still  possess'd 
Of  those  effects  for  which  I  did  (he  murder, 
My  crown,  mine  own  ambition,  and  my  queen. 
May  one  be  pardon'd,  and  retain  the  offence  ? 
In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  world. 
Ollence's  gilded  hand  may  shove  by  justice  ; 
And  oft  'tis  seen,  the  wicked  prize  itself 
Buys  out  the  law  :  But  'tis  not  so  above  : 
There  is  no  sliuWm^,  there  the  action  lies 
In   his  true  nature ;  and  we  ourselves  com- 

pell'd, 
Even  to  the  teeth  and  forehead  of  our  fault.?, 
To  give  in  evidence.     What  then  r  what  rests  ? 
Try  what  repentance  can  :    What  can  it  not  ? 
Yet  what  can  it,  when  one  can  not  repent  ' 
O   wretched  state  !    O  iiosom,  black  as  death  ! 
0  limedt  soul :    that  struggling  to  be  free, 
Art  more  engag'd.     Help,  angels,  make  assay  ' 


J  Reproved. 
II  Lunacies, 


Tapestry. 


t  Caugltt  as  with  bfrU-Unie 
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Bow.  stubborn  knees  !  and,  heart,  with  strings 

of  steel, 
Be  soft  as  sinews  of  the  new-born  babe  ; 
All  may  be  well  •'  ^Retires  and  kneels 


Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham-  Now  might  1  do  it,  pat,  now  he  is 

praying ; 
And  now  I'll  do't  ;   and  so  he  goes  to  hnaven : 
And    so    am     I  reveng'd  ?    That    would   be 

scann'd  :* 
A  villain  kills  my  father  ;  and,  for  that, 
I,  his  solet  son,  do  this  same  villain  send 
To  heaven. 

Why,  this  is  hire  and  salary,!  not  revenge. 
He  took  my  father  grossly,  full  of  bread ; 
With  all   his  crimes  broad  blown,    as  flush  as 

May ;  [heaven  ? 

And,  how  his  audit  stands,  who  knows,  save 
But,  in  our  circumstance  and  course  of  thought, 
'Tis  heavy  with  him  :  And  am  I  then  reveng'd. 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  soul. 
When  he  is  fit  and  season'd  for  his  passage  ? 
No.  [hent:§ 

Up,  sword ;   and  know  thou   a  more  horrid 
When  he  is  drunk,  asleep,  or  in  his  rage  ; 
Or  in  the  incestuous  pleasures  of  his  bed  ; 
At  gaming,  swearing  :  or  about  some  act 
That  has  no  relish  of  salvation  in't :         [ven  : 
Then  trip  him,  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  hea- 
And  that  his  soul   may  be  as  damn'd 

black. 


And,- 


lAct  III 
-you  are  my 


As  hell,  whereto  it  goes.     My  mother  stays  : 
This  physic  but  prolongs  thy  sickly  days. 

[Exit. 
The  King  rises  and  advances. 

King.  My  words  fly  up,  my  thoughts  remain 
below : 
Words,  without  thoughts,  never  to  heaven  go. 

lExit. 

SCENE  IV. — Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Queen  and  Polonius. 


'would  it  were  not  so!- 
mother. 
^     Queen.  Nay,  then  I'll  set  those  to  you  that 
can  speak. 
Ha7}i.  Come,  come,  and  sit  you  do%vn  ;  yon 
sliail  not  budge ; 
You  go  not,  till  1  set  you  up  a  glass 
Where  you  may  see  the  inmost  part  of  you. 
Queen.  What  wilt  thou  do  ?  thou  wilt  not 
murder  me  ? 
Help,  help,  ho  ! 

Pol.  Ibihiiid.']  What,  ho  !  help  f 
Ham.  How  now  '.  a  rat?  [Dra'iC?. 

Dead,  for  a  ducat,  dead. 

[Hamlet  makes  a  pass  through  the  Arras'. 
Pol.  [Behind-]  O,  I  am  slain. 

[_Falls,  and  dies. 
Queen.  O  me,  what  hast  thou  done  ? 
Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not: 
Is  it  the  king  ? 

\_Lifts  up  the  Arras,  and  draws  forth 
Polonius. 
Queen.  O,  what  a  rash  and  bloody  deed  is 

this  ! 
Ham.  A  bloody  deed ; — almost  as  bad,  good 
mother, 
As  kill  a  king,  and  marry  with  his  brother. 
Queen.  As  kill  a  king .' 
Ham.  Ay,  lady,  'twas  my  word. — 
Thou  wretched,  rash,  intruding  fool,  farewell  ? 
[  To  Polonius 
and. I  took  thee  for  thy  better :  take  thy  fortune  : 
iThou  find'st,to  be  too  busy,  is  some  danger.— 


Leave  wringing   of  your  hands :  Peace  ;  sit 

you  down. 
And  let  me  ring  your  heart :  for  so  I  shall, 
If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  stuff; 
If  damned  custom  have  not  braz'd  it  so. 
That  it  be  proof  and  bulwark  against  sense. 
Queen.   What  have  I  done,  that  thou  dai-'st 

wag  thy  tongue 

In  noise  so  rude  against  me  ? 

Ham.  Such  an  act. 

That  blurs  the  grace  and  blush  of  modesty  ; 

Calls  virtue,  hypocrite;  takes  off  the  rose 

r»  I    Ti        -11       _      4     ■  1*      T      1  I       From  the  fair  forehead  of  an  innocent  love, 

Pol.  He  will  come  straight.     Look,  you  layi.     i     *      ,  .•  .     -i  i  .  ' 

,  f    h"  n  •  •' j  And  sets  a  blister  there  ;  makes  marriage-vow3 

rT<  II  1  •       I  .  1  '  I         I  t       K       1  *   !  As  false  as  dicers'  oaths  :  0,  such  a  deed 

Tell  him.  his  pranks  have  been  too  broad  to   .    f        *i     i,  j    ^r        .      *•     *     i     1 
J       .     -tl  .  ;  As  from  the  body  of  contraction*  plucks 

And  thaf^your  f""""  '"*'■  "'  """  -'— ^''^"*'  '"'^'^^  ®°"'  '  ^"^  ^^^^*  religion  makes 

between 


Much  heat  and  him.     I'll  silence  me  e'en  here. 
Pray  you,  be  round  with  him. 

Queen.  I'll  warrant  }'ou  ; 
Fear  me  not  : — withdraw,  F  hear  him  coming. 
[Polonius  hides  himself. 

Enter  Hamlet. 


Heaven's  face  doth 


A  rhapsody  of    words : 

glow  ; 
Yea.  this  solidity  and  compound  mass. 
With  tristfult-visage,  as  against  the  doom, 
Is  thought-sick  at  the  act. 

Queen.  Ah  me,  what  act,  [dex  7^ 

That  roars  so  loud,   and  thunders  in  the  in- 
Ham.   Look  here,  upon  this  picture,  and  on 
this; 

Ham.  Now,  mother  ;  what's  the  matter?        The  counterfeit  presentment  of  two  brothers, 
Queen.  Hamlet,  thou  hast  tliy  father  much  See,  what  a  grace  was  seated  on  this  brow: 

offended.  !Hyperion's§  curls  ;  the  front  of  Jove  himself; 

Ham.  Mother,  you  have  my  father  much 'An  eye  like  Mars,  to  threaten  and  command  ; 

offended,  JA  station||  like  the  herald  Mercury, 

Queen.  Come,   come,  you  answer  with  an  New-Ho;hted  on  a  heaven-kissing  hill  ; 


idle  tongue 
Ham.  Go,  go,  you  question  with  a  wicked 

tongue. 
Queeii.  Why,  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 
Ham.  What's  the  matter  now  ? 
Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 
Ham.  No,  by  the  rood,||  not  so  :  [wife  ; 

You  are  the  queen,  your  husband's  brother's 


*  Should  be  considered.         +  Only. 
^  Seize  bim  at  a  more  horrid  time- 


t  Reward. 
1  Cross. 


A  combination,  and  a  form,  indeed, 
Where  every  god  did  seem  to  set  his  seal, 
To  give  the  world  assurance  of  a  man  ; 
This  was  your  husband — Look  you  now,  what 

follows  : 
Here  is  your  husband  :  like  a  mildew'd  ear. 
Blasting  his  wholesome  brother.     Have  you 
eyes  ? 
*.Marriag;e  contract.  t  Sorrowful. 

J  Indcs  of  contents  prefixed  to  a  book.     §  Apollo'5' 
II  The  act  of  standing. 
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Ceuld  yoii  on  this  fair  mountain  leave  to  feed, 
And  batten*   on  this  moor  ?  Ha  !    have  you 

eyes  ? 
You  cannot  call  it.,  love :  for,  at  your  age, 
The  hey-day  in  the  blood  is  tame,  it's  humble. 
And  waits    upon   the  judgment;    and  what 

judgment 
Would  step  from  this  to  this  ?  Sense, t  sure, 

you  have, 
Else,  could  you  not  have  motion  :  But,  sure, 

that  sense 
Is  apoplex'd :  for  madness  would  not  err  ; 
Nor  sense  to  ecstasy!  was  ne'er  so  tlii-all'd, 
But  it  reserv'dsonie  quantity  of  choice, 
To  serve  in  such  a  difference.     What   devil 

was't , 
That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  athoodman-blind  ?6 
Eyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  sight, 
Fears  withouthands  or  eyes,  smelling  saus|l  all, 
Or  but  a  sickly  part  of  one  true  sense 
Could  not  so  mope.U 

O  shame  !  where  is  thy  blush  ?  Rebellious  hell. 
If  thou  canst  mutine  in  a  matron's  bones, 
To  flaming  youth  let  virtue  be  as  wax, 
And  melt  in  her  own  fire  :  proclaim  no  shame. 
When  the  compulsive  ardour  gives  the  charge  ; 
Since  frost  itself  as  actively  doth  burn, 
And  reason  panders  will. 

Queen.  0  Hamlet,  speak  no  more  : 
Thou  turn'st  mine  eyes  into  my  veiy  soul ; 
And  there  I  see  such  black  and  grained  spots. 
As  will  not  leave  tiieir  tinct.** 

Ham.  Nay,  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  sweat  of  an  enseamedtt  bed  ; 
Stew'd  in  corruption  ;  honeying,  and  making 

Over  the  nasty  sty , [love 

Queen.  0,  speak  to  me  no  more  ; 
These  words,  like  daggers  enter  in  mine  ears: 
No  more,  sweet  Hamlet. 

Ham.  A  murderer,  and  a  villain  : 
A  slave,  that  is  not  twentieth  part  the  tythe 
Of  your  precedent  lord  : — a  viceti  of  kiiigs  : 
A  cntpurse  of  the  empire  and  the  rule, 
That  from  a  shelf  the  precious  diadem  stole, 
And  put  it  in  his  pocket ! 
Queen.  No  more. 

Enter  Ghost. 
Ilain.  A  king 
Of  shreds  and  patches  : — 
Save  me,  and  hover  o'er  me  with  your  wing?, 
You  heavenly    guards ! — What    would    your 

gracious  figure  ? 
Queen.  Alas,  he's  mad. 
Ham.  Do  you  not  come  your  tardy  son  to 

chide. 
That,  laps'd  in  time  and  passion,  lets  go  by 
The  important  acting  of  your  dread  command  ? 
0,  say  ! 

Ghost.  Do  not  forget :  This  visitation 
Is  but  to  whet  thy  almost  blunted  purpose. 
But,  look,  amazement  on  thy  mother  sits  : 
O,  step  between  her  and  her  fighting  soul  ; 
Conceit^§  in  weakest  bodies  strongest  works; 
Speak  to  her,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  How  is  it  with  you,  lady  ? 
Queen.  Alas,  how  is't  with  you  .' 
That  you  do  bend  your  eye  on  vacancy. 
And  with  the  incorporal  air  do  hold  discourse  .' 
Forth  at  your  eyes  your  spirits  wildly  peep ; 
And,  as  the  sleeping  soldiers  in  the  alarm. 
Your  bedded  hair,  like  life  in  excrements, ||!1 

*  To  prow  fat. 
:  Sensation.  +  Frenzy.  ^  Blindman'sbuff. 

11  Without.  V  Be  so  stupid,  '*  Colour, 

tt  Greasy.  tt  Mimic  ^5  Imagination. 

nil  The  hair  of  animals  is  CXCrementUious,  tbat  is, 
T^ithout  life  or  ssuSa*S'>. 

Tot. 11 


Starts  up,  and  stands  on  end.    O  gentle  son, 
Upon  (he  heat  and  flame  of  thy  distemper 
Sprinkle  cool  patience.    Whereon  do  you  look? 
Ham.  On  him  !   on  him  I — Look  you,  how 

pale  he  glares  !  [stones, 

His  form  and  cause  conjoin'd,  preaching  to 
Would  make    them  capable.* — do   not  look 

upon  me ; 
Lest,  with  this  piteous  action,  you  convert 
My  stern  ett'ects  :t  then  what  1  have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour;  tears,  perchance,t  for 

blood., 
Queen.  To  whom  do  you  speak  this? 
Ham.  Do  you  see  nothing  there  ? 
Queen.  Nothing  at  all ;  yet  all,  that  is,  I  see. 
Ham.  Nor  did  you  nothing  hear .' 
Qu  en.  No,  nothing,  but  ourselves, 
//am.  Why,  look  you  there!  look,  how  it 

steals  away ! 
My  father,  in  his  habit  as  he  liv'd ! 
Look,  where  he  goes,  even  now,  out  at  the 

portal !  lE-zit  Ghost. 

Queen.  This  is  the  very  coinage   of  your 
This  bodiless  creation  ecstasy^  [brain  : 

Is  very  cunning  in. 

Ha7n.  Ecstasy  ! 
My  pulse,  as  yours,  doth  temperately  keep 

time,  [ness, 

And  makes  as  healthful  music:  it  is  not  mad- 
That  I  have  utter'd  :  bring  me  to  the  test. 
And  I  the  matter  will  re-word  ;  which  madness 
Would  gambol  from.    Mother,  for  love  of  grace. 
Lay  not  that  flattering  unction  to  your  soul, 
That  not  your  trespass,  but  my  madness  speaks  J 
It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place  ', 
Whiles  rank  corruption,  mining  all  within. 
Infects  unseen.     Confess  yourself  to  heaven  ; 
Repent  what's  past  ;  avoid  what  is  to  come; 
And  do  not  si)read  the  compostjl  on  the  weeds. 
To  make  them  ranker.     Forgive  me  this  my 
For  in  the  fatness  of  these  pursy  times,  [virtue  s 
Virtue  itself  of  vice  must  pardon  beg ; 
Yea,  curb^  and  woo,  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 
Queen.  0  Ilamlet!  thou  hast  cleft  n»y  heart 

in  twain. 
Ham.  O,  tln-ow  away  the  worser  part  of  it, 
And  live  the  purer  with  the  other  half. 
Good  night :  but  go  not  to  my  uncle's  bed  ; 
Assume  a  virtue,  if  you  have  it  not. 
Thatrnonster,  custom,  who  all  sense  doth  eat 
I  Of  habit's  devil,  is  angel  yet  in  this  ; 
That  to  the  use  of  actions  fair  and  good 
He  likewise  gives  a  frock,  or  livery, 
That  aptly  is  put  on  :  Refrain  to-night; 
And  that  shall  lend  a  kind  of  easiness 
To  the  next  abstinence  :  the  next  more  easy  : 
Foruse  almost  can  change  the  stamp  of  nature. 
And  either  curb  the  devil,  or  throw  him  out 
AVith   wondrous  potency.     Once  more,  good 

night ! 
And  when  you  are  desirous  to  be  blcss'd, 
I'll  blessing  beg  of  you. — For  this  same  lord, 

IPoinling  to  PoloniuS- 
I  do  repent :  But  heaven  hath  pleas'd  it  so, — 
To  punish  me  with  this,  and  this  with  me. 
Thai  I  must  be  their  scourge  and  minister. 
I  will  bestow  him,  and  will  answer  well 
The    death    I    gave    him.     So,    again,    good 
I  must  be  cruel,  only  to  be  kind :        [night : — 
Thus  bad  begins,  and  worse  remains  behind. — 
But  one  word  more,  good  lady. 
Queen.  What  shall  I  do  '! 
Ham.  Not  this,  by  no  means,  that  I  bid  you 

do : 
Let  the  bloat  king  tempt  you  again  to  bed  ; 

t  Actions. 

!|  Manure. 

t 


*  Intelligent. 
§  frenzy. 


i  Perhaps. 
TI  13encJ. 
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Pioch  wanton  on  your  cheek ;  call  you,  his 

mouse  ;* 
And  let  him,  for  a  pair  of  reechyt  kisses, 
Or  paddling   in  your  neck  with  his  damn'd 

fingers, 
Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 
That  1  essentially  am  not  in  madness. 
But  mad  in  craft.     'Twere  good,  you  let  him 

know : 
For  who,  that's  but  a  queen,  fair,  sober,  wise, 
Would  from  a  paddock,t  from  a  bat,  a  gib,§ 
Such  dear  concernings  hide  ?  who  would  do  so  ? 
No,  in  despite  of  sense,  and  secrecy. 
Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  house's  top. 
Let  the  birds  9y ;  and,  like  the  famous  ape, 
To  try  conclusions,!!  in  the  basket  creep, 
And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  assur'd,  if  words  be  made  of 
breath. 
And  breathe  of  life,  I  have  no  life  to  breathe 
What  thou  hast  said  to  me. 
Ham.  I  must  to  England  ;  you  know  that  ? 
Queen.  Alack, 
I  had  forgot ;  'tis  so  concluded  on. 

Ham.  There's  letters  seal'd:  and  ray  two 

school-fellows, —  i 

Whom  I  will  trust,  as  I  will  adders  fang'd,1I— 

They  bear  the  mandate  ;  they  must  sweep  my 

way. 
And  marshal  me  to  knavery :  Let  it  work  ; 
For  'tis  the  sport,  to  have  the  engineer 
Hoist  with  his  own  petar  :**  and  it  shall  go 

hard, 
But  I  will  delve  one  yard  below  their  mines. 
And  blow  them  at   the  moon  :  O,  'tis  most 

sweet, 
When  in  one  line  two  crafts  directly  meet.— 
"this  man  shall  set  me  packing. 
I'll  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room : — 
Mother,  good  night. — Indeed,  this  counsellor 
Is  now  most  still,  most  secret,  and  most  grave. 
Who  was  in  life  a  foolish  prating  knave. 
Come,  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you  : — 
(rood  night,  mother. 

lExeunt  severally;  Hamlet  dragging  in 

POLONIUS. 

ACT  IV. 

SCE^'E  I.— The  same. 
Enter  KiKG,  Queen,  Rosencrantz,  and 

GUILDENSTEIIN. 

King.  There's  matter  in  these  sighs  ;  these 
profound  heaves  ;  [them  : 

You  must   translate  :  'tis    fit  we   understand 
Where  is  your  son  ? 

Queen.  Bestow   this   place    on  us   a  little 
while. — 

[    To  ROSENCUANTZ  and  GUILDENSTER^, 

who  go  out. 
Ah,  my  good  lord,  what  have  I  seen  to-night '. 
King.  What,  Gerti-ude  ?  How  does  Hamlets 
Queen.  Mad  as  the  sea,  and  wind,  when  both 
contend 
Which  is  the  mightier :  In  his  lawless  fit. 
Behind  the  arras  hearing  something  stir. 
Whips  out  his  rapier,  cries,  A  rat  !  a  rat  ! 
And,  in  his  brainish  apprehension,  kills 
The  unseen  good  old  man. 

King.  O  heavy  deed  1 
It  had  been  so  with  us,  had  we  been  there  : 
His  liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all  ; 
To  you  yourself,  to  us,  to  every  one. 

*  A  term  of  endearment.  t  Steaming  with  heat 

i  Toad.  §  Cat.  II  Experiments.  IT  Having  their  teetb 

**  Blowa  up  witb  his  own  bomb. 


Alas !  how  shall  this  bloody  deed  be  answer'd  ? 
It  will  be  laid  to  us,  whose  providence 
Should  have  kept  short,  restrain'd,  and  out  of 
haunt,*  [love. 

This  mad  young  man  :  but,  so  much  was  our 
We  would  not  understand  what  was  most  fit ; 
But,  like  the  owner  of  a  foul  disease. 
To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life.    Where  is  he  gone  .=* 

Queen.  To  draw    apart  the   body  he  hath 
killd  : 
O'er  whom  his  very  madness,  like  some  ore, 
Among  a  mineral  t  of  metals  base. 
Shows  itself  pure  ;  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  O,  Gertrude,  come  away  ! 
The  sun  no  sooner  shall  the  mountain^  touch. 
But  we  will  ship  him  hence  :  and  this  vile  deed 
We  must  with  all  our  majesty  and  skill, 
Both  countenance  and  excuse. — Ho !  Guilden- 
stern  ! 


Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildensteen. 
Friends  both,  go  join  you  with  some  further 

aid : 
Hamlet  in  madness  hath  Polonius  slain. 
And  from  his  mother's  closet  hath  he  dragg'd 
him:  [body 

Go,  seek  him  out ;  speak  fair,  and  bring  the 
Into  the  chapel.    1  pray  you,  haste  in  this. 

[Exevnl  Ros.  and  GuiL. 
Come,    Gertrude,  we'll    call  up   our   wisest 

friends ; 
And  let  them  know,  both  what  we  meanto  do. 
And  what's  untimely  done :  so,  haply,  slan- 
der,— 
Whose  whisper  o'er  the  world's  diameter 
As  level  as  the  cannon  to  his  blank,|;     [name, 
Transports  his  poison  d  shot, — may  miss  our 
And  hit  the  woundless  air.— O  come  away! 
My  soul  is  full  of  discord  and  dismay. 

\_Exeunt. 

SCENE  IL— Another  Boom  in  the  same. 
Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely  stowed,— [Ros.  S^-c.  within. 

Hamlet!  lord  Hamlet  !]  But  soft!  —what 
noise  ?  who  calls  on  Hamlet  ?  O,  here  they 
come. 

Enter  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern. 

Ros.  What  have  you  done,  my  lord,  with  the 
dead  body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  it   with  dust,  whereto 
'tis  kin. 

Ros.  Tell  us  where  'tis;  that  we  may  take 
it  thence, 
And  bear  it  to  the  chapel- 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it. 

Ros.   Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I  can  kecpyour  counsel,  and  not 
mine  own.  Besides,  to  be  demanded  of  a 
sponge  ! — what  replication  should  be  made  by 
the  son  of  a  king  ? 

Ros.  Take  you  me  for  a  sponge,  my  lord  ? 

Hajn.  Ay,  Sir;  that  soaks  up  the  king's 
countenance,  his  rewards,  his  authorities.  But 
such  officers  do  the  king  best  service  in  the 
end  :  He  keeps  them,  like  an  ape,  in  the  cor- 
ner of  his  jaw  ;  first  mouthed,  to  be  last  swal- 
lowed :  When  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned, 
it  is  but  squeezing  you,  and,  sponge,  you  shall 
be  dry  again. 

Ros.  I  understand  you  not,  my  lord. 

Ham.  1  am  glad  of  it :  A  knavish  speech 
sleeps  in  a  foolish  ear- 


*  Compavy. 


tMine- 


i  Hark. 
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Ros.  My  lord,  you  must  tell  us  where  the 
body  is,  and  go  with  us  to  the  king. 

Ham.  The  body  is  with  the  king,  but  the  king 
is  not  with  the  body.     The  king  is  a  thing 

Guil.  A  thing,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Of  nothing:  bring  me  to  him.  Hide 
fox,  and  all  after.*  ^Exeunt. 


SCENE  in. — Another  Room  in  the  same 

Enter  King,  attended. 
King.  I  have  sent  to  seek  him,  and  to  find 
the  body. 

How  dangerous  is  it,  that  this  man  goes  loose? 
Yet  must  we  not  put  the  strong  law  on  him ; 
He's  lov'd  of  the  distracted  multitude,  [eyes  ; 
Who  like  not  in  their  judgement,  but  their 
And,  where  'tis  so,  the  offender's  scourge  is 
weigh'd,  [even, 

But  never  the  offence.  To  bear  all  smooth  and 
This  sudden  sending  him  away  must  seem 
Deliberate  pause:  Diseases,  desperate  grown, 
By  desperate  appliance  are  reliev'd. 

Enter  Rosejvcrantz. 

Or  not  at  all. — How  now  ?    what  hath  befal- 
len > 
Ros.  Where  the  dead  body  is  bestow'd,  my 
We  cannot  get  from  him.  [lord, 

King.  But  where  is  he  1 
Ros.  Without;  my  lord ;    guarded,  to  know 

your  pleasure. 
King.  Bring  him  before  us. 
Ros.  Ho,  Guildenstern  1  bring  in  my  lord. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Guildenstern. 

King.  Now,  Hamlet,  where's  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  At  supper. 

King.  At  supper  ?  Where  ? 

Ham  Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  i 
eaten  ;  a  certain  convocation  of  politic  worms 
are  e'en  at  him.  Your  worm  is  your  only  em- 
peror for  diet:  we  fat  all  creatures  else,  to  fat 
us;  and  we  fat  ouselves  for  maggots:  Your 
fat  king,  and  your  lean  beggar,  is  but  variable 
service  ;  two  dishes,  but  to  one  table  ;  that's 
the  end. 

King.  Alas !  alas  ! 

Ham.  A  man  may  fish  with  the  worm  that 
hath  eat  of  a  king ;  and  eat  of  the  fish  that  hath 
fed  of  that  worm. 

King.  What  dost  thou  mean  by  this? 

Ham.  Nothing,  but  to  show  you  how  a  king 
may  go  a  progress  through  the  guts  of  a  beg 
gar. 

King.  Where  is  Polonius  ? 

Ham.  In  heaven ;  send  thither  to  see  ;  if 
your  messenger  find  him  not  there,  seek  him 
i'the  other  place  yourself.  But,  indeed,  if  you 
find  him  not  within  this  month,  you  shall  nose 
him  as  you  go  up  the  stairs  into  the  lobby. 

King.  Go  seek  him  there. 

[  To  some  Attendants. 

Ham.  He  will  stay  till  you  come. 

[^Exeunt  Attendants. 

King.  Hamlet,  this  deed,  for  thine  especial 
safety, — 
Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  grieve 
For  that  which  thou  hast  done, — must  send 
thee  hence  [self: 

With  fiei-y  quickness  :  Therefore,  prepare  thy- 
The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  at  help,t 
The  associates  tend,}:  and  eveiy  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 


Ham.  For  England? 

King.  Ay,  Hamlet. 

Ha7n.  Good. 

King.  So  is  it,  if  thou  knew'st  our  purposes. 

Ham.  I  see  a  cherub,  that  sees  them. — But, 
come  ;  for  England !— Farewell,  dear  mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  father,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  My  mother:  Father  and  mother  is 
man  and  wife  :  man  and  wife  is  one  flesh  ;  and 
so,  my  mother.     Come,  for  England.       [Exit. 

Kvig.  Follow  him  at  foot ;  tempt  him  with 
speed  aboard ; 
Delay  it  not,  I'll  have  him  hence  to-night: 
Away  :  for  every  thing  is  seal'd  and  done 
That  else  leans  on  the  affair:  Pray  you,  make 
haste.  [Exeunt  Ros.  and  GuiLp. 

And,  England,  if  my  love  thou  hold'st  at  aught, 
(As   my  great  power  thereof  may  give  thee 
sense ; 
ince  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 
After  the  Danish  sword,  and  thy  free  awe 
Pays  homage  to  us,)  thou  may'st  not  coldly 

set* 
Our  sovereign  process  ;  which  imports  at  full. 
By  letters  conjuring  to  that  effect, 
The  present  death  of  Hamlet.  Do  it,  England; 
For  like  the  hectic  in  my  blood  he  rages, 
And  thou  must  cure  me  :  Till  I  know  'tis  done, 
Howe'er  my  haps  ?  my  joys  will  ne'er  begin. 

lExit 


*  A  sport  among^  children. 
t  Right,  ready.  t  Attend. 


SCENE  IV.— A  Plain  in  Denmark. 
Enter  Fortinbras,  and  Forces,  marching. 
For.  Go,  Captain,  from  me  greet  the  Danish 
king; 
Tell  him,  that,  by  his  licence,  Fortinbras 
Craves  the  conveyance  of  a  promis'd  march 
Over  his  kingdom.     You    know  the  rendez^ 

vous. 
If  that  his  majesty  would  aught  with  us, 
We  shall  express  our  duty  in  his  eye.t 
And  let  him  know  so. 
Cap.  I  will  do't,  my  lord. 
For.  Go  softly  on. 

[_  Exeunt  Fortinbras  and  Forces. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rosencrantz,  Guilden- 
stern, 4^c. 

Ha7n.  Good  Sir,  whose  powers^  are  these  ^' 

Cap.  They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 

Ham.  How  purpos'd.  Sir, 
I  pray  you  ? 

Cop.  Against  some  part  of  Poland. 

Ham.  Who 
Commands  them.  Sir  ? 

Cap.  The  nephew  to  old  Norway,  Fortin- 
bras. 

Ham.  Goes  it  against  the  main  of  Poland,. 
Or  for  some  frontier.'  [Sir, 

Cap.  Truly  to  speak,  Sir,  and  with  no  addi- 
We  go  to  gain  a  little  patch  of  ground,     [tion. 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 
To  pay  five  ducats,  five,  I  would  not  farm  it ; 
Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norway,  or  the  Pole, 
A  ranker  rate,  should  it  be  sold  in  fee. 

Ham.  Why,  then  the  Polack||  never  will  de 
fend  it. 

Cap.  Yes,  Vis  already  garrison'd. 

Ham.  Two  thousand  souls,  and  twenty  thoti« 
sand  ducats, 
Will  not  debate  the  question  of  this  straw  : 
This  is  the  imposthume  of  much  wealth  and 
peace : 


*  Value,  estimate. 
}  Presence.  §  Forces. 


t  Successes. 

I!  Polamler. 
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That  inward  breaks,  and  shows  no  cause  with- 
out 
Why  the  man  dies- — T  humbly  thank  you,  Sir. 

Cap.  God  be  vvi'  you,  Sir.     [£.TJf  Captain, 

Ros.  Will't  please  you  go,  my  lord? 

Ham.  I  will  be  with  you  straight.  Go  a  lit-, 

'        tie  before.  [£xei<Ji<  Ros.    ndGvvL.^ 

How  all  occasions  do  iniorm  against  me, 
And  spur  my  dull  revenge  !     What  is  a  man,     j 
If  his  chief  good,  and  market*  of  his  time,         I 
Be  but  to  sleep  and  feed  ?  a  beast,  no  more. 
Sure,  he,  that    made  us  with   such  large  dis- 
course,t 
Looking  before,  and  after,  gave  us  not 
That  capability  and  godlike  reason 
To  fustt  in  us  unus'd.     ^ow,  whether  it  be 
Bestial  oblivion,  or  some  craven^  scruple 
Of  thinking  too  precisely  on  the  event, — 
A  thought,  which,  quarter'd,  hath  but  one  part 

wisdom. 
And,  ever,  three  parts  coward. — I  do  notknow'Q  j^^ 
Why  yet  I  live  to  say,  This  thing's  to  do ;  ' q^^ 

Sithjl  I  have  cause,  and  will,  andstrength,  and 

means, 
To  do't.  Examples,  gross  as  earth,  exhort  me  :j 
Witness,  this  army  of  such  mass,  and  charge, 
Led  by  a  delicate  and  tender  prince  ; 
Whose  spirit  with  divine  ambition  putl'd, 
JMakes  mouths  at  the  invisible  event ; 
Exposing  what  is  mortal  and  unsure, 
To  all  that  fortune,  death,  and  danger,  dare, 
Even  for  an  egg-shell.     Rightly  to  be  great, 
Is,  not  to  stir  without  great  argument ; 
But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a  straw,      [then 


To  my  sick  soul,  as  sin's  true  nature  Is, 
Each  toy"  seems  prologue  to  some  greatamis? : 
So  full  of  artless  jealousy  is  guilt, 
It  spills  itself  in  fearing  to  be  spilt. 


7?e-enfer  Horatio,  with  Ophelia. 

Oph.  Where   is  the   beauteous  majesty  of 

Denmark  ? 
Queen.  How  now  Ophelia? 
Oph.  How  should  lymir  true  lore  knovj 
From  (mother  one  ? 
By  his  iorhle  hcl  and  staff. 
And  his  sandal  shoon  ?\        [Singing. 
Queen.  Alas,  sweet  lady,  Vhat  imports  thi> 

song? 
Oph.  Say  you  ?  nay,  pray  you  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  lady,         [Sing?. 

He  is  dead  and  gone  ; 
At  his  head  a  grass-green  turf. 

M  his  heels  a  stone. 

Queen.  Nay,  but  Ophelia, 

Oph.  Pray  you,  mark. 

JVkife  his  shroud  as  the  mountain  snow, 
[Sings. 

Enter  King. 

Queen.  Alas,  look  here,  my  lord. 

Oph.         LardedX  all  with  sweet  flowers ; 
Which  bewept  to  the  grave  did  go, 
With  true  lore  shoivers. 

King.  How  do  you,  pretty  lady  ? 

Oph.  Well,  God'ield^  you .'  They  say,  the 
When  honour's  at  the  stake.  How  stand  1;  owl  was  a  baker's  daughter.  Lord,  we  know- 
That  have  a  father  kill'd,  a  mother  slain'd,  1  what  we  are,  but  know  not  what  we  may  be  •. 
Excitements  of  my  reason  and  my  blood,  God  be  at  your  table  ? 

And  let  all  sleep  ?  vvbile,to  my  shame,  I  see    I     /^'f„g.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 
The  imminent  death  of  twenty  thousand  men,,     Qph,  pj-ay,  let  us  have  no  words  of  this;  but 
That,  for  a  fantasy,  and  trick  of  fame,  when  they  ask  you  what  it  means,  say  you  this  •. 


Go  to  their  graves  like  beds  :  light  for  a  plot 
Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  cause. 
Which  is  not  tomb  enough,  and  continent, 
To  hide  the  slain  ? — O,  from  this  time  foi'th 
My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth  ! 

lExit. 

SCENE  V.—Elsinore. — A  Room  in  the  Castle- 
Enter  Queen  and  Horatio. 

Queen.  1  will  not  speak  with  her. 

Hor.  She  is  importunate ;  indeed,  distract ; 
Her  mood  will  needs  be  pitied. 
Queen.  What  would  she  have? 
Hor.  She  speaks  much  of  her  father ;    say.= 
she  liears, 
There's  tricks  i'the  world;  and  hems,  andbeats 

her  heart ; 

Spurns  enviously  at  straws  ;  speaks  things  in 
doubt,  [nothing 

That  carry   but    half    sense :    her  speech  i 
Yet  the  unshaped  use  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  collection  ;  they  aimli  at  it. 
And  botch    the  words    up  tit  to  their  own 

thoughts ; 
Which,  as  her  winks,  and  nods,  and  gestures 

yield  them, 
Indeed  would  make  one  think,  there  might  be 

thought. 
Though  nothing  sure,  yet  such  unhappily. 
Queen.  'Twere  good,  she  were  spoken  with ; 
for  she  may  strew 
Dangerous  conjectures  in  ill-breeding  minds  : 
Let  her  come  in.  [£i«7  Horatio. 


•  Profit,    t  Power  of  comprehension. 
§  Cowardly.  ||  Sinc&i 


t  Grow  mouldy. 
'H  Guess. 


Good  morrow,  'tis  Saint  Valentine's  day, 

All  in  the  morning  bctime, 
And  I  a  maid  at  your  window, 

To  be  your  Valentine  ; 
Then  up  he  rose, and  don'' d\\  his  clothes. 

And  dnpp'dM  the  chamber  door ; 
Let  in  the  maid,  that  out  a  maid 

Never  departed  more. 

King.  Pretty  0})helia. 

Oph.  Indeed,  without  an  oath,  I'll  make  an 
end  on't: 
By  Gis,  and  by  Saint  Charity,*" 

Alack,  undjie  for  shame  '. 
Young  men  will  do't,  if  they  come  io't ; 

By  cock,  they  are  to  blame. 
Quoth  she,  before  you  tumbled  mc, 
You  promised  me  to  ^vcd, 

[He  answers.] 
So  woiddJha'  done,  by  yonder  sun, 
An  thou  hadst  not  come  to  my  bed. 

King.  How  long  hath  she  been  thus  ? 

Oph.  I  hope  all  will  be  well.  We  must  be 
patient  :  but  I  cannot  choose  but  weep,  to 
think  they  should  lay  him  i'the  cold  ground  : 
My  brother  shall  know  of  it,  and  so  I  thank 
you  for  your  good  counsel.  Come,  my  coach'. 
Good  night,  ladies  ;  goodnight,  sweet  ladies: 
good  night,  good  night.  [£.n7. 

King.  Follow  her  close:  giveher  good  watch, 

1  pray  you.  [^-'-i''  Horatio. 

0  !  This  is  the  poison  of  deep  grief;  it  springs 

*  Trifle-     t  Shoes.       J  Garnished.       §  Reward . 
n  Do  on,  ». «.  put  on.  ^  Do  up. 

•*  Saints  in  the  Roman  Catholic  Calentten 
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All  from  her  father's  death  :  And  now  behold, 
O  Gertrude,  Gera-ude,  [spies. 

When    sorrows  come,  they  come   not  single 
But  in  battalions '  First,  her  father  slain ; 


Q»ee7i.  But  not  by  hini. 
King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 
Laer.  How  came  he  dead  1  I'll  not  be  jug- 
gled with :  [vil ! 


Next,  your  son  gone  ;  and  he  most  violent  au-| To  hell,  allegiance  !  vows, to  the  blackest  de- 
thor  Conscience,  and  grace,  to  the  profoundestpit '. 


Of  his  own  just  remove  :  The  people  muddied, 
Thick  and  unwholesome  in  their  thoughts  and 

whispers, 
For  good  Polonius'  death  ;  and  we  have  done 

but  greenly,* 
In  hugger-miiggert  to  inter  him :  Poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  herself,  and  her  fair  judgement ; 
Without  the  which  we  are   pictures,  or  mere 

beasts. 
Last,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  tliese, 
Her  brother  is  in  secret  come  from  France  : 
Feeds  on  his  wonder,  keeps  himseff  in  clouds, 
And  wants  not  buzzers  to  infect  his  ear 
With  pestilent  speeches  of  his  father's  death  ; 
Wherein  necessity,  of  matter  beggar'd, 
Will  nothing  stick  our  person  to  arraign 
In  ear  and  ear.     0  my  dear  Gertrude,  this. 
Like  to  a  murdering  piece,  in  many  places 
Gives  me  superfluous  death  !     [.-1  noiseivitkin. 
Queen.  Alack  1  what  noise  is  this  ^ 

Enter  a  Gentleman. 
King.  Attend.  [door  : 

Where  are  my  Switzers  U    Let  them  guard  the 
What  is  the  matter  ? 

Gent.  Save  yourself,  my  lord  ; 
The  ocean  overpeering  of  his  list,^ 
Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  impetuous  haste. 
Than  young  Laertes,  in  a  riotous  head, 
O'erbears  your  officers  !     The  rabble  call  him, 

lord  ; 
And,  as  the  world  were  now  but  to  begin. 
Antiquity  forgot,  custom  not  known, 
The  ratifiers  and  props  of  every  word. 
They  cry,  Choose  W'  ;  Laertes  shall  btf  king  ! 
Caps,  hands,  and   tongues,   applaud  it  to  the 
Laertes  shall  he  king,  Lwrt.s  king  '■       [clouds, 
Queen.  How  cheerfully  on  the  false  trail|| 
they  cry ! 
0,  this  is  countcr,1T  you  false  Danish  dogs. 
King.  The  doors  are  broke.     [^Noise  within. 
Filter  Laertes,  armed ;  T).\sf.s  following. 
Laer.  Where  is  this  king  ? — Sirs,  stand  you 

all  without. 
Dan.  No,  let's  come  in. 
La-er.  I  pray  you,  give  me  leave. 
Dan.  We  will,  we  will. 

[  They  retire  without  the  door 
Laer.  I  thank  you: — keep  the  door 
vile  king, 
Give  me  my  father. 

Queen.  Calmly,  good  Laertes. 
Laer.  That  drop  of  blood,  that's  calm,  pro- 
claims me  bastard ; 
Cries,  cuckold  to  my  father;  brands  the  harlot 
Even  here,  between  the  chaste  unsmirched'* 
Of  my  true  mother.  [brow 

King.  What  is  the  cause,  Laertes, 
That  thy  rebellion  looks  so  giant-like  ? — 
Let  him  go,  Gertrude  ;  do  not  fear  our  person; 
There's  such  divinity  doth  hedge  a  king. 
That  treason  can  but  peep  to  what  it  would, 
Acts  little  of  his  will — Tell  me.  Laertes, 
Whjr  thou  art  thus  incens'd  ;  -Let  him  go,  Ger- 
Speak,  man,  [trude  ;  — 

Laer.  Where  is  my  father  ? 
King.  Dead. 


1  dare  danu;ation:  To  this  point  1  .stand, — 
That  both  the  worlds  I  give  to  negligence. 
Let  come  what  comes  ;  only  Fll  be  reveng'd 
Most  thoroughly  tor  my  father. 

King.  Who  shall  stay  you? 

Laer.  My  will,  not  all  the  world's: 
.\nd,  for  my  means,  I'll  husband  them  so  well, 
riiey  shall  go  far  with  little. 

King    Good  Laertes, 
If  you  desire  to  know  the  certainty    [revenge, 
Of  your  dear  father's  death,   is't  writ  in  your 
That,  sweepstake,  you  will  draw   both  friend 
Winner  and  loser  ?  [andfoe^ 

Laer.  None  but  his  enemies. 

King.  Will  you  know  them  then? 

Laer.  To  his  good  friends  thus  v.idel'll  ope 
my  arms ; 
And,  like  the  kind  life-rend'ring  pelican, 
Repast  tlfem  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why,  now  you  speak 
Like  a  good  child,  and  a  true  gentleman. 
That  I  am  guiltless  of  your  father's  death, 
And  am  most  sensibly  in  grief  for  it. 
It  shall  as  level  to  your  judgement  pear,* 
As  day  does  to  your  eye 

Danes.  [iyithin.~\  Lether  come  in. 

La'.r.  How  now  !  what  noise  is  that  ? 

Enter  Ophelia,  fantasticaUi/  dressed  vith 

Straws  and  Flowers. 

0  heat,  dry  up  my  brains !  tears  seven  times 

salt, 
Burn  out  the  sense  and  virtue  of  mine  eye  !— 
By  heaven,  thy   madness  shall  be  paid  with 

weight. 
Till  our  scale  turn  the  beam.     O  rose  of  May  .' 
Dear  maid,  kind  sister,  sweet  Ophelia  ! 
O  heavens  !  is't  possible,  a  young  maid's  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  an  old  man's  life  ? 
Nature  is  finet  in  love  :  and,  where  'tis  fine, 
It  sends  some  precious  instance  of  itself 
After  the  thing  it  loves. 

Oph.   They  bore  him  barefaced  on  the  bier ; 
J-lcji  no  nonny,  nonny  hey  nonny  : 
And  in  his  grave  raind  many  a  tear;  — 
Fare  you  well,  my  dove  ! 
Laer.  Hadst  thou  thy  wits,   and  didst  per- 
suade revenge,   • 
Othou  It  could  not  move  thus. 

Ojih.  You  must  sing,  Down-a-down,  <tn  yon 
call  him,  a-doirn  a.  O,  how  the  wheelt  becomes 
it !  It  is  the  false  steward,  that  stole  his  mas^ 
ter's  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing's  more  than  matter. 
Op/;.  There's  rosemary,  that's  for  remem- 
brance; ))ray  you, love,  remember:  and  there 
is  pansies,  that's  for  thoughts. 

Laer.  A  document  in  madness;  thoughts  and 
remembrance  fitted. 

Oph.  There's  fennel  for  you,  and  colum- 
bines : — there's  rue  for  you  ;  and  here's  some 
forme: — we  may  call  it,  herb  of  grace  o'Sun- 
days  : — you  may  wear  your  rue  with  a  differ- 
ence.§ — There's  a  daisy  : — I  would  give  yoii 
some  violets  ;  but  they  withered  all,  when  my 
father  died: — They  say,  he  made  a  good 
end, 


*  Without  judgment.        t  Privately.        f  Guards- 

§  Bounds.  II  Scent. 

^  Hounds   run  counter  when   they  trace  the  scent 
Barkwards.  '^*  Clgan,  undefiied. 


*  Appear.  t  Artful.  J  The  burden. 

5  /.  e.  By  its  Sunday  name,  "  herb  of  grace ;''  mine 
i^  merely  truev  t.  r,  sprrow. 
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1  r.  r-    •.  ~j;  »««,•/. II  matter.  These  frood  fellows  will  bring  thee  where 

For  bonny  sweet  Robm  is  all  ^yj^'y'-.^^^  Yam.  Rosencmntz  a^^rf  Guildenstern/toW  their 

Laer.  Thought*  and  affliction,  passion,  hell 


[Sings. 


itself, 
She  turns  to  favour,  and  to  prettiness 
Oph.  And  will  he  not  come  again? 
And  will h-not  come  again  ? 
No,  no,  he  is  dead. 
Go  to  thy  death-bed. 
He  never  icill  com   again. 
His  beard  was  as  white  as  snow. 
All  flaxen  ivas  his  poll : 
He  is  gone,  he  is  gone, 
And  wc  cast  away  moan, 
Cod  'a  mercy  on  his  soul  '■  ,      „    , 

And  of  all  Christian  souls !  1  pray  God.     God 

Laer.  Do  you  see  this,  O  God  ? 

King.   Laertes,  I  must  commuue  with  your 

Or  you^denV  me  right.  Go  but  apart,  [will. 
Make  choice  of  whom  your  wisest  friends  you 
And  they  shall  hear  and  judge  'twixt  you  and 
If  bv  direct  or  by  collateral  hand  ime  . 

They  find  us  touch'd,  we  will   our  kingdom 

give,  „ 

Our  crown,  our  life,  and  all  that  we  cails  ours. 
To  you  in  satisfaction  ;  but,  if  not, 
Be  you  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us 
And  we  shall  jointly  labour  with  your  soul 
To  give  it  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  be  so; 
His  means  of  death,  his  obscure  funeral,— 
No  trophy,  sword,  nor  hatchment,  o  er  his 

bones. 
No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  ostentation,— 
Cry  to  be  heard,  as'twere  from  heaven  to  earth, 
That  I  must  call't  in  question. 

King.  So  you  shall ; 
And  where  the  offence  is,  let  the  great  axe  fal. 
I  pray  you,  go  with  me.  \_Lxeunt. 

SCENE  VL— Another  Room  in  the  same. 
Enter  Horatio,  and  a  Servant, 

Hor.  What  are  they,  that  would  speak  with 
me? 

Serv.  Sailors,  Sir ; 
They  say,  they  have  letters  for  you. 

Hor.    Let  them  come  in.—  lExit  Servant. 
I  do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  Avorld 
I  should  be  greeted,  if  not  from  lord  Hamlet. 

Enter  Sailors. 

1  Sail.  God  bless  you,  Sir. 

Hor   Let  him  bless  thee  too.  ^ 

I  Sail.  Heshall.  Sir,antpleasehim.  There  s 
a  letter  for  you,  Sir ;  it  comes  from  the  amhas- 
sador  that  was  bound  for  England;  if  your 
name  be  Horatio,  as  1  am  let  to  know  it  is. 

Hor  IReads.']  nomtio,  when  thoa  altalt  fiavr 
overlooked  this,  give  these  fdhws  some  means  to 
theking;  they  have  letter -for  him.  tre  w  were 
two  days  old  at  sea,  n  pirate  of  very  ivarlike  ap- 
pointment gave  us  cha<e  :  Finding  ourselves  too 
slow  of  sail,  we  put  on  a  compdled  valour ;  andin 
the  grapple  I  boarded  thnn  :  on  Ih .  instant,  ttiey 
eot  clear  of  oar  ship ;  so  I  alone  became  their  pri- 
soner. They  have  dealt  with  m  ,  likt  thieves  oj 
mercy;  but  they  knew  what  they  did;  I  am  to  do 
a  good  turnfor  them.  Let  the  king  have  tlie  let- 
ters Jhavrsent;  and  rrpair  thou  torn,  with  as 
much  haste  as  thou  ivouldst  fly  death.  I  have 
words  to  speak  in  thine  ear,  will  make  thee  dumb; 
yetarctheij  much  too  light  for  the  bon  of  the 

*  MCelancholy. 


course  for  England:  of  them  J  have  much  to  tell 
thee.     Fartwell. 

He  that  thou  knoivest thine,  Hamlet. 
Come,  1  will  give  you  way  for  these    your 

letters ; 
And  do't  the  speedier,  thatyou  may  direct  me 
To  him  fromwhom  you  brought  them. 

[_Exeunt. 


SCENE  Vn. — Another  Room  in  the  same- 
Enter  King  and  Laertes. 
King.  No  must  your  conscience  ray  acquit- 
tance seal. 
And  you  must  put  me  in  you  heart  for  friend; 
Sith*  you  have  heard,  and  with  a  knowing  ear, 
That  he,  which  hath  your  noble  father  slain, 
Pursu'd  my  life. 

Laer.  It  well  appears : — But  tell  me, 
Why  you  proceeded  not  against  these  feats, 
So  crimeiul  and  so  capital  in  nature. 
As  by  your  safety,  greatness,  wisdom,  all  things 

else, 
You  mainly  were  stirr'd  up. 

King-  O,  for  two  special  reasons ;  [new'd,t 
Which  may  to  you,  perhaps,  seem  much  unsi- 
But  yet  to  me  they  are  strong.     The  queen  his 

mother,    . 
Lives  almost  by  his  looks  ;  and  for  myself, 
(My  virtue,  or  my  plague,  be  it  either  which,) 
She  is  so  conjunctive  to  ray  life  and  soul. 
That,  as  the  star  moves  not  but  in  his  sphere, 
1  could  not  but  by  her.    The  other  motive, 
Why  to  a  public  count  I  might  not  go, 
Is,  the  great  iovethe  general  gendert  hear  him: 
Who,  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affection, 
Work  like   the  spring^  that  turneth  wood  to 
stone,  [arrows, 

Converts  his  gyves|l  to  graces;  so  that  ray 
Too  slightly  timber'd  for  so  loud  a  wind, 
Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 
And  not  where  I  had  aim'd  them. 

Laer.  And  so  have  I  a  noble  father  lost ; 
A  sister  driven  into  desperate  terms  ; 
Whose  worth,  if  praises  may  go  back  again, 
Stood  challenger  on  mount  of  all  the  age 
For  her   perfections :— But  my  revenge   will 
come. 
King.  Break  not  your  sleeps  for  that :  you 
must  not  think. 
That  we  are  made  of  stuff  so  flat  and  dull. 
That  we  can  let  our  beard  be  shook  with  dan- 
ger, [more : 
And  think  it  pastime.    You  shortly  shall  hear 
I  loved  your  father,  and  we  love  ourself ; 
And  that,  I  hope,  will  teach  you  to  imagine,— 
How  now  ?  what  news  ? 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess.  Letters,  my  lord,  from  Hamlet : 
This  to  your  majesty  ;  tliis  to  the  queen. 

King.  From  Hamlet !  who  brought  them  ? 

Mess.  Sailors,  my  lord,  they  say  :  I  saw  them 
not :  [them 

They  were  given  me  by  Claudio,  he  receiv'd 
Of  him  that  brought  them. 

King.  Laertes,  you  shall  hear  them:  — 
Leave  us.  \^Exit  Messenger. 

[Reads.]  High  and  mighty,  you  shall  know, 
I  am  set  naked  on  your  kingdom.  To-morrow 
shall  I  beg  leave  to  see  your  kingly  eyes :  when  I 
shall,  first  asking  your  pardon  thereunto,  recount 

*  Since.  t  Deprived  of  strengib, 

+  Common  people, 
6  Petrifvinffsprinps  are  common  in  m«ny  parts  ot 
England.      ^  H  fetters. 
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the  occasion  of  my  sudden  and  more  strange  re- 
turn. Hamlet. 


What  should  this  mean  !  Are  all  the  rest  come 

back  ? 
Or  is  it  some  abuse,  and  no  such  thing  ? 
Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  ? 
King,  'tis  Hamlet's  charter.     Naked, — 
And  in  a  postscript  here,  he  says,  alone  : 
Can  you  advise  nie  ? 
Laer.  1  am  lost  in  it,  my  lord.    But  let  him 
come  : 
It  warms  the  very  sickness  in  my  heart. 
That  I  shall  live  and  tell  him  in  his  teeth, 
Thtis  diddest  thou. 

King.  If  it  be  so,  Laertes, 
As  how  should  it  be  so  ?  how  otherwise  ? 
Will  you  be  rul'd  by  me  ? 

Laer^  Ay,  ray  lord ; 
So  you  will  noto'errule  me  to  a  peace. 

King.  To  thine  own  peace.     If  he  be  now 
return'd, — 
As  checking*  at  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  undertake  it, — I  will  vvork  him 
To  an  exploit,  now  ripe  in  my  device, 
Under  the  which  he  shall  not  choose  but  fall ; 
And  for  his  death   no  wind  of    blame   shall 
breathe ;  [tice 

But  even  his  mother  shall  uncharge  the  prac- 
And  call  it,  accident. 

Laer.  My  lord,  I  will  be  rul'd; 
The  rather,  if  you  could  devise  it  so, 
That  I  might  be  the  organ. 

King.  It  falls  right.  [much. 

You  have   been   talk'd  of   since  your  travel 
And  that  in  Hamlet^  hearing,  for  a  quality 
Wherein,  they  say,  you  shine :   your  sum  of 

parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  such  envy  from  him, 
As  did  that  one  ;  and  that,  in  my  regard, 
Of  the  unworthiest  siege. t 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  lord  ? 
King.  A  very  ribband  in  the  cap  of  youth, 
Yet  needful  too ;   for  youth  no  less  becomes 
The  light  and  careless  livery  that  it  wears, 
Than   settled  age  his  sables,  and  his   weeds, 
Importing  health  and  graveness. — Two  months 

since, 
Here  was  a  gentleman  of  Normandy, — 
I   have  seen   myself,  and  serv'd  against,  the 
French,  [lant 

And  they  can  well  on  horseback  :   but  this  gal- 
Had   witchcraft  in't;   he  grew  unto  his  seat ; 
And  to  such  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horse, 
As  had  been  incorps'd  and  demi-natur'd 
With  the  brave  beast :   so  far  he   topp'd  my 

thought. 
That  I,  in  forgery  of  shapes  and  tricks, 
Come  short  of  what  he  did. 
Laer.  A  Norman,  was't? 
King.  A  Norman. 
Laer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 
King.  The  very  same. 
Laer.  I  know  him  well,  he  is  the  brooch,! 
indeed, 
And  gem  of  all  the  nation. 

King.  He  made  confession  of  you  : 
And  gave  you  such  a  masterly  report, 
For  art  and  exercise  in  your  defence, § 
And  for  your  rapier  most  especial. 
That  he  cried  out,  'twould  be  a  sight  indeed, 
If   one    could  match  you :  the  scrimers||   of 
their  nation,  [eye, 

He  swore,   had   neither  motion,  guard,  nor 


If  you  oppos'd  them  ;  Sir,  this  report  of  his 
Did  Hamlet  so  envenom  with  his  envy. 
That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  wish  and  beg 
Your  sudden  coming  o'er,  to  play  with  you. 

Now,  out  of  this, 

Laer.  Whatoutof  this,  my  lord? 
King.  Laertes,  was  your  father  dear  to  you  ? 
Or  are  you  like  the  painting  of  a  sorrow, 
A  face  without  a  heart  ? 
Laer.  Why  ask  you  this  ? 
King-  Not  that  1  think,  you   did  not  love 

your  father ; 
But  that  1  know,  love  is  begun  by  time  ; 
And  that  I  see,  in  passages  of  proof,' 
Time  qualifies  the  spark  and  fire  of  it. 
There  lives  within  the  very  flame  of  love 
A  kind  of  wick,  or  snufl',  that  will  abate  it ; 
And  nothing  is  at  a  like  goodness  still  ; 
For  goodness,  growing  to  a  pleurisy, 
Dies  in  his  own  too-much  :  That  we  would  do. 
We  should  do  when  we  would ;  for  this  would 

changes. 
And  hath  abatements  and  delays  as  many, 
As  there  are  tongues,  are  hands,  are  accidents; 
And  then  this  should  is  like  a  spendthrift  sigh, 
That  hurts  by  easing.     But,  to  the  quick  o'the 

ulcer:  [dertake. 

Hamlet  comes  back ;    What  would  you   un» 
To  show  yourself  in  deed  your  father's  son 
More  than  in  words  ? 
Laer.  To  cut  his  throat  i'the  church. 
King.   No   place,    indeed,    should    murder 

sanctuarize  ;  [Laei'tes. 

Revenge  should  have  no  bounds.     But,  good 
Will   you   do  this,  keep   close  within    your 

chamber :  [home  : 

Hamlet,   return'd,   shall  know  you  are  como 
We'll  put  on  those  shall  praise  your  excellence. 
And  set  a  double  varnish  on  the  fame 
The  Frenchmen  gave  you  ;  bring  you,  in  fine, 

together. 
And  wager  o'er  your  heads  :  he,  being  remiss, 
Most  generous,  and  free  from  all  contriving, 
Will  not  peruse  the  foils  ;  so  that,  with  ease, 
Or  with  a  little  shuffling,  you  may  choose 
A  sword  unbated,t  and,  in  a  pass  of  practice,}: 
Requite  him  for  your  father. 

Laer.  1  will  do't: 
And,  for  the  purpose,  I'll  anoint  my  sword. 
1  bought  an  unction  of  a  mountebank, 
So  mortal,  that  but  dip  a  knife  in  it. 
Where  it  draws  blood  no  cataplasm  so  rare, 
Collected  from   all  simples  that  have  virtue 
Under  the  moon,  can  save  the  thing  from  death, 
That  is  but  scratch'd   withal :   I'll  touch  my 

point 
With  this  contagion  ;  that,  if  1  gall  him  slightly, 
It  may  be  death. 

King.  Let's  further  think  of  this  ; 
Weigh,    what    convenience,  both   time  and 

means. 
May  fit  us  to  our  shape:  if  this  should  fail. 
And  that  our  drift  look  through  our  bad  per- 
formance. Lject 
'Twere  better  not  assay'd  ;  therefore  this  pro- 
Should  have  a  back,  or  second,  that  might  hold, 
If  this  should  blast  in  proof.§     Soft; — let  me 

see  : —  [nings.|| — 

We'll  make  a  solemn  wager  on  your  cun» 
I  ha't: 

When  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry, 
(As  make  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end,) 


*  Objecting  to.         t  Place. 
i  Science  of  defence,  i.  c  fencing. 


jl  Ornament. 
il  Fencers. 


*  Daily  experience.        t  Not  blunted  as  foils  are. 

J  Exercise. 

S  As  fire  arms  sometimes  burst  in  proving  tlieir  strength* 

(I  Skill. 
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And  that  he  calls  for  drink,  I'll  have  preferr'd* 

him 
A  chalice  for  the  nonce  ;t  whereon  but  sipping, 
If  he  by  chance  escape  your  venom'd  stuck,! 
Our  purpose  may  hold  there.    But  stay,  what 

noise '! 

Enler  Queen. 
How  now,  sweet  queen  ? 

Q^ueen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another's 

heel,  [Laertes, 

So  fast  they  follow  : — Your  sister's  drown'd, 
Laer.  Drown'd  !  0,  where  ? 
Q^ueen.  There  is  a  willow  grows  ascant  the 

brook, 
That  shows  his  hoar  leaves  in  the  glassy  stream ; 
Therewith  fantastic  garlands  did  she  make 
Of  crow-flowers,    nettles,   daisies,    and   long 

purples,i§ 
That  liberaljl  shepherds  give  a  grosser  name, 
But  our  cold  maids  do  dead  men's  fingers  call 

them  : 
There  on  the  pendant  boughs  her  coronet  weeds 
Clambering  to  hang,  an   envious  sliver  broke  ; 
When  down  her  weedy  trophies,  andheiself. 
Fell  in  the  weeping  brook.  Her  clothes  spread 

wide ; 
And,  mermaid-like,  awhile  they  bore  her  up  : 
Which  time,     she    chanted  snatches    of  old 

tunes : 
As  one  incapable^  of  her  own  distress. 
Or  like  a  creature  native  and  indu'd 
Unto  that  element :  but  long  it  could  not  be, 
Till  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drink, 
PuH'd  the  poor  wretch  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 
Laer-   Alas  then,  she  is  drown'd? 
Queen.  Drown'd,  drown'd. 


good  :  here  stands  the  man  ;  good  :  If  the  man 
go  to  this  water,  and  drown  himself,  it  is,  will 
he,  will  he,  he  goes  ;  mark  you  that  •  but  if  the 
water  come  to  him,  and  drown  him,  he  drowns 
not  himself:  argal,  he,  that  is  not  guilty  of  his 
own  deati),  shortens  not  his  own  life. 
2.  Clo.  But  is  this  law  ? 

1.  Clo.  Av,  marry  is't ;  crowncr's-quest  law. 

2.  Clo.  Will  you  ha'  the  truth  on't:  If  this 
had  not  been  a  gentlewoman,  she  should  have 
been  bmied  out  of  Christian  burial. 

1.  Clo.  ^Vhy,  there  thou  say'st :  And  the 
more  pity  ;  that  great  folks  shall  have  counten- 
ance in  this  world  to  drown  or  hang  them- 
selves, more  than  their  even*  Christian.  Come, 
my  spade.  There  is  no  ancient  gentlemen 
hut  gardeners,  ditcherf,  and  grave-makers ; 
they  hold  up  Adam's  profession. 

2    Clo.  W^as  he  a  gentleman  ? 

1 .  Clo.  He  was  the  first  that  ever  bore  arms. 

2.  Clo.  Why,  he  had  none. 

1.  Clo.  What,  art  a  heathen?  How  dost 
thou  understand  the  scripture  ?  The  scripture 
says,  Adam  digged;  Could  he  dig  without 
arms  ?  I'll  j)ut  another  question  to  thee :  if 
thou  answerest  me  not  to  the  purpose,  confess 
thyself 

2.  Clo.  Go  to. 

1.  Clo.  What  is  he,  that  builds  stronger  than 
either  the  mason,  the  shipwright,  or  the  car- 
penter  ? 

2.  Clo.  The  gallows-maker ;  for  that  frame 
out-livcs  a  thousand  tenants. 

1.  Clo.  I  like  thy  wit  well,  in  good  faith  ; 
the  gallows  does  well  :  But  how  does  it  well  ? 
it  does  well  to  those  that  do  ill  :  now  thou  dost 


ill,  to  say,  the  gallows  is  built  stronger  than  the 
,-         rr^  I      r       i      I     4.  iu  church  ;  argal,  the   gallows  may  do  well  to 

Laer.  Too  much  ot  water  hast  thou,  poor  j,^^^_     io't  ag^iu  ;  come. 


Ophelia, 
And  therefore  I  forbid  my  tears  :     But  yet 
It  is  our  trick  ;  nature  her  custom  holds. 
Let  shame  say  what  it  will :  when  these  are 

gone. 
The  woman  will  be  out,** — Adieu,  my  lord  I 
I  have  a  speech  of  fire,  thatfain  would  blaze. 
But  that  this  folly  drowns  it.  lExil. 

King.  Let's  follow,  Gertrude  : 
How  much  I  had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! 
Now  fear  I,  this  will  give  it  start  again ; 
Therefore,  let's  follow.  lExeuni- 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  L—A  Church-Yard. 
Enter  two  Clowns,  ivith  Spades,  ^^c. 

1  Clo.  Is  she  to  be  buried  in  Christian  burial, 
tbat  wilfully  seeks  her  own  salvation  ? 

2  Clo.  I  tell  thee,  she  is;  therefore  make  her 
grave  straight  :\]  the  crovvner  hath  set  on  her, 
and  finds  it  Christian  burial. 

1  Clo.  How  can  tli;<t  be,  unless  she  drowned 
herself  in  her  OAvn  defence  ? 

2  Clo.  Why 'tis  found  so. 
1  Clo.  It  must  be  se  offendtndo  ;  it  cannot  be'of  easiness 

else.    For  here  lies  the  point:  If  I  drown  my-      Hum.  'Tis  e'en  so:  the  hand  of  little  em 
self  wittingly,  it  argues  an    act :  and  an  act  ployment  hath  the  daintier  sense. 


2.  Clo.  Who  builds  stronger  than  a  mason, 
a  shipwright,  or  a  carpenter  .■* 

1  Clo.  Ay,  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke. t 

2  Clo.  Marry,  now  I  can  tell. 

1  Clo.  ToH. 

2  Clo.  Mass,  I  cannot  tell. 

Enler  Hamlet  and  Horatio,  at  a  distance. 

1  Clo.  Cudgel  thy  brains  no  more  about  ifj 
for  your  dull  ass  will  not  mend  his  pace  with 
beating:  and,  when  you  are  asked  this  ques- 
tion next,  say,  a  grave-maker  ;  the  houses,  that 
he  makes,  last  till  doomsday.  Go,  get  thee 
to  Vaughan,  and  fetch  me  a  stoup  of  liquor. 

^  \_Exit  2  Clown. 

1  Clown  digs,  and  sings. 
In  ynulh,  when  I  did  love,  did  loi'e,^ 

Mdhonght.  itivas  vertj  sweet, 
To  contract,  0,  the  time,  for,  ah,  7>iy  behove 
0,  melhuKght,  there  ivas  nothing  meet. 

Ham.  Hath  this  fellow  no  feeling  of  his  bu- 
siness ?  he  sings  at  grave-making. 
Hor.  Custom  hath  made  it  in  him  a  property 


hath  three  branches ;  ills,  to  act,  to  do,  and 
to  perform  :  argal, tt  she  drowned  herself  wit- 
tingly. 

2  Clo.  Nay,  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

1    Clo.  Give  me  leave.  Here  lies  the  water  ; 


1  Clo.  But  age,  with  his  stealing  steps, 
Hath  clawhl  me  in  his  clutch, 
Andhnth  sliipped  me  into  the  land, 
As  if  J  had  never  ben  such. 

[Throws  up  a  Scull. 


*  Presented-        t  A  cup  for  the  purpose.      J  Thrust.  *  Fellow.  i  Give  over. 

i^  Orchis  morio  mas.        j|  Licentious         V  Insensible,  i     I  The  song  entire  is  printed  in  Percy's  Reliquesof  An- 
**  Tears  will  flow.  tt  In'mediately.  jcient  English  I'oetry,  Vol.  J.  It  was  witten  by  lard 

U  A  blunder  far  er^a.  iVaui. 
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Ham.  ThatscuU  had  a  tongue  in  it,  andj 
could  sing  once  :  How  the  knave  jowls  it  to' 
the  ground,  as  ii  it  were  Cain's  jaw-bone,  that 
did  the  first  murr'er !  This  might  be  the  pate  of 
a  politician,  which  this  ass  noAV  o'er-reaches ; 
one  that  would  circumvent  God,  might  it  not? 

Hor.  It  might,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Or  of  a  courtier;  which  would  say, 
Good  morrow,  sived  lord!  Nowdoat  Ihou,  good 
lord?  This  might  be  my  lord  such-a  one,  that 
praised  my  lord  such-a-one's  horse,  when  he 
meant  to  beg  it ;  might  it  not  ? 

Hor.  Ay,  ray  lord. 

Ham.  Why,  e'en  so  :  and  now  my  lady 
Worm's ;  chapless,  and  knocked  about  the 
mazzard  with  a  sexton's  spade  ;  Here's  line 
revolution,  an  we  had  the  trick  to  see't.  Did 
these  bones  cost  no  more  the  breeding,  but  to 
play  at  loggats*  with  them  ?  mine  ache  to 
think  on't. 

I  Clo-  Apix-a^xe,  and  a  spade,  a  spade,  [Sings. 
For — and  a  shroiiding  sheet : 
0,  a  pit  of  day  for  to  be  made 
For  suck  a  guest  ismict. 

[Throws up  a  scull. 

Ham.  There's  another :  Why  may  not  that 
be  the  scull  of  a  lawyer  ?  Where  be  his  quid- 
ditst  now,  his  quillets,!;  his  cases,  his  tenures, 
and  his  tricks .'  why  does  he  suffer  this  rude 
knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the  sconce§ 
with  a  dirty  shovel,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his 
action  of  battery  ?  Humph  !  This  fellow  might 
bein'stime  a  great  buyer  of  land,  with  his 
statutes,  his  recognizances,  his  fines,  his  double 
vouchers,  his  recoveries :  Is  this  the  fine  of  his 
fines,  and  the  recovery  of  his  recoveries,  to 
have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt  ?  will  his 
vouchers  vouch  him  no  more  of  his  purchases, 
and  double  ones  too,than  the  length  and  breadth 
of  apair  of  indentures  ?  The  very  conveyances 
of  his  lands  will  hardly  lie  in  this  box;  and 
raust  the  inheritor  himself  have  no  more  ?  ha? 

Hor.  Not  a  jot  more,  my  lord. 

Ham.  Is  not  parchment  made  of  sheep-skins? 

Hor.   Ay,  my  lord,  and  of  calves-skins  too. 

Ham.  They  are  sheep,  and  calves  which 
seek  out  assurance  in  that.  I  will  speak  to 
this  fellow: — Whose  grave's  this,  Sirrah  ? 

1  Clo.  Mine,  Sir. — 

O,  a  pit  of  day  for  to  be  made    [Sings. 
For  such  a  guest  is  med. 

Ham.  1  think  it  be  thine,  indeed ;  for  thou 
liest  in't. 

1  Clo.  You  lie  out  on't.  Sir,  and  therefore  it 
is  not  yours :  for  my  part,  I  do  not  lie  in't,  yet 
it  is  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  dost  lie  in't,  to  be  in't,  and  say  it 
is  thine  :  'tis  for  the  dead,  not  for  the  quick ; 
therefore  thou  liest. 

1  Clo.  Tis  a  quick  lie.  Sir:  'twill  away  again 
from  me  to  you. 

Ham.  What  man  dost  thou  digit  for? 

1  Clo.  For  no  man,  Sir. 

Ham.  What  woman,  then  ? 

1  Clo.  For  none  neither. 

Ham.  Who  is  to  be  buried  in't  ? 

1  Clo.  One,  that  was  a  woman,  Sir;  but, 
rest  her  soul,  she's  dead. 

Ham.  How  absolute  the  knave  is  !  we  must 
speak  by  the  card,||  or  equivocation  will  undo 
us.  By  the  Lard,  Horatio,  these  three  years  I 
have  taken  note  of  it ;  the  age  is  grown  so 
picked,^  that  the  toe  of  the  peasant  comes  so 

*  An  ancient  gime  played  bs  qtioits  are  "t  present. 
(  Subtilties.         I  Frivolous  distinctions.     §  Head. 
II  By  the  compass,  or  chart  of  direction. 
If  Sprtice,  affected. 
Vol.  n.  ' 


near  the  heel  of  the  courtier,  he  galls  his 
kibe. — How  long  hast  thou  been  a  grave- 
maker  ? 

1  Clo.  Of  all  the  days  i'the  year,  I  came  to't 
that  day  that  our  last  king  Hamlet  overcame 
Fortinbras. 

Ham.  How  long's  that  since  ? 

1  Clo.  Cannot  you  tell  that  ?  every  fool  can 
tell  that:  It  was  that  very  day  that  young  Ham- 
let was  born :  he  that  is  mad,  and  sent  into 
England. 

Ham.  Ay,  marry,  why  was  he  sent  into  Eng- 
land ? 

1  Clo.  Why,  because  he  %vas  mad  :  he  shall 
recover  his  wits  there ;  or,  if  he  do  not,  'tis  no 
great  matter  there. 

Ham.  Why? 

1  Clo.  'Twillnot  be  seen  in  him  there  ;  there 
the  men  are  as  mad  as  he. 

Ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

1   Clo.  Very  strangely,  they  say. 

Ham.  How  strangely .' 

1  Clo.  'Faith,  e'en  with  losing  his  witf. 

Ham.  Upon  what  ground? 

1  Clo-  Why,  here  in  Denmark  ;  I  havebecB 
sexton  here,  man  and  boy,  thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a  man  tie  i'the  earth 
ere  he  rot? 

1  Clo.  'Faith,  if  he  be  not  rotten  before  he 
die,  (as  we  have  many  pocky  corses  now-a.- 
days,  that  will  scarce  hold  the  laying  in,)  he 
will  last  you  some  eight  year,  or  nine  year:  a 
tanner  will  last  you  nine  year. 

Ham.  Why  he  more  than  another  ? 

1  Clo.  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  so  tanned  with 
his  trade,  that  he  will  keep  out  water  a  great 
while  ;  and  your  water  is  a  sore  decayer  ot 
your  whoreson  dead  body.  Here's  a  scull 
now  hath  lain  you  i'the  earth  three-and  twenty 
years. 

Ham.  Whose  was  it? 

1  Clo.  A  whoreson  mad  fellow's  it  was; 
Whose  do  you  think  it  was  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I  know  not. 

I  Clo.  A  pestilence  on  him  for  a  mad  rogue  I 
he  poured  a  flagon  of  Rhenish  on  my  head 
once.  This  same  scull,  Sir,  was  Yorick's 
scull,  the  king's  jester. 

Ham.  This  1  ITakes  the  Scull 

1  Clo.  E'en  that. 

Ham.  Alas  !  poor  Yorick  ! — I  knew  him, 
Horatio  ;  a  fellow  of  infinite  jest,  of  most  ex- 
cellent fancy :  he  hath  borne  me  on  his  back  a 
thousand  times  ;  and  now,  how  abhorred  in  ray 
imagination  it  is!  my  gorge  ri.ses  at  it.  Here 
hung  those  lips,  that  I  have  kissed  I  know  not 
how  oft.  Where  be  your  gibes  now?  your 
gambols?  your  songs?  your  flashes  of  merri- 
ment, that  were  w^ont  to  set  the  table  on_  a 
roar  ?  Not  one  now,  to  mock  your  own  grin- 
ning ?  quite  chap-fallen  ?  Now'  get  you  to  my 
lady's  chamber,  and  tell  her,  let  her  paint  an 
inch  thick,  to  this  favour*  she  must  come  ; 
mahe  her  laugh  at  that.— Fr'ythee,  Horatio, 
tell  me  one  thing. 

Hor.  What's  that,  my  lord  ? 

Ham.  Dost  thou  think,  Alexander  lookeil 
o'this  fashion  i'the  earth  ? 

Hor.  Even  so. 

Ham-  And  smelt  so  ?  pah  ! 

[Throios  down  the  ScuU 

Hor.  E'en  so,  my  lord. 

fj'ff//;.  To  what  base  uses  we  may  return, 
Horatio  !  Why  may  not  imagination  trace  the 
noble  dust  of  Alexander,  till  he  find  it  stopping 
abunghole  ? 

*  Countenance,  complpi'p"- 
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Hor.  'Tvrere  to  consider  too  curiously,  to 
consider  so. 

Ham.  No,  faitli,  not  a.jot ;  butto  follow  him 
thither  with  modesty  enough,  and  likelihood 
to  lead  it :  As  thus;  Alexander  died,  Alexan- 
der was  buried,  Alexander  returneth  to  dust; 
the  dust  is  eartii ;   of  earth  we   make  loam ; 
And  why  of  (hat  loam,  whereto  he  was  con- 
verted, might  tliey  not  stop  a  beer-barrel  ? 
Imperious*  Cesar,  dead,  and  turn'd  to  clay, 
Might  stop  a  hole  to  keep  the  wind  away  : 
O,  that  the  earth,  which  kept  the  world  in 
awe,  [flaw  !t 

Should  patch  a  wall  to  expel  the  winter's 
But  soft!  but  soft!  aside  : — Here  comes  the 

king. 

£7z<er  Priests,  4'C-  in  Procession ;  the  Corpse  of 

Ophelia  :  Laertes,  and  Mouriiers  following ; 

King,  Queen,  their  Trains,  fyc. 

The  queen,  the    courtiers :  Who  is  this  they 

follow?  [token, 

And  with  such  maimed  rifcs  It  This  doth  be 

The  corse,  they   follow,  did  with  desperate 

hand 
Fordo§  its  own  life.  'Twas  of  some  estate  :|| 
Couch  We  awhile,  and  mark. 

[Retiring  with  Horatio. 
Laer-  What  ceremony  else  'f 
Ham.  That  is  Laertes, 
A  very  noble  youth :  Mark. 
Laer.  What  ceremony  else  ? 
1  Priest-  Her  obsequies  have  been  as  far  en^ 
larg'd  [ful : 

As  we  have  warranty :  Her  death  was  doubt- 
And,  but  that  great  command  o'ersways  the 

order, 
She  sh6uld  in  ground  unsanctified  have  lodg'd. 
Till  the  last  trumpet ;  for  charitable  prayers, 
Shards,1[  flints,  and  pebbles,  should  be  thrown 

on  her, 
Yet  here  she  is  allow'd  her  virgin  crants,* ' 
Her  maiden  strewments,   and  the    bringing 

home 
Of  bell  and  burial. 

Laer.  Mast  there  be  no  more  done  r 
1  Priest.  No  more  be  done ! 
We  should  profane  the  service  of  the  dead, 
To  sing  a  requiein,\\  and  such  rest  to  her 
As  to  peace-parted  souls. 

Laer.  Lay  her  i'the  earth ; — 
And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flesh, 
May  voilets    spring  ! — I    tell   thee,    churlish 

priest, 
A  minist'ringangel  shall  my  sister  be, 
When  thou  liest  howling. 

Ham.  What,  the  fair  Ophelia  ! 

Qween.  Sweets  to  the  sweet:  Farewell! 

[Scattering  Flowers. 

Ihop'd,  thou  shouldst  have  been  my  Hamlet's 

wife ;  [maid 

I  thought,  thy  bride-bed  to  have  deck'd,  sweet 

And  not  have  strew'd  thy  grave. 

Laer.  O,  treble  W'oe 
Fall  ten  times  treble  on  that  cursed  head, 
Whose  wicked  deed  thy  most  ingenious  sense 
Depriv'd  thee  of :— Hold  off  the  earth  awhile, 
Till  I  have  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms  : 
[Leaps  into  the  Grave. 
Now  pile   your  dust  upon  the   quicktt    and 

dead  ; 
Till  of  this  flat  a  mountain  you  have  made 
To  o'ertop  old  Pelion,  or  the  skyish  head 
Of  blue  Olympus. 

*  Iropertal.        t  Blast.       |  Imperfect  obsequies, 
5  Undo,  destroy.  ||  High  rank.  IT  Broken  pots,  or  tiles. 
•*  (rarfends.       ft  A  nrass  for  the  dead.      ji  liviBg. 


Ham.  [Advancing.']  What  is  be,  whose  grief 
Bears  such  an    emphasis?    whose   phrase   c^ 
sorrow  [stand 

Conjures  the  wand'ring  stars,  and  makes  them 
Like  wonder-wounded  hearers?  this  is  1, 
Hamlet  the  Dane.  [Leaps  into  the  Grave 

Laer.  The  devil  take  thy  soul ! 

[Grappling  with  him. 

Hum.  Thou  pray'st  not  well. 
I  pr'ythee,  take  thy  fingers  from  my  throat ; 
For,  though  I  am  not  splenetive  and  rash. 
Yet  have  I  in  me  something  dangerous, 
Which  let  thy  wisdom  fear-:  Hold  oflT  thy  hand. 

King.  Pluck  them  asunder. 

Queen,  Hamlet,  Hamlet! 

All.  Gentlemen, 

Hor.  Good  my  lord,  be  quiet. 

[The  Attendants  part  them,  and  they  come  out 
of  the  Grave. 

Ham.  Why,  1  will  fight  with  him  upon  this 
theme, 
Until  my  eye-lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  0  my  son  !  what  theme? 

Ham.  1  lov'd  Ophelia;  forty  thousand  bro- 
thers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love. 
Make  up  my  snm. — What  wilt  thou  do  forher ' 

King.  O,  he  is  mad,  Laertes. 

Queen.  For  love  of  God,  forbear  him. 

Ham.  'Zounds,  show  me  what  thou'lt  do : 
Woul't  weep.'  woul't  fight  ?  woul't  fast  ?  woult 

tear  thyself  ? 
Woul't  drink  up  Esil  ?*  eat  a  crocodile  ? 
I'll  do't — Dost  thou  come  here  to  whine  .^ 
To  outface  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 
Be  buried  quick  with  her,  and  so  will  I : 
And,  if  thon  prate  of  mountains, let  them  throv/ 
Millions  of  acres  on  us  ;  till  our  ground, 
Singeing  his  pate  against  the  burning  zone, 
Make  Ossa  like  a  wart !  Nay,  an  thou'lt  mouth, 
ill  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  mere  madness: 
And  thus  awhile  the  fit  will  work  on  him ; 
Anon,  as  patient  as  the  female  dove. 
When  that  her  golden  couplets  are  disclos'd.t 
His  silence  will  sit  drooping. 

Hain.  Hear  you.  Sir  ; 
What  is  the  reason  that  you  use  me  thus? 
I  lov'd  you  ever :  But  it  is  no  matter : 
Let  Hercules  himself  do  what  he  may, 
The  cat  will  mew,  and  dog  will  have  his  day. 

[Exit. 

King.  I  pray  thee,  good  Horatio,  wait  upon 

him. —  [Exit  Horatio. 

Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  last  night'.s 

speech ;  [  To  Laertes. 

We'll  put  the  matter  to  the  present  push. — 

Good  Gertrude,  set  some   watch  over  your 

son  — 
This  grave  shall  have  a  living  monument : 
An  hour  of  quiet  shortly  shall  we  see; 
Till  then,  in  patience  our  proceeding  be. 

[Exei(nt. 
SCENE  U—A  Hall  in  the  Gastlc. 

£n<cr  HamleT  and  Horatio. 
Ham.  So  much  for  this.  Sir:  now  shall  you 
see  the  other  ;  — 
You  do  remember  all  the  circumstance? 
Hor.  Remember  it,  my  lord  ! 
Ham.  Sir,  in  my  heart  there  was  a  kind  of 
fighting. 
That  would  not  let  me  sleep  :  methought,  Hay 

*  Eistl  IS  vinegar;  but  Mr.  Stevens  conjectures  the 
word  should  be  treitel.  a  river  which  falls  into  the  Bal- 
tic ocean,  t  Hatch?'!. 
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They  are  not  near  my  conscience  ;  their  defeat 
Does  by  their  own  insinuation  grow: 
'Tis  dangerous,  when  the  baser  nature  comes 
Between  the  pass  and  fell  incensed  points 
Of  mighty  opposites. 

Hor.  Why,  what  a  king  is  this ! 

Hani.  Does  it  not,  think  thee,  stand  me  now 
upon  ? 
He  that  hatli  kill'd  ray  king,  and  whor'd  my 

mother, 
Popp'd  in  between  the  election  and  my  hopes; 
Tiirown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life. 
And  with  such  cozenage  ;  is't  not  perfect  con- 
science. 
To  quit**  him  with  this  arm  ?  and  is't  not  to  bo 

damn'd, 
To  let  this  canker  of  our  nature  come 
In  further  evil  ? 

Hor.  It  must  be  shortly  known  to  him  from 
England, 
What  is  the  issue  of  the  business  there. 

Ham.  It  will  be  short :  the  interim  is  mines 
And  a  man's  life  no  more  than  to  say,  one. 
But  I  am  ver}^  sorry,  good  Horatio, 
That  to  Laertes  1  forgot  myself; 
For,  by  the  image  of  my  cause,  I  see 
The  portraiture  of  his :  I'll  countt  his  favours '. 
But,  sure,  the  br-avcry  of  his  grief  did  put  mo 
Into  a  towering  passion. 

Hor.  Peace  ;  who  comes  here  ? 
Enter  Osric. 

Osr.  Your  lordship  is  right  welcome  back  to 
Denmark. 

Ham.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir.— Dost  know 
this  waterfly  r); 

Hor.  No,  my  good  lord. 

Ham.  Thy  state  is  the  more  gracious ;  for 
'tis  a  vice  to  know  him :  He  hath  much  land, 
and  fertile  ;  let  a  beast  be  lord  of  beasts,  and 
his  crib  shall  stand  at  the  king's  mess:  'Tis  a 
chough  ;^  but,  as  I  say,  spacious  in  the  pos- 
session of  dirt. 

0.sr.  Sweet  lord,  if  your  lordship  were  at 
leisure,  I  should  impart  a  thing  to  you  from  hi'3 
majesty. 

Ham.  I  will  receive  it.  Sir,  with  all  diligence 
of  spirit :  Your  bonnet  to  its  right  use  ;  'tis  for 
the  head. 

Osr.  I  thank  your  lordship,  'tis  very  hot, 

Ha7n.  No,  believe  me,  'tis  very  cold ;  the 
wind  is  northerl}''. 

Osr.  It  is  indifferent  cold,  my  lord,  indeed. 

Ham.  But  yet,  methinks,  it  is  very  sultry 
and  hot ;  or  my  complexion 

Osr.  Exceedingly,  my  lord;  it  is  very  sul- 
try,— as  'twere,— I  cannot  tell  how — My  lord, 
his  majesty  bade  me  signify  to  you,  that  he  har. 
laid  a  great  wager  on  your  head :  Sir,  this  is 
the  matter, — 

Ham.  I  beseech  you,  remember 

[Hamlet  7noves  tini  to  put  onhis  Hat. 

Osr.  Nay,  good  my  lord ;  for  my  ease,  in 
good  faith. 11  Sir,  here  is  newly  come  to  court, 
Laertes:  believe  me,  an  absolute  gentleman, 
full  of  most  excellent  differences,!!  of  very  soft 
society,  and  great  showing;  Indeed,  to  speak 
feelingly  of  him,  he  is  the  card'*  or  calendar 
of  gently,  for  you  shall  find  in  him  the  conti- 
nenttt  of  what  part  a  gentleman  would  see. 

Ham.  Sir,  this  definement  suffers  no  perdi- 
tion in  you  ;~though,  I  know,  to  divide  him 

*  Requite.  t  For  count  sorno  Editors  read  court, 

ii  Wuter-fiks.irc  gmts.  ^  A  bird  like  a  jackdaw. 

II  Ttje  fitiVcted  phrase  of  the  lime- 
Before,  it  Sutesucn.    tt  Anmeof  caiiiiect-on.j':  Dittii'Eui-oii'g  excellencies.        **  Compass  or  chart. 
5^  CCnfesjjnj.    !|||  Cop:-.  ^•'^  I'ollowiii-.  i  1t  Xhe  cyjntry  and  pcttorn  far  imrtuTinn 


Worse  than  the  mutines*    in   the    bilboes. t 

Rashly, 
And  prais'd  be  rashness  for  it, — Let  us  know, 
Our  indiscretion  sometimes  serves  us  well, 
When  our  deep  plots  do  pall :{  and  that  should 

teach  us, 
There's  a  divinity  that  shapes  our  ends, 
Rough-hew  them  how  we  will. 
Hor.  That  is  most  certain. 
Ham.  Up  from  ray  cabin, 
My  sea-gown  scarf'd  about  me,  in  the  dark 
Grop'd  I  to  find  out  them  :  had  my  desire ; 
Finger'd  their  packet;  and, in  fine,  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again  :  making  so  bold, 
My  fears  forgetting  manners  to  unseal 
Their  grand  commission ;  where  1  found,  Ho- 
ratio, 
A  royal  knavery  ;  an  exact  command, — 
Larded}  with  many  several  sorts  of  reasons. 
Importing  Denmark's  health,  and  England's 

too, 
With,  ho  !  such  bugs|l  and  goblins  in  my  life,— 
That,  on  the  supervise,1I  no  leisure  bated, 
No,  not  to  stay  the  grinding  of  the  axe, 
My  head  should  be  struck  off- 
Hor.  Is't  possible  ? 
Ham.  Here's  the  commission ;  read   it 

more  leisure. 
But  wilt  thou  hear  now  how  I  did  pi-oceed? 
Hor.  Ay,  beseech  you. 
Ham.  Being  thus  benetted  round  with  vil- 

lanies, 
Or**^  I  could  make  a  prologue  to  my  brains, 
They  had  begun  the  play ; — I  sat  me  down ; 
Devis'd  a  new  commission  ;  wrote  it  fair  : 
I  once  did  hold  it,  as  our  statiststt  do, 
A  baseness  to  write  fair,  and  labonr'd  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning  ;  but.  Sir,  now 
It  did  me  yeoman's  service  :  Wilt  thou  know 
The  effect  of  what  I  wrote  ? 
Hor.  Ay,  good  my  lord. 
Ham.    An    earnest    conjuration    from    the 

king,— 
As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary  ; 
As  love  between  them  like  the  palm  might 

flourish; 
As  peace  should   still  her  wheaten   garland 

wear. 
And  stand  a  coramatt;  'tween  their  amities; 
And  many  such  like  as's  of  great  charge, — 
That,  on  the  view  and  knowing  of  these  con 

tents. 
Without  debatement  further,  more,  or  less, 
He  should  the  bearers  put  to  sudden  death, 
Not  shriving§§-time  allow'd. 
Hor.  How  was  this  seal'd  ? 
Ham,  Why,  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordi- 

nant ; 
1  had  my  father's  signet  in  my  purse. 
Which  was  the  model|l||  of  that  Danish  seal : 
Folded  the  writ  up  in  form  of  the  other  ; 
Subscrib'd  it;  gave'tthe  impression  ;  plac'd  it 

safely, 
The  challenging  never  known  :  Nov,',  the  next 

day  [quentHU 

Was  our  sea-fight  ;  and  what  to  this  was  se- 
Thou  know'st  already. 
Hor.  So  Guildenstern  and  Rosencrantz  go 

to't. 
Ham.  Why,  man,  they  did  make  love  to  this 

employment ; 


*  Mutineers 
t  I'tUors  and  Handcuffs  brought  from  Bi 

X  Fai!. 
f  (iimished.         ||  Bugbear?.        ?r  Looliing  over. 
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inventorially,  would  dizzy  the  arithmetic  of      Osr.  Shall  I  deliver  you  so? 

memory  ;  and  yet  but  raw  neither,  in  respect      Ham.  To  this  effect,  Sir;  after  what  flourish 

of  his  quick  sail.     But,  in  the  verity  of  extol-  your  nature  will. 


ment,  I  take  him  to  be  a  soul  of  great  article  ; 
and  his  infusion  of  such  dearth  and  rareness,! 
as,  to  make  true  diction  of  him,  his  semblable 
h  his  mirror;  and,  who  else  would  trace  him, 
his  umbrage,  nothing  more.* 

Osr.  Your  lordship  speaks  most  infallibly  of 
biui. 

Ham.  The  concernancy,  Sir  ?  why  do  we 
wrap  the  gentleman  in  our  more  rawer  breath  ? 

Osr.  Sir? 

Hor  Is't  not  possible  to  understand  in  an- 
other tongue  ?     You  will  dot,  Sir,  really. 

Hani.  What  imports  the  nominationt  of  this 
gentleman  ? 

Osr.  Of  Laertes? 

Hor.  His  purse  is  empty  already ;  all  his 
golden  words  are  spent. 

Ham-  Of  him,  Sir. 

Osr.  I  know,  you  are  not  ignorant 

Ham.  I  would,  you  did.  Sir ;  yet,  in  faith, 
if  you  did,  it  would  not  much  approve}  me  ; — 
Well,  Sir. 

Osr.  You  are  not  ignorant  of  what  excel- 
lence Laertes  is 

Ham.  I  dare  not  confess  that,  lest  I  should 
compare  with  him  in  excellence  ;  but,  to  know 
a  man  well,  were  to  know  himself. 

Osr.  I  mean.  Sir,  for  his  weapon  ;  but  in 
the  imputation  laid  on  him  by  them,  in  his 
meed§  he's  unfellowed. 

Ham.  What's  his  weapon  ? 

Osr.  Rapier  and  dagger. 

Ham-  That's  two  of  his  weapons :  but,  well. 

Osr.  The  king.  Sir,  hath  wagered  with  him 
six  Barbary  horses  :  against  the  which  he  has 
impawned, II  as  1  take  it,  six  French  rapiers 
and  poniards,  with  their  assigns,  as  girdle, 
hangers, U  and  so ;  Three  of  the  carriages,  in 
faith,  are  very  dear  to  fancy,  very  responsive 
to  the  hilts,  most  delicate  carriages,  and  of 
very  liberal  conceit. 

Ham.  What  call  you  the  carriages  ? 

Hor.  1  knew,  you  must  be  edified  by  the 
margent,''*  ere  you  had  done. 

Osr.  The  carriages,  Sir,  are  the  hangers. 

Ham.  The  phrase  would  be  more  germantt 
to  the  matter,  if  we  could  carry  a  cannon  by 
our  sides  ;  1  would,  it  might  be  hangers  till 
then.  But,  on :  Six  Barbary  horses  against 
tix  French  swords,  their  assigns,  and  three  li- 
beral conceited  carriages ;  that's  the  French 
bet  against  the  Danish  :  Why  is  this  impawu- 
ed,  as  you  call  it? 

Osr.  The  king.  Sir,  hath  laid,  that  in  a  doz- 
en passes  between  yourself  and  him,  he  shall 
not  exceed  you  three  hits  ;  he  hath  laid,  on 
twelve  for  nine  ;  and  it  would  come  to  im- 
mediate trial,  if  your  lordship  would  vouch- 
safe the  answer. 

Ham.  How,  if  I  answer,  no  ? 

Osr.  I  mean,  my  lord,  the  opposition  of 
your  person  in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir,  I  will  walk  here  in  the  hall :  If  it 
please  his  majesty,  it  is  the  breathing  time  of 
day  with  me  :  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  gen- 
tleman willing,  and  the  king  bold  his  purpose, 
I  will  win  for  him,  if  I  can  ;  if  not,  I  will  gain 
nothing  but  my  shame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

*  This  speech  is  a  ridicule  of  the  court  jargon  of  that 
time.  t  Mentioning.  {  Utcommend. 

§  Praise.  ||  Imponed,  put  down,  staked. 

V  That  part  of  the  belt  by  which  the  sword  was  sus- 
\  pended.  **  Margin  of  a  book  which  contains  explan- 
atory notes.  tt  A-kiD. 


O-'ir.  I  commend  my  duty  to  your  lordship. 

lExit. 

Ham.  Yours,  yours. — He  does  well  to  com- 
mend it  himself;  there  are  no  tongues  else 
for's  turn. 

Hor.  This  lapwing*  runs  away  %vith  the 
shell  on  his  head. 

Ham.  He  did  complyt  with  his  dug,  before 
he  sucked  it.  f  hus  has  he  (and  many  more 
of  the  same  breed,  that,  I  know,  the  drossy} 
age  dotes  on,)  only  got  the  tune  of  the  time, 
and  outward  habit  of  encounter;  a  kind  of 
yesty§  collection,  which  carries  them  through 
and  through  the  most  fond||  and  winnowed 
opinions  ;  and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial, 
the  bubbles  are  out. 

Enter  a  Lord. 

Lord.  My  lord,  his  majesty  commended  him 
to  you  by  young  Osric,  who  brings  back  to 
him,  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall:  He 
sends  to  know,  if  your  pleasure  hold  to  play 
with  Laertes,  or  that  you  Avill  take  longer 
time. 

Ham.  I  am  constant  to  my  purposes,  they 
follow  the  king's  pleasure  :  if  his  fitness  speaks, 
mine  is  ready;  now ,  or  whensoever,  provided 
I  be  so  able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  king,  and  queen,  and  all  are  com- 
ing down. 

Ham.  In  happy  time. 

Lord.  The  queen  desires  you,  to  use  some 
gentle  entertainment  to  Laertes,  before  you 
fall  to  play. 

Ham.  She  will  instruct  me.       {^Exit  Lord. 

Hor.  You  will  lose  this  wager,  my  lord. 

Ham.  I  do  not  think  so  ;  since  he  went  into 
France,  I  have  been  in  continual  practice  ;  I 
shall  win  at  the  odds.  But  thou  wouldst  not 
think,  how  ill  all's  here  about  my  heart :  but 
it  is  no  matter. 

Hor.  Nay,  good  my  lord, 

Ham.  It  is  but  foolery ;  but  it  is  such  a  kind 
of  gain-giving, 11  as  would,  perhaps,  trouble  a 
woman. 

Hor-  If  your  mind  dislike  anything,  obey  it ; 
I  will  forestal**  their  repair  hither,  and  say, 
you  are  not  fit. 

Ham .  Not  a  whit,  we  defy  augury  ;  there  is 
a  special  providence  in  the  fall  of  a  sparrow. 
If  it  be  now,  'tis  not  to  come ;  if  it  be  not  to 
come,  it  will  be  now  ;  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it 
will  come  :  the  readiness  is  all :  Since  no  man, 
of  aught  he  leaves,  knows,  what  is't  to  leave 
betimes  ?    Let  be. 

Enter  King,  Queen,  Laertes,  Lords,  Osric, 
and  Attendants,  with  Foils,  ^'C. 

King.  Come,  Hamlet,  come,  and  take  this 
hand  from  me. 
[The  King  puts  the  Hand  of  Laertes,  iii' 
to  that  o/ Hamlet. 
Ham.  Give  me  your  pardon.  Sir:  I  have 
done  you  wrong ; 
But  pardon  it,  as  you  are  a  gentleman. 
This  presenceit  knows,  and  you  must  needs 

have  heard. 
How  I  am  punisb'd  with  a  sore  distraction. 

*Abirdwhich  runs  about  immediately  as  it  is  hatched, 
t  Compliment-  %  Worthless.  §  Frothy. 

II  For  fond  read/anned  ^  Misgiving. 

**  Prevent.       tt  Ttie  king  and  queen's  presence. 
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What  I  have  done  [tion 

That  might  your  nature,  honour,  and  excei - 
Roughly  awake,  I  here  proclaim  wasraadness- 
Was't  Hamlet  wrong'd  Laertes.  Never,  Ham. 

let: 
If  Hnmlet  from  himself  be  ta'en  away, 
And  when  he's  not  himself,  does  wrong  La- 
ertes, 
Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it. 
Who  does  it  then  .'   His   madness  ?   If's  be  so, 
Hamlet  is  of  the  faction  that  is  wrong'd, 
His  madness  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy. 
Sir,  in  this  audience, 
l/ct  my  disclaiming  from  a  purpos'd  evil 
Free  me  so  far  in  your  most  generous  thoughts, 
That  I  have  shot  my  arrow  o'er  the  house. 
And  hurt  ray  brother. 

Laer.  I  am  satisfied  in  nature, 
Whose  motive,  in  this  case,  should  stir  me  most 
To  my  revenge :  but  in  my  terms  of  honour, 
I  stand  aloof;  and  will  no  reconcilement. 
Till  by  some  elder  masters,  of  known  honour, 
I  have  a  voice  and  precedent  of  peace, 
To  keep  my  name  ungor'd  ;*  But  till  that  time, 
I  do  receive  your  otfer'dlove  like  love, 
And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham.  1  embrace  it  freely  ; 
And  will  this  brother's  wager  frankly  play. — 
Give  us  the  foils  ;  come  on. 

Laer.  Come,  one  for  me. 

Ham.  I'll  be  your  foil,  Laertes  ;  in  mine  ig- 
norance 
Your  skill  shall,  like  a  star  i'the  darkest  night, 
Stick  fiery  off,  indeed. 

Laer.  You  mock  me,  Sir. 

Ham.  No,  by  this  hand. 

King.  Give  them  the  foils,  young  Osric — 
Cousin  Hamlet, 
You  knoAV  the  wager  ? 

Ham.   Very  well,  my  lord  ;  [side. 

Your  grace  hath  laid  the   odds  o'the  weaker 

King.  I  do  not  fear  it :   I   have  seen  you 
both  :— 
But  since  he's  better'd,  we  have  therefore  odds. 

Laer.  This  is  too  heavy,  let  me  see  another. 

Ham.  This  likes  me  well :   These  foils  have 
all  a  length  ?         [  They  prepare  to  play. 

Osr   Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Kijig.  Set  me  the  stoupst  of  wine  upon  that 
table  :— 
If  Hamlet  gives  the  first  or  second  hit, 
Or  quit  in  answer  of  tlie  third  exchange. 
Let  all  the  battlements  their  ordnance  fire  ; 
The  king  shall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath  ; 
And  in  the  cup  an  uniont  shall  he  throw. 
Richer  than  that  which  four  succesive  kings 
In  Denmark's  crown  have  worn  ;  Give  me  the 

cups ; 
And  let  the  kettle  to  the  trumpet  speak. 
The  trumpet  to  the  cannoneer  without,  [earth, 
The  cannons  to  the  heavens,  the  heaven  to 
Now  the  king  drinks  to  Hamlet. — Come,   be- 
Andyou,  the  judges,  bear  awaryeye,  [gin; — 

Ham.  Come  on,  Sir. 

Laer.  Come,  my  lord.  {^Theyplay. 

Ham.  One. 

Laer.  No. 

Ham.  Judgment. 

Osr.  A  hit,  a  very  palpable  hit. 

Laer.  Well, — again. 

King.  Stay,  give   me  drink ;  Hamlet,  this 
pearl  is  thine ; 
Here's  to  thy  health. — Give  him  the  cups. 

[  Trumpets  sound ;  and  Cannon  shot  off  within. 

Ham.  I'll  play  this  bout  first,  set  it  by  awhile. 

•  Unbounded,      t  large  jugs.     X  A  precious  pearl. 


Tome. — Another  hit ;  What  say  you  ? 

[Th^yplay. 
Laer.  A  touch,  a  touch,  I  do  confess. 
King.  Our  son  shall  win. 
Queen.  He's  fat,  and  scant  o'breath. — 
Here,   Hamlet,    take  my  napkin,*    rub    thy 

brows : 
The  queen  carousest  to  thy  fortune,  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  madam, 

King.  Gertrude,  do  not  drink. 

Queen.  I  will,  my  lord;  I  pray  you,  pardon 

me. 
King.  It  is  the  poison'd  cup ;  it  is  too  late. 

[_  Aside. 
Ham.  I  dare  not  drink  yet,  madam  ;  by  and 
Queen.  Come,  let  me  wipe  thy  face.  [by. 
Laer.  My  lord,  I'll  hit  him  now. 
King.  I  do  not  think  it. 
Laer.  And  yet  it  is  almost  against  my  con- 
science. [^Aside. 
Ham.  Come,  for  the  third,  Laertes:  You  do 

but  dally ; 
I  pray  you,  pass  with  your  best  violence  ; 
I  am  afraid,  you  make  a  wantont  of  me. 
Laer.  Say  you  so  ?  come  on.        [  They  play. 
Osr.  Nothing  neither  way. 
Laer    Have  at  you  now. 

[Laertes  ivounds  Hamlet  ;  then,  in  scuf- 
fling, they  change  Rapiers,  and  Hamlet 
wounds  Laertes. 
King.  Part  them,  they  are  incens'd. 
Ham.  Nay,  come  again.     [The  Qv^kv  falls. 
Osr.  Look  to  the  queen  there,  ho  ! 
Hor.  They  bleed  on  both  sides :— How  is  it, 

my  lord  ? 
Osr.  How  is't  Laertes  .' 
Laer.  Why,    as  a  woodcock  to   my  own 
springe,  Osric ; 
I  am  justly  kill'd  with  mine  own  treachery; 
Ham.  How  does  the  queen  ? 
King.  She  swoons  to  seetliem  bleed. 
Queen.  No,  no,  the  drink,  tlie  drink, — O  my 
dear  Hamlet ! 
The  drink,  the  drink  :  I  am  poison'd  !     {_Dies. 
Ham.   O  villainy  ! — Ho  1  let  the  door  be 
lock'd: 
Treachery!   seek  it  out.  [Laertes  falls. 

Laer.   It  is  here,  Hamlet :   Hamlet,  thou  art 
slain  ; 
No  medicine  in  the  world  can  do  thee  good, 
In  thee  there  is  not  half  an  hour's  life  ; 
The  treacherous  instrument  is  in  thv  hand, 
Unbaled,§  and  envenom'd  :   the  fdlil  practice 
Hath  turn'd  itself  on  me  ;  lo,  here  I  lie, 
Never  to  rise  again  :  Thy  mother's  poison'd  ; 
I  can  no  more;  the  king,  the  king's  to  blame. 

Ham.  The  point 
Envenom'd  too!— Then,  venom,  to  thy  work; 
[Stofts  the  King. 
Osr.  Sf-  Lords.  Treason !  treason  ! 
King.  O,  yet  defend  me,  friends,  I  am  but 

hurt. 
Ham.    Here,  thou  incestuous,  murd'rou5, 
damned  Dane, 
Drink  off  this  potion :— Is  the  union  here  ? 
Follow  my  mother.  [King  dies. 

Laer.  He  is  justly  serv'd  ; 
It  is  a  poison  temper"d||  by  himself — 
Exchange  forgiveness  with  me,noble  Hamlet: 
Mine  and  my  iather"s  death  come  not  upon 

thee  ; 
Nor  thine  on  me.  [Dies. 

Ham.  Heaven  make  thee  free  of  it !  I  follow 
thee. 

♦Handkerchief,    f  Drinks  good  luck  to  you.    t  Boy. 
^  The  foil  without  a  button,  aud.poisoned  point-  tlMaea> 
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I  am  dead,  Horatio ; — Wretched  queen,  a- 

dieu! 
You  that  look  pale  and  tremble  at  this  chance, 
That  are  but  mutes  or  audience  to  this  act. 
Had  I  but  time,  (as  this  fell  sergeant,*  death 
Is  strict  in  his  arrest,)  O,  I  could  tell  you, — 
But  let  it  be  : — Horatio,  I  am  dead  ; 
Thou  liv'st;  report  me  and  my  cause  aright 
To  the  unsatisfied. 

Hor.  Never  believe  it ; 
I  am  more  an  antique  Roman  than  a  Dane, 
Here's  yet  some  liquor  left. 

Ham.  As  thoa'rt  a  man, —  [it — 

Give  me  the  cup ;  let  go ;  by  heaven  I'll  nave 

0  God? — Horatio,  what  a  wounded  name. 
Things  standing  thus  unknown,  shall  live  be- 
hind me? 

If  thou  didst  ever  hold  me  in  thy  heart. 
Absent  thee  from  felicity  awhile,  [pain, 

And  in  this  harsh  world  draw  thy  breath  in 
To  tell  my  story, 

[March  afar  off,  and  Shoot  tviihin. 
What  warelike  noise  is  this  ? 

Osr.  Young  Fortinbras,  with  conquest  come 
from  Poland, 
Tc^he  ambassadors  of  England  gives 
Tlw  warlike  volley. 

Ham.  O,  I  die,  Horatio  ;  [rit ; 

The  potent  poison  quite  o'er-crownst  my  spi- 

1  cannot  live  to  hear  the  news  from  England  : 
But  I  do  prophesy  the  election  lights 

On  Fortinbras  ;  he  has  my  dying  voice ;  [less, 
So  tell  him,  with  the  occurrents,t  more  or 
Which  have  solicited,^ — 'The  rest  is  silence. 

[Dies. 
Hor.    Now   cracks  a  noble  heart ; — Good 
night,  sweet  prince ; 
And  flights  of  angels  sing  thee  to  thy  rest ! — 
Why  does  the  drum  come  hither  ? 

[March  ivithin. 
liuter  Fortinbras,  the  English  Ambassadors, 
and  others. 
Fort.  Where  is  this  sight  ? 
Hor.  What  is  it,  you  would  see  ? 
If  aught  of  woe,  or  wonder,  cease  your  search. 
Fort.    This  quarry||    cries  on  havoc  lU — 0 
proud  death  ! 

*  A  sergeant  is  a  sheriff's  officer, 
t  O'ercomes.  J  Incidents.  §  Incited. 

II  Heap  of  di'ad  game. 

V  A  worfl  of  censure  when  more  game  was  destroyed 

than  was  reasonable.  i 


jWhat  feast  is  toward  in  thine  eternal  cell, 
That  thou  so  many  princes,  at  a  shot. 
So  bloodily  hast  struck? 

1  Amb.  The  sight  is  dismal ; 
And  our  affairs  from  England  come  too  late : 
The  ears  are  senseless,  that  should  give  us 

hearing, 
To  tell  him,  liis  commandment  is  fulfill'd. 
That  Rosencrantz  and  Guildenstern  are  dead; 
Where  should  we  have  our  thanks? 

Hor.  Not  from  his  month,* 
Had  it  the  ability  of  life  to  thank  you  ; 
He  never  gave  commandment  for  their  death . 
But  since,  so  jumpt  upon  this  bloody  question, 
You  from   the  Polackt  wars,  and  you  from 

England, 
Are  here  arriv'd ;  give  order  that  these  bodies 
High  on  a  stage  be  placed  to  the  view  : 
And  let  me  speak,  to  the  yet  unknowing  world, 
How  these  things  come  about:  So   shall  you 
Of  carnal,  bloody,  and  unnatural  acts;    [hear 
Of  accidental  judgements,  casual  slaughters; 
Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  forc'd  cause  ; 
.\nd,  in  this  upshot,  purposes  mistook 
Fall'n  on  the  inventors'  heads :  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort.  Let  us  haste  to  hear  it, 
And  call  the  noblest  to  the  audience. 
For  me,  with  sorrow  I  embrace  my  fortune ; 
I  have  some  rights  of  memory  in  this  kingdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  vantage  doth  invite 

me. 
Hor.  Of  that  I  shall  have  also  cause  to  speak, 
And  from  his  mouth  whose  voice  will  draw  oa 

more : 
But  let  this  same  be  presently  perform'd. 
Even  while  men's  minds  are  wild  ;  lest  more 
On  plots  and  errors,  happen.  [mischance 

Fort.  Let  four  captains 
Bear  Hamlet,  like  a  soldier,  to  the  stage; 
For  he  was  likely,  had  he  been  put  on. 
To  have  prov'd  most  royally  :  and,  for  his  pas* 

sage. 
The  soldier's  music,  and  the  rites  of  war. 
Speak  loudly  for  him. — 
Take  up  the  bodies : — Such  a  sight  as  this 
Becomes  the  field,  but  here  shows  much  amis's. 
Go,  bid  the  soldiers  shoot.         [A  dead  mareh. 
[Exeunt,  bearing  off  the  dead  Bodies;  after 

which,  a  Petd  ef  Ordnance  is  shot  off. 


*  I.  e.  The  King's, 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED 


Duke  of  Venice. 

Brabantio,  a  Senator. 

Two  other  Senators. 

Grati.\no,  Brother  to  Brabantio. 

LoDovico,  Kinsman  to  Brabantio 

Othello,  the  Moor. 

Cassio,  his  Lieutenant. 

Iago,  his  Ancient. 

RoDERiGo,  a  Venetian  Gentleman. 

Montano,  Othello's  predecessor  in  the 

vernment  of  Cyprus. 
Clown,  Servant  to  Othello. 


Go 


HeraXd. 

Desdemona,  Daughter  to  Brabantio,  and  Wife 

to  Othello. 
Emilia,  Wife  to  Iago. 
Bianca,  a  Courtezan,  Mistress  to  Cassio. 

Officers,  Gentlemen,  Messengers,  MusicianS;- 
Sailors,  Attendants,  &.c. 

Scene,  for  the  first  Act,  in  Venice  ;  during  the 
rest  of  the  Play,  at  a  Sea-port  in  Cyprus. 


ACT  1. 

SCENE  I. — Venice.— A  Street. 

Enter  RoDERiGO  and  Iago. 

Rod.  Tush,  never  tell  rae,  I  take  it  much 
unkindly. 
That  tiiou,  Iago,— who  hast  had  my  purse  :— 
As  if  the  strings  were  thine,— shouldst  know 
of  this. 
Iago.  'Sblood,  but  you  will  not  hear  me  :— 
If  ever  I  did  dream  of  such  a  matter. 
Abhor  me. 
Rod.  Thou  told'st  me,  thou  didst  hold  him 

in  thy  hate. 
Iago.  Despise  me,  if  I  do  not.     Three  great 
ones  of  the  city. 
In  personal  suit  to  make  me  his  lieutenant, 
Oft  capp'd*  to  him ;— and,  by  the  faith  of  man, 
I  know  niyprice,  I  am  worth  no  worse  a  place : 
But  he,  as  loving  his  own  pride  and  purposes, 
Evades  them,  v/lth  a  bombast  circumstancc,t 
Horribly  stuff'd  with  epithets  of  war  ; 
And,  in  conclusion,  nonsuits 
My  mediators ;  for,  certes,t  says  he, 
I  have  already  chose  my  officer. 
And  what  was  h«  ? 
Forsooth,  a  great  arithmetician, 
One  Michael  Cassio,  a  Florentine, 
A  fellow  almost  damn'd  in  a  fair  wife  :§ 
That  never  set  a  squadron  in  the  field, 
Nor  the  division  of  a  battle  knows 
More  than  a  spinster :    unless  the   bookisli 
theoric,|| 

*  Saluted.         t  Circumlocution.  t  Cortainly. 

5  For  wife  some  read  life,  supposing  it  to  allude  to 
the  denunciation  in  the  Qospel,  ■'  Woe  tJntq  you  when 
ail  men  shall  fpcak  well  of  you,"  |!  Tbepry. 


Wherein  the  toged  consuls*  can  propose 
As  masterly  as  be  :  mere  prattle,  without  prac- 
tice, [election  ? 
[s  all  his  soldiership.  But,  he,  Sir,  had  the 
And  I,— of  whom  his  eyes  had  seen  the  proof, 
At  Rhodes,  at  Cyprus,  and  on  other  grounds, 
Christian  and  heathen, — must  be  be-lee"d  and 

calm'd 
By  debitor  and  creditor,  this  counter-caster;! 
He,  in  good  time,  must  his  lieutenant  be, 
And  I,  (God  bless  the  mark  !)  his  Moorship's 
ancient. 
Rod.  By  heaven.  I  rather  would  have  been 

his  hangman.  \ 

Iago.  But  there's  no  remedy ;  'tis  the  curse 
of  service ; 
Preferment  goes  by  letter,  and  affection. 
Not  by  the  old  gradation,  where  each  second 
Stood  heir  to  the  first.     Now,  Sir,  be  judge 

yourself, 
Whether  I  in  any  just  term  am  affin'dt 
To  love  the  Moor. 

Rod.  I  would  not  follow  him  then. 
Ingo    O,  Sir,  content  yon  ; 
I  follow  him  to  serve  my  turn  upon  him  : 
We  cannot  all  be  masters,  nor  all  masters 
Cannot  be  truly  foUow'd.     You  shall  mark 
Many  a  duteous  and  knee-crooking  knave, 
That,  doting  on  his  own  obsequious  bondage, 
Wears  out  his  time,  much  like  his  master's  ass, 
For  naught  but  provender ;   and,  when  he's 
old,  cashier'd ;  [sire, 

Whip  me  such  honest  knaves :    others  there 
Who,  trimm'd  in  forms  and  visages  of  duty, 
Keep  yet  their  hearts  attending  on  themselves ; 


*  Rulers  of  the  state, 
t  It  was  anciently  the  practice  to  rectoh  up  sums 
with  cp«iitets.  t  Rf  tart?a 
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And,  throwing  but  shows  of  service  on  their 

lords, 
l)o  well  thrive  by  them,  and,  when  they  have 

lin'd  their  coats, 
Do  themselves  homage :  these  fellows  have 

some  soul ; 
And  such  a  one  do  I  profess  myself. 
For,  Sir, 

It  is  as  sure  as  you  are  Roderigo, 
Were  I  the  Moor,  I  would  not  be  lago  : 
In  following  him,  I  follow  but  myself; 


Rod-  Patience,  good  Sir. 

Bra.  What  tell'st  thou  me  |of  robbing  ?  this 
is  Venice ; 
My  house  is  not  a  grange.* 

Rod.  Most  grave  Brabantio, 
In  simple  and  pure  soul  1  come  to  you. 

lago.  'Zounds,  Sir,  you  are  one  of  those, 
that  will  not  serve  God,  if  the  devil  bid  you. 
Because  we  come  to  do  you  service,  you  think 
we  are  ruffian*:'  You'll  have  your  daughter 
covered  with  a  Barbary  horse ;  you'll   have 


Heaven  is  my  judge,  not  I  for  love  and  duty,  jyour   nephews    neigh    to    you:  you'll  have 

But  seeming  so,  for  my  peculiar  end  :  'coursers   for  cousins,    and   gennets  for  ger- 

For  when  my  outward  action  doth  demonstrate  mans,  t 

The  native  act  and  figure  of  my  heart  Bra.  What  profane  wretch'art  thou  ? 

In  compliment  extern,*  'tis  not  long  after  lago.   I  am  one,  Sir,  that  comes  to  tell  you, 

But  I  will  wear  my  heart  upon  my  sleeve         your  daughter  and  the  Moor  are  now  making 

For  daws  to  peck  at :  I  am  not  what  I  am .        'the  beast  with  two  backs. 

Rod.  What  a  full  fortune  does  the  thick-lips  I     Bra.   Thou  art  a  villain. 
If  he  can  carry't  thus  !  [owe,! 

lago.  Call  up  her  father. 


Rouse  him:  make  after  him,  poison  his  delight. 
Proclaim  him  in  the  streets  ;  incense  her  kin;;- 

men. 
And,  though  he  in  a  fertile  climate  dwell, 


lago.  You  are — a  senator. 

Bra.  This  thou  shalt  answer:  I  know  tl^ee, 

Roderigo. 
Rod.   Sir,    [  will  answer  any  thing.    But  I 

beseech  you. 
If 't  be  your  pleasure,  and  most  wise  consent, 


Plague  him  with  flies  :  though  that  his  joy  bej(As  partly,  I  find,  it  is,)  that  your  fair  daugh 

joy,  ter. 

Yet  throw  such  changes  of  vexation  on't,  At  this  odd  event  and  dull  watch  o'the  night, 

As  it  may  lose  some  colour.  j Transported — with  no  worse  nor  better  guard, 

Rod.  Here  is  her  father's  house;  I'll  calliBut  with  a  knave  of  common  hire,  a  gondo- 

aloud.  j  lier,§ 

lago.  Do;  with  like  timorous  accent,  and  i  To  the  gross  clasps  of  a  lascivious  Moor, — 


dire  yell 

As  when,  by  night  and  negligence,  the  fire 

Is  spied  in  populous  cities. 
Rod.  What,  ho  !  Brabantio  !  signior  Braban- 
tio, ho ! 


If  this  be  known  to  you,  and  your  allowance, || 
We  then  have  done    you    bold    and  saucy 
wrongs ;  [me, 

But,  if  you  know  not  this,   my  manners  tell 
We  have  your  wrong  rebuke.    Do  not  believe, 


lago.  Awake ;  what,  ho  !  Brabantio !  thieves !  That,  from  the  sense  of  all  civility,         [ence 
thieves  !  thieves  !  [bags  !|i  thus  would  play  and  trifle  with  your  rever 


Look  to  your  house,  your  daughter,  and  your 
Thieves!  thieves! 

Brabantio,  above,  at  a  Windotv. 

Bra.  What  is  the  I'eason  of  this  terrible  sum- 
What  is  the  matter  there  ? 

Rod.  Signior,  is  all  your  family  within  ? 

Jago.  Are  your  doors  lock'd? 

Bra.  Why  ?  wherefore  ask  you  this  ? 

lago.  'Zounds,  Sir,    you    are   robb'd ;  for 
shame,  put  on  your  gown  ;  [soul  ; 

Your  heart  is  burst,t  you  have  lost  half  your 
Even  now,  very  now,  an  old  black  ram 
Is  tupping  your  white  ewe.     Arise,  arise  ; 
Awake  the  snorting  citizens  with  the  bell, 
Or  else  the  devil  will  make  agrandsire  of  you: 
Arise,  I  say. 

Bra.  What,  have  you  lost  your  wits  ? 

Rod.  Most  reverend  signior,  do  you  know 
my  voice  ? 

Bra.  JNot  I ;  what  are  you  ? 

Rod.  My  name  is — Roderigo. 

Bra.  Tiie  worse  welcome :  [doors  : 

I  have  charg'd  thee,  not   to  haunt  about  my 
In  honest  plainness  thou  hast  heard  me  say, 
My  daughter  is  not  for  thee  ;  and  now,  in  mad- 

nes.s. 
Being    full    of   supper,     and    distempering§ 

draughts. 
Upon  malicious  bravery,  dost  thou  come 
To  start  my  quiet. 

Rod.  Sir,  Sir,  Sir,  Sir, 

Bra.  But  thou  must  needs  be  sure. 
My  spirit,  ajid  my  place  have  in  them  power 
To  make  this  bitter  to  thee. 


*  Outward  show  of  civility. 
?  I-  e.  Is  broken. 


Your  daughter, — if  you  have  not  given  her 

leave, — 
I  say  again,  hath  made  a  gross  revolt ; 
Tying  her  duty,  beauty,  wit,  and  fortunes, 
P  ,  iln  an  extravasjantll  and  wheeling  stranger, 

i""^"?"^  '  Of  here  and^ every  where:    Straight  satisfy 
yourself: 
If  she  be  in  her  chamber,  or  your  house, 
Let  loose  on  me  the  justice  of  the  state 
For  thus  deluding  you. 

Bra.  Strike  on  the  tinder,  ho! 
Give  me  a  taper; — call  up  all  my  people  :  — 
This  accident  is  not  unlike  my  dream, 
Belief  of  it  oppresses  me  already: — 
Light,  I  say !  light !  lExitfrom  above 

lago.  Farewell ;  for  I  must  leave  you  ; 
It  seems  not  meet,  nor  wholesome  to  ray  place 
To  be  produc'd  (as,  if  I  stay,  I  shall,) 
Against  the  Moor :  For,  I  do  know,  the  state, — 
However  this  may  gall  him  with  some  check, — 
Cannot  with   safety  cast"''  him  ;  for  he's  era- 

bark'd 
With  such  loud  reason  to  the  Cyprus'  wars, 
(Which  even  now  stand  in  act.)  that,  for  their 

souls, 
Anotlier  of  his  fathom  they  have  not. 
To  lead  their  business  ;  in  which  regard, 
Though  I  do  hate  him  as  I  do  hell  pains, 
Yet,  for  necessity  of  present  life, 
i  must  show  out  a  flag  and  sign  of  love, 
Which  is  indeed  but  sign.     That  you  shall 

surely  find  him, 
Lead  to  the  Sagittary  the  rais'dsearch  ; 
And  there  will  1  be  with  him.     So,  farewell. 

[Exit. 
*  A  lone  farm  house.  t  Relations.  1  Midnight. 
§  A  waterman.  '  ||  Approbation. 

'  Wandering-.  **  DisnjJss. 


t  Own,  possess. 
§  Intuificating'. 
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Enter  below,  Brabantio,  and  Servants  with 
Torches. 

Bra,  It  is  too  true  an  evil :  gone  she  is ; 
And  what's  to  come  of  my  despised  time,* 
Is  nought  but  bitterness. — Now,  Roderigo, 
Where  didst  thou  see  her? — 0,unhappy  girl! — 
With  the  Moor,  say'st  thou  ?  —Who  would  be 

a  father.'' — 
How  didst  thou  know  'twas  she  ?     0,  thou  de 

ceiv'st  me 
Past  thought  .'—What  said  she  to  you?— Get 
more  tapers ;  [yon 

Raise  all  my  kindred. — Are  they  married  think 
Rod.  Truly,  I  think,  they  are. 
Bra.  O  heaven ! — How  got  she  out  .'-"O  trea- 
son of  the  blood  1 — 
Fathers,  from  hence  trust  not  your  daughters' 
minds  [charms, 

By  what  you  see  them  act. — Are  there  not 
By  which  the  property  of  youth  and  maidhood 
May  be  abus'd  ?  Have  you  not  read,  Roderigo, 
Of  some  such  thing  ? 

Rod.  Yes,  Sir  ;  I  have  indeed. 

Bra.  Call  up  my  brother. — 0,  that  you  had 

had  her? — 

Some  one  way,  some  another. — Do  you  know 

Where  we  may  apprehend  her  and  the  Moor 

Rod.  I  think,  I   can  discover  him ;   if  you 

please 

To  get  good  guard,  and  go  along  with  me. 

Bra.  Pray  you,  lead  on.  At  eveiy  house  I'll 

call; 

I  may  command  at  most ; — Get  weapons,  ho  ! 
And  raise  some  special  officers  of  night. — 
On,  good  Roderigo  ; — I'll  deserve  your  pains. 

{_Exennt. 

SCENE  II.— The  same.— Another  Street. 
Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Attendants. 

lago.  Though  in  the  trade  of  war  I  have  slain 
men. 
Yet  do  I  hold  it  very  stuff  o'the  conscience, 
To  do  contriv'd  murder;  Hack  iniquity 
Sometimes,  to  do  me  service :  Nine  or  ten  times 
I  had  thought  to  have  yerk'd  him  here  under 
the  ribs. 
0th.  'Tis  better  as  it  is, 
Iago.  Nay,  but  he  prated, 
And  spoke  such  scurvy  and  provoking  terms 
Against  your  honour, 
That,  with  the  little  godliness  I  have, 
I  did  full  hard  forbear  iiim.     But,  I  pray.  Sir, 
Are  you  fast  married  ?  for,  be  snre  of  this, — 
That  the  magnificof  is  much  beloved; 
And  hath,  in  his  effect,  a  voice  potential 
As  double  as  the  duke"s  ;  he  will  divorce  you  ; 
Or  put  upon  you  what  restraint  and  grievance 
The  law  (with  all  his  might,  to  enforce  it  on,) 
Will  give  him  cable. 

0th.  Let  him  do  his  spite  : 
My  services,  which  I  have  done  the  signiory. 
Shall  out-tongue  his  complaints.     'Tis  yet  to 
know,  [our, 

(Which,  when  I  know  that  boasting  is  an  lion- 
I  shall  promulgate,)  I  fetch  my  life  and  being 
From  men  of  royal  siege  ;t  and  my  demerits^ 
May  speak,  unbonnetted.H  to  as  proud  a  for- 
tune 
As  this  that  I  have  reach'd  :  For  know,  Iago, 
But  that  I  love  the  gentle  Desdemona, 
I  woul'd  not  my  unhousedH  free  condition 


*  Old  age. 
f  Brabantio,  magnifico  is  his  title  as  a  Senator, 
t  Seat,  or  throne. 
5  Demerits  has  the  same  meaning  in    Shakspeare   as 
merits.  ||  Uncovered.  Unsettled. 

Vol.  II. 


Put  into  circumspection  and  confine 

For  the  sea's  worth.    But,  look  !  what  lights 

come  yonder  ? 
Enter  Cassio,  at  a  distance,  and  certain  Officers 
with  Torches. 
Iago.  These  are  the  raised  father,  and  his 
You  were  best  go  in.  [friends: 

0th.  Not  I  :  1  must  be  found  ; 
My  parts,  my  title,  and  my  perfect  soul, 
Shall  manifest  me  rightly.     Is  it  they  ? 
Irtgo.  By  Janus,  I  think  no.  ^ 

Olh.  The  servants  of  the  duke,  and  my  lieu- 
tenant. 
The  goodness  of  the  night  upon  you,  friends ! 
What  is  the  news? 

Cns.  The  duke  does  greet  you,  general ; 
And    he  requires    your    haste-post-haste   ap- 
Even  on  the  instant.  [pearance, 

0th.  What  is  the  matter,  think  you? 
Cas.  Something  from  Cyprus,  as  I  may  di- 
vine ; 
It  is  a  business  of  some  heat :  The  gallies 
Have  sent  a  dozen  sequent*  messengers 
This  very  night  at  one  another's  heels  ; 
And  many  of  the  consuls,  rais'd,  and  met, 
Are  at  the  duke's  already  :   You  have  been 

hotly  call'd  for ; 
When,  being  not  at  your  lodging  to  be  found. 
The  senate  hath    sent    about    three    several 
To  search  you  out.  ^  [quests,! 

Oth-  'Tis  well  1  am  found  by  you. 
1  will  but  spend  a  word  herein  the  house, 
And  go  with  you.  [_Exit. 

Cas.  Ancient,  what  makes  he  here  ? 
Iago.  'Faith,  he  to-night  hath  boarded  a  land 
carack  ;t 
If  it  prove  lawful  prize,  he's  made  for  ever. 
Cas.  I  do  not  understand. 
Iago.  He's  married. 
Cas.  To  who  ? 

Re-enter  Othello. 
Iago.  Marry,  to— Come,   captain,  will  you 

go  .' 
Olh.  Have  with  you. 

Cas.  Here  comes  another  troop  to  seek  for 
you. 
Enter  Brabantio,  Roderigo,  and   Officers  of 
night,  with  Torches  and  Weapons. 
Iago.  It  is  Brabantio  :— general,  be  advis'd  ; 
He  comes  to  bad  intent. 
Oth.  Hola  !  stand  there  ! 
Rod.  Signior,  it  is  the  Moor- 
Bra.  Down  with  him,  thief! 

[  They  draw  on  both  sides. 
Iago.  You,   Roderigo  !  come.  Sir,  I  am  for 

you. 
Oth.  Keep  up  your  bright  swords,   for  the 
dew  will  rust  them. —  [years, 

Good  signior,  you  shall  more  command  with 
Than  with  your  weapons. 
Bra.  O  thou  foul    thief,  where  hast  thou 
stow'd  my  daughter  ? 
Damn'd  as  thou  art,  thou  hast  enchanted  her  : 
For  I'll  refer  me  to  all  things  of  sense. 
If  she  in  chains  of  magic  were  not  bound, 
Whether  a  maid — so  tender,  fair  and  happy  ; 
So  opposite  to  marriage,  that  she  shunn'd 
The  wealthy  curled  darlings  of  our  nation, — 
Would  ever  have,  to  incur  a  general  mock. 
Run  from  her  guardage  to  the  sooty  bosom 
Of  such  a  thing-  as   thou :  to  fear,   not  to  de- 
light.§  .       ^ 


*  Following. 

J  a  rich  vessel. 


1  Searchers. 
§  To  terrify  not  ae-Iight. 
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Judge  me  the  world,  if  'tis  not  gross  in  sense, 
That  thou   hast  practis'd   on    her  with   foul 
charms ;  [erals ; 

Abus'd  her  delicate  youth  with  drugs,  or  min- 
That  waken  motion  :  I'll  have  it  disputed  on  ; 
Tis  probable,  and  palpable  to  thinking. 
I  therefore  apprehend  and  do  attach  thee, 
For  an  abuser  of  the  world,  a  practiser 
Of  arts  inhibited  and  out  of  warrant  :~ 
Lay  hold  upon  him  ;  if  he  do  resist, 
Subdue  him  at  his  peril. 

0th.   Hold  your  hands. 
Both  you  of  my  inclining,  and  the  rest :         [i1 
Were  it  my  cue  to  fight,  I  should  have  known 
Without  a  prompter. — Where  will  you  that  I 
To  answer  this  your  charge  ?  [go 

Bra.    To  prison  :  till  fit  time 
Of  law,  and  course  of  direct  session, 
Call  thee  to  answer. 

0th.   What  if  I  do  obey  ? 
How  may  the  duke  be  therewith  satisfied  ; 
Whose  messengers  are  here  about  my  side, 
Upon  some  present  business  of  the  state, 
To  bring  me  to  him  ? 

Off.  'Tis  true,  most  worthy  sigaior, 
The  duke's  in  council  ;  and  your  noble  self, 
I  am  sure,  is  sent  for. 

Bra.   How  !   the  duke  in  council  ! 
In  this  time  of  the  night ! — Bring  him  away: 
Mine's  not  an  idle  cause  :  the  duke  himself, 
Or  any  of  my  brothers  of  the  state,         [own : 
Cannot  but  feel  this  wrong,  as  'twere  their 
For  if  such  action*  may  have  passage  free, 
Bond-slaves  and  pagans,*  shall  our  statesmen 
be.  \_Exeunt. 

SCENE  HI. — The  same- — A  council  Chamber. 

The  Duke,  and  Senators,  sitting  at  a  Table. 
Officers  attending. 

Duke.  There  is  no  compositiont  in  these 
news, 
That  gives  them  credit. 

1  Sen.  Indeed,  they  are  disproportion'd; 
My  letters  say  a  hundred  and  seven  gallics. 

Duke.  And  mine,  a  hundred  and  forty. 

2  Se7i.  And  mine,  two  hundred  : 

But  though  they  jump  not  on  a  just  account, 
(As  in  these  cases,  where  the  aimf  reports, 
'Tis  oft  with  ditterence,)  yet  do  they  all  confirm 
A  Turkish  fleet,  and  bearing  up  to  Cyprus. 
Duke.  Nay,  it  is  possible  enough  to  judge 
ment ; 
1  do  not  so  secure  me  in  the  error. 
But  the  main  article  1  do  approve 
In  fearful  sense'. 

Sailor.  [/fV/ftin.]  What  ho!  wliatho!  what 
ho! 
Enter  an  Officer,  2viih  a  Saxlok. 

Off.  A  messenger  from  the  gallies. 

Duke.   Now?  the  business? 

Sailor.  The  Turkish  preparation  makes  for 
Rhodes ; 
So  was  I  bid  report  here  to  the  state. 
By  signior  Angelo. 

Duke.  How  say  you  by  this  change? 

1  Sen.  This  cannot  be, 
By  no  assay  of  reason ;  'tis  a  pageant, 
To  keep  us  in  false  gaze  :  When  we  consider 
The  importancy  of  Cyprus  to  the  Turk ; 
And  let  ourselves  again  but  understand. 
That,   as  it    more  concerns  the   Turk    than 
Rhodes, 

*  The  pagans  and  bond-slaves  of  Africa. 
t  Consistency.  +  Conjecture, 


So  may  he  with  more  facile  question*bear  it, 
For  that  it  stands  not  in  such  warlike  b'race.t 
But  altogether  lacks  the  abilities 
That  Rhodes  is  dress'd  in : — if  ivc  make  thought 

of  this, 
We  must  not  think,  the  Turk  is  so  unskilful, 
To  leave  that  latest  which  concerns  him  first ; 
Neglecting  an  attempt  of  ease  and  gain, 
To  w  ake,  and  wage,i  a  danger  profitless. 
Duke.  Nay,  in  all  confidence,  he's  not  for 

Rhodes. 
Off.  Here  is  more  news. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess.  The  Ottomites,  reverend  and  gracious. 
Steering  with  due  course  toward  the  isle  of 

Rhodes, 

Have  there  injointed  them  with  an  after  fleet. 
1  Sen.  Ay,  so  I  thought: — How  many,  as 

you  guess  .•' 
Mess.  Of  thirty  sail :   and  now  do  they  re- 
stem 
Their  backward  course,  bearing  with  frank  ap- 
pearance [tano, 
Their  purposes  toward  Cyprus. — Signior  Mon- 
Your  trusty  and  most  valiant  servitor, 
With  his  free  duty  recommends  you  thus, 
And  prays  you  to  believe  him. 

Dukf.  'Tis  certain  tiien  for  Cyprus. — 
Marchus  Lucches^,  ishe  not  in  town  ? 
1  Sen.  He's  now  in  Florence. 
Duke.  Write  from  us ;  wish  him  post-post- 
haste :  despatch. 
1  Sen.  Here  comes  Brabantio,  with  the  va- 
liant Moor 

Enter  Brabantio,  Othello,  Iago,  RodeRigo, 
and  Officers. 

Duke.  Valiant  Othello,  we  must  straight  em 
ploy  you 
.\gainst  the  general  enemy  Ottoman. 
I  did  not  see  you;  welcome,  gentle  Signior; 
[To  Brabantio. 
we  lack'd  your  counsel  and  your  help  to-night 
Bra.  So  did  I  yours :  Good  your  grace,  par- 
don me ;  [ness, 
Neither  my  place,  nor  aught  I  heard  of  busi- 
Hath  rais'd  me  from  my  bed  ;  nor  doth  the  ge- 
neral care 
Take  hold  on  me  ;  for  my  particular  grief 
Is  of  so  flood-gate  and  o'erbearing  nature, 
That  it  engluts  and  swallows  other  sorrows, 
And  it  is  still  itself. 
Duke.  Why,  what's  the  matter? 
Bra.  My  daughter !  O,  my  daughter .' 
Sen.  Dead? 
Bra.  Ay,  to  me  ; 
She  is  abus'd,  stol'n  from  me,  and  corrupted 
By  spells  and  medicines  bought  of  mounte- 
banks : 
For  nature  so  preposterously  to  err, 
Being  not  deficient,  blind,  or  lame  of  sense. 

Sans§  witchcraft  could  not 

Duke  Whoe'er  he  be,  that,  in  this  foul  pro- 
ceeding. 
Hath  thus  beguil'd  your  daughter  of  herself, 
And  you  of  her,  the  bloody  book  of  law 
You  shall  yourself  read  in  the  bitter  ietter, 
After  your  own  sense ;  yea,  though  onr  proper 

son 
Stood  in  your  action  II  ^ 

Bra.  Humbly  I  thank  your  grace. 
Here  is  the  man,  this  Moor  ;  whom  now,  it 
seems, 

*  Easy  dispute.       t  State  of  defence.       {  Combat. 
5  Withoul.  II  Accusation. 
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Your  special  mandate,  for  the  state  affairs, 
Hath  hitlier  brought 

Duke  4'  Sen.  We  are  very  sorry  for  it. 

Duke.  Wliat,  in  your  own  part,  can  you  say 
to  this  ?  ITo  Othello. 

Bra.  Nothing  but  this  is  so. 

0th.  Most  potent,  grave,  and  reverend  sig- 
niors. 
My  very  noble  and  approv'd  good  masters, 
That  1  have  ta'en  away  this  old  man's  daugh- 
ter, 
It  is  most  true  ;  (rue,  I  liave  married  her; 
The  very  head  and  front  of  my  oflendin^ 
Hath  this  extent  no  more,     llude  am  1  in  my 

speech, 
And  little  bless'd  with  the  set  phrase  of  peace ; 
for  since  these  arms  of  mine  had  seven  years' 
pith,  [us'd 

Till  now  some  nine  moons  wasted,  they  have 
Their  dearest  action*  in  the  tented  field  ; 
And  little  of  this  great  world  can  I  speak, 
More  than  pertains  to  feats  of  broil  and  battle  ; 
And  therefore  little  shall  I  grace  my  cause, 
In  speaking  for  myself:  Yet,  by  your  gracious 

patience. 
I  will  around  unvarnish'd  tale  deliver 
Of  my  whole  course  of  love ;  what  drugs,  what 

charms, 
What  conjuration,  and  w^hat  mighty  magic, 
(For  such  proceeding  I  am  charg'd  withal,) 
I  won  his  daughter  with. 

Bra.  A  maiden  never  bold; 
Of  spirit  so  still  and  quiet,  that  her  motion 
Blush'd  at  herself;  And  she, — in  spite  of  na 

ture. 
Of  years,  of  country,  credit,  every  thing, — 
To  fall  in  love  with  what  she  fear'd  to  look  on  ? 
It  is  a  judgement  maim'd,  and  most  imperfqct 
That  will  confess — perfection  so  could  err 
Against  all  rules  of  nature ;  and  must  be  driven 
To  find  out  practices  of  cunning  hell. 
Why  this  should  be.     I  therefore  vouch  again, 
That  with   some   mixtures  powerful  o'er  the 

blood, 
Or  with  some  dram  conjur'd  to  this  effect. 
He  wrought  upon  her. 

Duke.  To  vouch  this,  is  no  proof; 
Without  more  certain  and  more  overt  test.t 
Than  these  thin  habits,  and  poor  likelihoods 
Of  modern  seeming, |  do  prefer  against  him. 

1  Sen.  But,  Othello,  speak  ;— 
Did  you  by  indirect  and  forced  courses 
Scbdue  and  poison  this  young  maid's  affec- 
tions ? 
Or  came  it  by  request,  and  such  fair  question 
As  soul  to  soul  aftordeth  ? 

Ofh.  I  do  beseech  you, 
Send  for  the  lady  to  the  Sagittary,^ 
And  let  her  speak  of  me  before  her  father : 
If  you  do  find  me  foul  in  her  report. 
The  trust,  the  office,  1  do  hold  of  you, 
Not  only  take  away,  but  let  your  sentence 
Even  fall  upon  my  life. 

Duke.  Fetch  Desdemona  hither. 

Oih.  Ancient,  conduct  them ;  you  best  know 
the  place. — 

[_Exeunt  I  ago  and  Attendants. 
And,  till  she  come,  as  truly  as  to  heaven 
I  do  confess  the  vices  of  my  blood. 
So  justly  to  your  grave  ears  I'll  present 
How  I  did  thrive  in  this  fair  lady's  love, 
And  she  in  mine. 

Duke.  Say  it,  Othello 

0th.  Her  father  lov'd  me;  oft  invited  me ; 

*  Best  exertion.       t  Open  proof.       J  Weak  show. 
§  The  sign  of  the  fictitious  creature  so  called  < 


Still  question'd  me  the  story  of  my  life. 
From  year  to  year :  the  battles,  sieges,  for- 
That  I^have  pass'd.  tunes, 

I  ran  it  through  even  from  my  boyish  days. 
To  the  very  moment  that  he  bade  me  tell  it. 
Wherein  I  spoke  of  most  disastrous  chances, 
Of  moving  accidents,  by  flood,  and  field  ; 
Of  hair-breadth  scapes  i'the  imminent  deadly 
Of  being  taken  by  the  insolent  foe,     [breach ; 
And  sold  to  slavery;  of  my  redemption  thence. 
And  portance*  in  my  travel's  history: 
Wherein  of  antrest  vast,  and  desarts  idle. 
Rough  quarries,  rocks,  and  hills  whose  heads 

touch  heaven, 
It  was  my  hint  to  speak,  such  was  the  process  ; 
And  of  the  Cannibals  that  each  other  eat, 
The  Anthropophagi,  and  men  whose  heads 
Do  grow  beneath  their  shoulders.  These  things 

to  hear. 
Would  Desdemona  seriously  incline : 
But  still  the  house   affairs  would  draw  her 

thence; 
Which  ever  as  she  could  with  haste  despatch, 
She'd  come  again,  and  with  a  greedy  ear 
Devour  up  my  discourse:  Which  1  observing, 
Took  once  a  pliant  hour ;  and  found  good 

means 
To  draw  from  her  a  prayer  of  earnest  heart, 
That  I  would  all  my  pilgrimage  dilate. 
Whereof  byparcelst  she  had  something  heard; 
But  not  intentiveiy  :$  I  did  consent ; 
And  often  did  beguile  her  of  her  tears, 
When  I  did  speak  of  some  distressful  stroke, 
That  my  youth  sufter'd.    My  story  being  done, 
She  gave  me  for  my  pains  a  world  of  sighs  : 
She  swore, — In  faith,  'twas  strange,  'twas  pass' 

ing  strange  ; 
'Twas  pitiful,  'twas  wondrous  pitiful  : 
She  wish'd.  she  had  not  heard  it ;  yet   she 

wish'd 
That  heaven  had  made  her  such  a  man  :  she 

thank'd  me  ; 
And  bade  me,  if  I  had  a  friend  that  lov'd  her, 
I  should  but  teach  him  how  to  tell  my  story. 
And  that  would  woo  her.     Upon  this  hint,  I 

spake : 
She  lov'd  me  for  the  dangers  I  had  pass'd  ; 
And  I  lov'd  hei-,  that  she  did  pity  them. 
This  only  is  the  wit(;hcraft  I  have  us'd  ; 
Here  comes  the  lady,  let  her  witness  it. 

Enter  Desdkmona,  Iago,  and  Attendants^ 

Duke.  I  think,  this  tale  would  win  my  daugh' 
ter  too. — 
Good  Brabantio, 

Take  up  this  mangled  matter  at  the  best : 
Men  do  their  broken  weapons  rather  use. 
Than  their  bare  hands. 

Bra.  I  pray  you,  hear  her  speak  ; 
If  she  confess,  that  she  was  lialf  the  wooer, 
Destruction  on  my  head,  if  my  bad  blame 
Light  on  the  man  ! — Come  hither,  gentle  mis- 
tress ; 

Do  you  perceive  in  all  this  noble  company, 
Where  most  you  owe  obedience  ? 

Des.  M>  noble  father, 
I  do  perceive  here  a  divided  duty; 
To  you,  I  am  bound  for  life,  and  education  , 
My  life,  and  education,  both  do  learn  me 
How  to  respect  you  :  you  are  the  lord  of  duty, 
I  am   hitlierto  your  daughter:  But  here's  my 

husband  ; 
And  so  much  duty  as  my  mother  show'd 
To  you,  preferring  you  before  her  father, 

*  My  behaviour.       f  Caves  and  deos.       i  Parts. 
§  Intention  and  attention  were  once  sj-nonymoits. 
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So  much  I  challenge  that  I  may  profess 
Due  to  the  Moor  my  lord. 

Bra.  God  be  with  you  ! — I  have  done  : — 
Please  it  your  grace,  on  to  the  state  affairs ; 
I  had  rather  to  adopt  a  child,  than  get  it. — 
Come  hither,  Moor: 

I  here  do  give  thee  that  with  all  my  heart. 
Which,  but  thou  hast  already,  with  all  my 

heart  [j^wel, 

I   would    keep   from  thee — For  your    sake, 
I  am  glad  at  soul  I  have  no  other  child; 
For  thy  escape  would  teach  me  tyranny, 
To  hang  clogs  on  them. — I  have  done,  my  lord. 
Duke.  Let  me  speak  like  yourself;  and  lay 

a  sentence,  [lovers 

Which  as  a  grise,*  or  step,   may  help  these 
Into  your  favours. 

When  remedies  are  past,  the  griefs  are  ended, 
By  seeing  the  worst,  which  late  on  hopes  de- 
pended. 
To  mourn  a  mischief  that  is  past  and  gone, 
Is  the  next  way  to  draw  new  mischief  on. 
What  cannot  be  preserv'd  when  fortune  takes, 
Patience  her  injury  a  mockery  makes. 
The  robb'd,  that  smiles,  steals  something  from 

the  thief; 
He  robs  himself,  that  spends  a  bootless  grief. 

Bra.  So  let  the  Turk  of  Cyprus  us  beguile  ; 
We  lose  it  not,  so  long  as  we  can  smile. 
He  hears  the  sentence  well,  that  nothing  bears 
But  the  free  comfort  which  from  thence  he 

hears : 
But  he  bears  both  the  sentence  and  the  sorrow, 
That,  to  pay  grief,  must  of  poor  patience  bor 

row. 
These  sentences,-to  sugar,  or  to  gall, 
Being  strong  on  both  sides,  are  equivocal : 
But  words  are  words  ;  I  never  yet  did  hear, 
That  the  bruis'd  heart  was  pierced  through  the 

ear.t 
I  humbly  beseech  you,  proceed  to  the  affairs  of 
state. 

Duke.  The  Turk  with  a  most  mighty  prepa 
ration  makes  for  Cyprus: — Othello,  (he  forti- 
tude of  the  place  is  best  known  to  you:  And 
though  we  have  there  a  substitute  of  most  al 
lowed  sufficiency,  yet  opinion,  a  sovereign  mis- 
tress of  effects,  throws  a  more  safer  voice  on 
you  :  you  must  therefore  be  content  to  slubbert 
the  gloss  of  your  new  fortunes  with  this  more 
stubborn  and  boisterous  expedition. 

Otk.  The  tyrant  custom,  most  grave  senators, 
Hath  made  the  flinty  and  steel  couch  of  war 
My  thrice-driven  bed  of  down  :  I  do  agnize§ 
A  natural  and  prompt  alacrity, 
I  find  in  hardness ;  and  do  undertake 
These  present  wars  against  the  Ottomies. 
Most  humbly  therefore  bending  to  your  state, 
I  crave  fit  disposition  for  my  wife; 
Due  reference  of  place,  and  exhibition, j] 
With  such  accommodation,  and  besort, 
As  levels  with  her  breeding. 

Duke.  If  you  please, 
Be't  at  her  father's. 
Bra.  I'll  not  have  it  so. 
Otk.  Nor  I. 

Des.    Nor  1  ;  1  would  not  there  reside, 
To  put  my  father  in  impatient  thoughts, 
By  being  in  his  eye.    Most  gracious  duke, 
To  my  unfolding  lend  a  gracious  ear; 
And  let  me  find  a  charter  in  your  voice, 
To  assist  my  simpleness. 

*  Orise,  from  degrees. 

T  i.  e.  That  the  wounds  of  sorrow  were  ever  cured  by  the 

words  of  consolation. 

i  Obscure.  §  Acknowledge.  0  Allowance. 


Duke.  What  would  you,  Desdemona? 
Des.  That  I  did  love  the  Moor  to  live  with 
him, 
My  downright  violence  and  storm  of  fortunes 
May  trumpet  to  the  world;  my  hearts's  sub- 
dued 
Even  to  the  very  quality  of  my  lord  ; 
I  saw  Othello's  visage  in  his  mind  ; 
And  to  his  honours,  and  his  valiant  parts, 
Did  I  my  soul  and  fortunes  consecrate. 
So  that,  dear  lords,  if  I  be  left  behind, 
A  moth  of  peace,  and  he  go  to  the  war. 
The  rights  for  which  I  love  him,  are  bereft  me, 
And  I  a  heavy  interim  shall  support 
By  his  dear  absence  :  Let  me  go  with  him. 
0th.  Your  voices,  lords  : — 'beseech  you,  let 
her  will 
Have  a  free  way. 

Vouch  with  me,  heaven :  I  therefore  beg  it  not 
To  please  the  palate  of  my  appetite  ; 
Nor  to  comply  with  heat,  the  young  affects,* 
In  my  distinct  and  proper  satisfaction  ; 
But  to  be  free  and  bounteous  to  her  mind : 
And  heaven  defendt  your  good  souls,  that  you 

think 
I  will  your  serious  and  great  business  scant. 
Fort  she  is  with  me  :  No,  when  light-wing'd 

toys 
Of  feather'd  Cupid  seel§  with  wanton  dulness 
My  speculative  and  active  instruments, 
That  my  disports  corrupt  and  taint  my  business, 
Let  housewives  make  a  skillet||  of  my  helm,1I 
And  all  indign  and  base  adversities 
Make  head  against  my  estimation! 

Duke.  Be  it  as  you  shall  privately  determine. 
Either  for  her  stay,  or  going :  the  affair  cries — 

haste, 
And  speed  must  answer  it ;  you  must  hence 
to-night. 
Des.  To-night,  my  lord  ? 
Duke.  This  night. 
0th.  With  all  my  heart. 
Duke.  At  nine  i'the  morning  here  we'll  meet 
again. 
Othello,  leave  some  officer  behind, 
And  he  shall  our  commission  bring  to  you  ; 
With  such  things  else  of  quality  and  respect, 
As  doth  import  you. 

0th.  Please  your  grace,  my  ancient; 
A  man  he  is  of  honesty  and  trust : 
To  his  conveyance  I  assign  my  wife,       [think 
With  what  else  needful  your  good  grace  shall 
To  be  sent  after  me. 

Duke.  Let  it  be  so. — 
Good  night  to  every  one. — And  noble  Signior, 
[To  Brabantio. 
If  virtue  no  delighted  beauty  lack, 
Your  son-in-law  is  far  more  fair  than  black. 
1  Sen.  Adieu,  brave  Moor  !  use  Desdemona 

well. 
Bra.  Look  to  her,  Moor  ;  have  a  quick  eye 
to  see; 
She  hath  deceiv'd  her  father,  and  may  thee. 
[_Exeunt  Duke,  Senators,  Officers,  S^c 
0th.  My  life  upon  her  faith. — Honest  lago, 
My  Desdemona  must  I  leave  to  thee; 
I  pr'ythee,  let  thy  wife  attend  on  her ; 
And  bring  them  after  in  the  best  advantage. — 
Come,  Desdemona;  I  have  but  an  hour 
Of  love,  of  worldly  matters,  and  direction. 
To  spend  with  thee,  we  must  obey  the  time. 
[Exeunt  Othello  and  Desdemona. 
Rod.  lago. 
lago.  What  say'st  thou,  noble  heart  ? 


*  Affections.        t  Forbid. 
II  A  small  kettle. 


%  Because. 
U  Helmet. 


{  Blind. 
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be  delivered.  Traverse  ;*  go  ;  provide  thy 
money.  We  will  have  move  of  this  to-mor- 
row. Adieu. 

Rod.  Where  shall  w^e  meet  i'the  morning  ? 

lago.  At  my  lodging. 

Rod.  I'll  be  with  thee  betimes. 

lago.  Goto;  farewell.  Do  you  hear,  Rode- 


Rod.  What  will  I  do,  thinkest  thou  ?  iLet  us  be  conjunctive  in  our  revenge  against 

lago.  Why,  go  to  bed,  and  sleep.  him:  if  thou  canst  cuckold  him,  thou  dost  thy- 

Rod.  I  will  incontinently*  drown  myself,      self  a  pleasure,  and   me  a  sport.     There  are 

lago.  Well,  if  thou  dost,  1  shall  never  loveiniany  events  in  the  womb  of  time,  which  will 
thee  after  it.     Why,  thou  silly  gentleman  ! 

Rod.  It  is  silliness  to  live,  when  to  live  is  a 
torment :  and  then  have  we  a  prescription  to 
die,  when  death  is  our  physician. 

lago.  0  villanous  !  I  have  looked  upon  the 
world  for  four  times  seven  years  ;  and  since  I 
could  distinguish  between  a  benefit  and  an  in- 
jury, I  never  found  a  man  that  knew  how  to 
love  himself.  Ere  I  would  say,  I  would  drown 
myself  for  the  love  of  a  Guinea-hen,  I  would 
change  my  humanity  with  a  baboon. 

Rod.  What  should  1  do  ?  1  confess  it  is  my 
shame  to  be  so  fond;t  but  it  is  not  in  virtue  to 
amend  it. 

lago.  Virtue  ?  a  fig !  'tis  in  ourselves,  that  we 
are  thus,  or  thus.  Our  bodies  are  our  gardens ; 
to  the  which  our  wills  are  gardeners  :  so  that 
if  we  will  plant  nettles,  or  sow  lettuce;  set 
hyssop,  and  weed  up  thyme  ;  supply  it  with 
one  gender  of  herbs,  or  distract  it  witli  many  ; 
either  to  have  it  steril  with  idleness,  or  man- 
ured with  industry ;  why,  the  power  and  cor- 
rigible authority  of  this  lies  in  our  wills.  If 
the  balance  of  our  lives  had  not  one  scale  of 
reason  to  poise  another  of  sensuality,  the  blood 
and  baseness  of  our  natures  would  conduct  us 
to  most  preposterous  conclusions;  But  we  have 
reason  to  cool  our  raging  motions,  our  carnal 
stings,  our  unbittedt  lusts;  whereof  I  take  this, 
that  you  call — love,  to  be  a  sect,§  or  scion 

Rod.  It  cannot  be. 

lago.  It  is  merely  a  lust  of  the  blood,  and  a 
permission  of  the  will.  Come,  be  a  man 
Drown  thyself?  drown  cats,  and  blind  puppies. 
I  have  professed  me  thy  friend,  and  I  confess 
me  knit  to  thy  deserving  with  cables  of  per- 
durable toughness  ;  I  could  never  better  stead 
thee  than  now.  Put  money  in  thy  purse  ;  fol 
low  these  wars  ;  defeat  thy  favour  with  an 
usurped  beard  ;|1  I  say,  put  money  in  thy 
purse.  It  cannot  be,  that  Desdemona  should 
long  continue  her  love  to  the  Moor, — put 
money  in  thy  purse  ;  nor' he  his  to  her :  it  was 
a  violent  commencement,  and  thou  shalt  see 
an  answerable  sequestration  : — put  but  money 
in  thy  purse. — These  Moors  are  changeable  in 
their  wills;  fill  thy  purse  with  money:  the 
food  that  to  him  now  is  as  luscious  as  locusts, 
shall  be  to  him  shortly  as  bitter  as  coloquintida. 
She  must  change  for  youth :  when  she  is  sated 
with  his  body,  she  will  find  the  error  of  her 
choice. — She  must  have  change,  she  must : 
therefore  put  money  in  thy  purse. — If  thou 
wilt  needs  damn  thyself,  do  it  a  more  delicate 
way  than  drowning.  Make  all  the  money  thou 
canst:  If  sanctimony  and  a  frail  vow,  betwixt 
an  erringTT  barbarian  and  a  supersubtle  Vene- 
tian,be  not  too  hardformy  wits,  andallthetribe 
of  hell,  thou  shalt  enjoy  her  ;  therefore  make 
money.  A  pox  of  drowning  thyself !  it  is  clean 
out  of  the  way :  seek  thou  rather  to  be  hanged 
in  compassing  thy  joy,  than  to  be  drowned 
and  go  without  her. 

Rod.  Wilt  thou  be  fast  to  my  hopes,  if  I  de- 
pend on  the  issue  ? 

lago.  Thou  art  sure  of  me  ; — Go,  make 
money  : — I  have  told  thee  often,  and  I  re-tell 
thee  again  and  again,  I  hate  the  Moor  :  My 
cause  is  hearted :  thine  hath  no  less  reason  : 


*  Immediately.  t  Feolish.  t  Unbridled. 

5  A  sect  is  what  the  gardeners  call  a  cutting. 
11  Change  your  countenance  with  a  false  beard. 
If  Wanderiog. 


Rod,  What  say  you  ? 

lago.  No  more  of  drowning,  do  you  hear. 

Rod.  I  am  changed.  I'll  sell  all  my  land. 

lago.  Go  to;  farewell:  put  money  enough 
m  your  purse.  [Exit  Roderigo, 

Thus  do  I  ever  make  my  fool  my  purse  ; 
Fori  mine  own  gain'd  knowledge  should  pro- 
fane. 
If  I  would  time  expend  with  such  a  snipe. 
But  for  my  sport  and  profit.    I  hate  the  Moor ; 
■^nd  it  is  thought  abroad,  that  'twixt  my  sheets 
He  has  done  my  office :  1  know  not  if't  be  true  ; 
But  I  fr  mere  suspicion  in  that  kind. 
Will  do,  as  if  for  surety.     He  holdst  me  well ; 
The  better  shall  my  purpose  work  on  him. 
Cassio's  a  proper  man  :  Let  me  see  now  ; 
To  get  his  place,  and  to  plume  up  my  will; 
A   double   knavery, — How  ?    how  ? — Let  me 

see: — 
After  some  time,  to  abuse  Othello's  ear, 
That  he  is  too  familiar  with  his  wife  : — 
He  hath  a  person,  and  a  smooth  dispose, 
To  be  suspected  ;  fram'd  to  make  women  Mse. 
The  Moor  is  of  a  free  and  open  nature,     [so  ; 
That  thinks  men  honest,  that  but  seems  to  be 
And  will  as  tenderly  be  led  by  the  nose, 
As  asses  are. 

1  have't; — it  is  engender'd  : — Hell  and  night 
Must  bring  this  monstrous  birth  to  the  world's 
light.  lExit. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I.— A  Sea-port  Town  in  Cyprus.— .4 
Platform. 
Enter  Montano  and  Two  Gentlemen. 
Mon.  What  from  the  cape  can  you  discern  at 
sea  ? 

1  Gent.  Nothing  at  all  :  it  is  a  high-wrought 
flood; 

I  cannot,  'twixt  the  heaven  and  the  main, 
Descry  a  sail. 

Mon.  Methinks,  tlie  wind  hath  spoke  aloud 

at  land: 
A  fuller  blast  ne'er  shook  our  battlements  : 
If  it  hath  ruffian'd  so  upon  the  sea,         [them, 
What  ribs  of  oak,  when  mountains  melt  on 
Can  hold  the  mortise  ?  what  shill  we  hear  of 

this  ? 

2  Gent.  A  segregationt  of  the  Turkish  fleet : 
For  do  but  stand  upon  the  foaming  shore, 
The  chiding  billow  seems  to  pelt  the  clouds ; 
The  wind-shak'd  surge,  with  high  and  mon- 
strous main. 

Seems  to  cast  water  on  the  burning  bear, § 
And  quench  the  guardsof  the  ever-fixed  pole: 
I  never  did  like  molestation  view 
On  th'  enchafed  flood. 

Mon.  If  that  the  Turkish  fleet 
Be  not    inshelter'd  and    embay'd,   they  are 

drownd: 
It  is  impossible  they  bear  it  out. 

*  An  ancient  military  word  of  command. 
t  Esteems.  J  Separation. 

i  The  constellation  near  the  polar  star. 
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Enter  a  third  Gentleman. 

3  Gent-  News,  lords  !  our  wars  are  done 
The   desperate    tempest  hath   so  bang'd   the 
Turks,  [Venice 

That  their  designment  halts  -,  A  noble  ship  oi 
Hath  seen  a  grievous  wreck  and  sufferance 
On  most  part  of  their  fleet. 

Mon.  How  !   is  this  true  ! 

3  Gent.  The  ship  is  here  put  in. 
A  Veronese;  Michael  Cassio, 
Lieutenant  to  the  warlike  Moor,  Othello, 
Is  come  on  shore :  the  Moor  himself's  at  sea, 
A.nd  is  in  full  commission  here  for  Cyprus. 

Mon.  I  am  glad  on't ;  'tis  a  worthy  governor. 

3  Gent.  But  this  same  Cassio,— though  he 
speak  of  comfort, 
Touching  the  Turkish  loss,— yet  he  looks  sad- 
ly, [parted 
And   prays  tlie  Moor  be  safe ;  for  they  were 
With  foul  and  violent  tempest. 

Mon.  'Pray  heaven  he  be  ; 
For  I  have  serv'd  him,  and  the  man  commands 
Like  a  full*  soldier.     Let's  to  the  sea-side,  ho  ! 
As  well  to  see  the  vessel  that's  come  in. 
As  throw  out  our  eyes  for  brave  Othello  ; 
Even  till  we  make  the  main,  and  the  aerial 
An  indistinct  regard.  [blue, 

3  Gent.  Come,  let's  do  so  : 
For  every  minute  is  expectancy 
Of  more  arrivance . 

Enter  Cassio. 

Cas.  Thanks  to  the  valiant  of  this  warlike 
isle. 
That  so  appr  ve  the  Moor  ;  O,  let  the  heavens 
Give  him  defence  against  the  elements, 
For  I  have  lost  him  on  a  dangerous  sea  ! 

Mon.  Is  he  well  shipp'd  ? 

Cas.  His  bark  is  stoutly  timber'd,  and  his 
pilot 
Of  very  expert  and  approv'd  allowance  ;t 
Therefore  my  hopes,  not  surfeited  to  death, 
Stand  in  bold  cure. 

[UWiin.^  A  sail,  a  sail,  a  sail  '■ 

Enter  another  Gentleman. 

Cas.  What  noise  ? 

4  Gent.  The  town  is  empty  ;    on  the  brow 
o'the  sea 
Stand  ranks  of  people,  and  they  cry— a  sail. 
Cas.  My  hopes  do  shape  him  for  the  gover- 
nor. 
2  Gent.  They    do  discharge  their  shot    of 
courtesy:  [Gum  heard. 

Our  friends,  at  least- 

Cas.  1  pray  vou.  Sir,  go  forth. 
And  give  us  tnith  who  'tis  that  is  arriv'd. 
2  Gent.  I  shall.  [Exit. 

Mon.  But,  good  lieutenant,  is  your  general 

wiv'd  ? 
Cas.  Most  fortunately  :   he  hath    achieved 
umaid 
That  paragons  description,  and  wild  fame; 
One  that  excels  tiie  quirks  of  blazoning  pens, 
And  in  the  essential  vesture  of  creation. 
Docs  bear  all  excellency.— How  now  ?  who 
lias  put  in  ? 

Re-enter  second  Gentleman- 


The  gutter'd  rocks,  and  congregated  sands, — 
Traitors  ensteep'd  to  clog  the  guiltless  keel, — 
As  having  sense  of  beauty,  do  omit 
Their  mortal'  natures,  letting  go  safely  by 
The  divine  Desdemona- 
Mon.  What  is  she  ? 
Cas.  She  that  I  spake  of,  our  great  caplain'.s 

captain, 
r.eft  in  the  conduotof  the  bold  lago  ; 
Whose  footing  here  anticipates  our  thoughts, 
A    se'nnight's  speed- — Great    Jove,    Othello 

guard,  [breath  ; 

And  swell   his  sail  w-ith  thine  own   powerful 
That  he  may  bless  this  bay  with  his  tall  ship, 
Make  love's  quick  pants  in  Desdemoria's  arm?, 
Give  renew'd  fire  to  our  extincted  spirits. 
And  bring  all  Cyprus  comfort ! — O,  behold, 

Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  Iago,  Rodekigo, 
and  Jlltendants. 

Tiie  riches  of  the  ship  is  come  on  sliore  ! 
Ve  men  of  Cyprus,  let  her  have  your  knees  ; — 
Hail  to  thee,  lady  !  and  the  grace  of  heaven, 
Before,  behind  thee,  and  on  every  hand, 
Enwheel  thee  round- 

Des.  I  thank  you,  valiant  Cassio. 
What  tidings  can  you  tell  me  of  my  lord  ! 

Cas    He  is  not  yet  arriv'd  ;  nor  know  I  auglii. 
But  that  he's  well,  and  will  be  shortly  here. 
Des.  O,  but  I   fear; — How  lost  you  com- 
pany ? 
Cas.  The  great  contention  of  the  sea  and 
skies 
Parted  our  fellowship  :  But,  hark  !  a  sail. 

[Cry  within,  A  sail,  a  sail  !  Then  gun.i 
heard. 
2  Gent.  They  give  their  greeting  to  the  cita- 
This  likewise  is  a  friend.  [del: 

Cas.  See  for  the  news-     [Exit  Gentleman- 
Good  ancient,  you  are  Avelcome  ; — Welcome, 
mistress: —  [To  Emilia 

Let  it  not  gall  your  patience,  good  Iago, 
That  I  extend  my  manners  :  'tis  my  breeding 
That  gives  me  this  bold  show  of  courtesy- 

lliisshig  her- 
Iago,  Sir,  would  she  give  you  so  much  of  her 
lips, 
As  of  her  tongue  she  oft  bestows  on  me, 
Vou'd  have  enough- 

Dc:    Alas,  she  has  no  speech. 
Iago.  In  fahh,  too  much  : 
F  find  it  still,  when  I  have  listt  to  sleep  : 
Marry,  before  your  ladyship,  I  grant. 
She  puts  her  tongue  a  little  in  her  heart, 
And  chides  with  thinking- 

Emil.  You  have  little  cause  to  say  so- 
lago.  Come  on,  come  on  ;  you  are  picture.- 
out  of  doors,  [chens. 

Bells  in  your  parlours,  wild  cats  in  your  kit- 
Saints  in  your  injuries,  devils  being  offended, 
Players  in  your  housewifery,  and  housewives 
in  your  beds. 
Des.  O,  fie  upon  thee,  slanderer .' 
Iago.   Nay,  it  is  true,  or  else  1  am  a  Turk  : 
Vou  rise  to  play,  and  go  to  bed  to  work- 
Emil.  You  shall  not  write  my  praise - 
Iago.  No,  let  me  not. 
Des.  What  wouldst  thou  write  of  me,  if  thoii 

shouldst  praise  me  ? 
Iago.  O  gentle  lady,  do  not  put  me  to't ; 
jFur  I  am  nothing,  if  not  critical. t 

Dts.  Come  on^  assay  : — There's  one  gone  to 

the  harbour. 
Iago   Ay,  madam. 
Des.  I  am  not  merry  ;  but  I  do  beguile 


2  Gent.  'Tis  one  Iago,  ancient  to  the  general 

Cos.  He  has  had  most  favourable  and  happy 

speed :  [winds, 

Tempests  themselves,  high  seas,  and  howling 

*  Complele.        t  Allowed  and  approved  cxpertness.  *  Peadly,  destructive.       t  Desire.  }  Censorious 
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The  thing  I  am,  by  seeming  otherwise. 
Come,  how  wouldst  thou  praise  me  ? 

lago.  lam  about  it ;  but,  indeed,  my  inven- 
tion [frize. 
Comes  from  my  pate,  as  birdlime  does  from 
It  pluciis  out  brains  and  all :   But  my  music  la- 
bours, 
And  thus  she  is  delivered. 
If  she  be  fair  and  wise, — fairness,  and  wit. 
The  one's  for  use.  the  other  uscth  it. 

Des.  Well  prais'd  !   How  if  she  be  black  and 
witty  ! 

lago.  If  she  be  black,  and  tliereto  have  a 
wit. 
She'll  find  a  white  that  shall  her  blackness  fit. 

Des    Worse  and  worse. 

Emil.   How,  if  fair  and  foolish  ? 

lago.   She  never  yet  was  foolish  that  %vas 
fair ; 
For  even  her  folly  help'd  her  to  an  heir. 

Des.  These  are  old  fond'  paradoses,  to 
make  fools  laugh  i'the  alehouse  What  miser- 
able praise  hast  thou  for  her  that's  foul  and 
foolish  ? 

lago.  There's  none  so  foul,  and  foolish  there- 
unto, [do. 
But  does  foul  pranks  v/hich  fair  and  wise  ones 

Des.  O  heavy  ignorance .' — thou  praisest  the 
worst  best.  But  what  praise  couldst  thou  be- 
stow on  a  deserving  woman  indeed !  one, 
that,  in  the  authority  of  her  merit,  did  justly 
put  on  the  vouch  of  very  malice  itself  ? 

lago.  She  that  was  ever  fair,  and  never 
proud ; 
Had  tongue  at  will,  and  yet  was  never  loud  ; 
Never  lack'd  gold,  and  yet  went  never  gay  ; 
Fled  from  her  wish,  and  yet  said, — noio  Imay ;  \ 
She  that,  being  anger'd,  her  revenge  being! 
nigh,  I 

Bade  her  wrong  stay,  and  her  displeasure  fly  : 
She,  that  in  wisdom  never  was  so  frail,  ; 

To  change  the  cod's  head  for  the  salmon's  tail  ;■ 
She  that  could  think,  and  ne'er  disclose  her; 
mind,  : 

See  suitors  following,  and  not  look  behind  ; 
She  was  a  wight,  —If  ever  such  wight  were, — 

Des.  To  do  what  ? 

lago.  To  suckle  fools,  and  chronicle  small 
beer. 

Des.  O  most  lame  and  impotent  conclusion  ! 
— Do  not  learn  of  him,  Emilia,  though  he  be 
thy  husband.— How  say  you,  Cassio  .'  is  he 
not  a  mo.st  profane  and  liberalf  counsellor  ?     j 

Cos.  He  speaks  home,  madam ;  you  may  re-i 
lish  him  more  in  the  soldier,  than  in  thei 
scholar.  I 

lago.  [Aside.l^  He  takes  her  by  the  palm:' 
Ay,  well  said,  whisper:  with  as  little  a  web| 
as  this,  will  I  ensnare  as  great  a  fly  as  Cas-i 
sio.  Ay,  smile  upon  her,  do,  I  will  gyvej:! 
thee  in  thine  own  courtship.  You  say  true;! 
'tis  so  indeed:  if  such  tricks  as  these  strip  you 
out  of  your  lieutenantry,  it  had  been  beKer' 
you  had  not  kissed  your  three  fingers  so  oft,^ 
which  now  again  you  are  most  apt  to  play  thej 
Sir  in. §  Very  good  ;  well  kissed  !  an  excellent 
courtesy  !||  'tis  so,  indeed.  Yet  again  your! 
fingers  to  your  lips?  would,  they  were  clyster-' 
pipes  for  your  sake  !— [T/-«w(^e/.]  The  Moor,' 
I  know  his  trumpet. 

Cos.  'Tis  truly  so. 

Des.  Let's  meet  him,  and  receive  him. 

*  Foolish.  t  Licentious,  free-spoken. 

X  Shackle,  fetter.     §  Your  good Ineeding- aod  gallantry. 

;i  Courtesy,  in  the  sense  of  .ibnisance,  was  applied 

to  men  as  well  as  women. 


Cus.  Lo,  where  he  comes ! 

JE/j<er  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

Olh.  O  my  fair  warrior  ! 

Des.  My  dear  Othello  ! 

0th.  It  gives  me  wonder  great  as  my  con- 
tent, 
To  see  you  here  before  me.     O  my  soul's  joy  ? 
If  after  every  tempest  come  such  calms, 
May  the  winds  blow  till  they  have  waken'd 

death  ! 
And  let  the  labouring  bark  climb  hills  of  seas, 
Oiympus-hij^h  ;  and  duck  again  as  low 
As  hell's  from  heaven  !  If  it  were  now  to  die, 
'Twere  now  to  be  most  happy  ;  for,  I  fear, 
My  soul  hath  her  content  so  absolute. 
That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
Succeeds  in  unknown  fate. 

Des.  The  heavens  forbid,  [crease, 

But  that  our  loves  and  comforts  should  in- 
Even  as  our  days  do  grow  ! 

Otk.  Amen  to  that,  svveet  powers  .' — 
I  cannot  speak  enough  of  this  content. 
It  stops  me  here  ;  it  is  too  much  of  joy : 
And  this,  and  this,  the  greatest  discords  be, 

[_Kissing  her. 
That  e'er  our  hearts  shall  make  ! 

lago.  0,  you  are  well  tun'd  now  ! 
But  I'll  set  down  the  pegs  that  make  this  music. 
As  honest  as  I  am.  [^Asidc. 

Olh.  Come,  let's  to  the  castle. — 
News,  friends  ;    our  wars  are  done,  the  Turks 

are  drown' d, 
How  do  our  old  acquaintance  of  this  isle  ? — 
Honey,  you  shall  be  well  desir'd*  in   Cyprus, 
I  have  found  great  love  amongst  them.     O  my 

sweet, 
I  prattle  out  of  fashion,!  and  I  dote 
In  mine  own  comforts. — I  pr'ythee,  good  lago, 
Go  to  the  bay,  and  disembark  my  coffers  : 
Bring  thou  the  master  to  the  citadel : 
He  is  a  good  one,  and  his  worthiness 
Does  challenge  much  respect. — Come,  Desde- 
Once  more  well  met  at  Cyprus.  [mona, 

\_E.xcuitt  Othello,  Desdemona,  and  At- 
tendants. 

lago.  Do  thou  meet  me  presently  at  the 
harbour.  Come  hither.  If  thou  be'st  valiant, 
— as  (they  say)  base  men,  being  in  love',  have 
then  a  nobility  in  their  natures  more  than  is  na- 
tive to  them, — list  me.{  The  lieutenant  to- 
night watches  on  the  court  of  guard  : — First,  I 
must  tell  thee  this — Desdemona  is  directly  in 
love  with  him. 

Rod.  With  him  !   why'  'tis  not  possible. 

lago.  Lay  thy  finger — thus,  and  let  thy  soul 
be  instructed.  Mark  me  with  what  violence 
she  first  loved  the  Moor,  but  for  bragging,  and 
telling  her  fantastical  lies :  And  will  she  love 
him  still  for  prating  ?  let  not  thy  discreet 
heart  think  it.  Her  eye  must  be  fed ;  and 
what  delight  shall  she  have  to  look  on  the 
devil  1  When  the  blood  is  made  dull  with  the 
act  of  sport,there  should  be, — again  (o  inflame  it, 
and  to  give  satiety  a  fresh  appetite, — loveliness 
in  favour ;  sympatiiy  in  years,  manners,  and 
beauties ;  all  of  which  the  Moor  is  defective 
in:  Now,  for  want  of  the  required  conveni- 
ences, her  delicate  tenderness  will  find  itself 
abused,  begin  to  heave  the  gorge,  disrelish  and 
abhor  the  Moor  ;  very  nature  will  instruct  her 
in  it,  and  compel  her  to  some  second  choice. 
Now,  Sir,  this  granted,  (as  it  is  a  most  pregnant 

*  Much  solicited  by  invitation. 
t  Out  of  method,  without  order,       J  Listen  to  me. 
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and  enforced  position,)who  stands  so  eminently 
in  the  degree  of  this  fortune,  as  Cassio  does? 
aknave  veiy  voluble  ;  no  further  conscionable, 
than  in  putting  on  the  mere  form  of  civil  and 
humane  seeming,  for  the  better  compassing  of 
his  salt  and  most  hidden  loose  affection  ?  why, 
none ;  why,  none  :  A  slippery  and  subtle 
knave ;  a  finder  out  of  occasions ;  that  has  an 
eye  can  stamp  and  counterfeit  advantages, 
though  true  advantage  never  present  itself :  A 
devilish  knave !  besides,  the  knave  is  hand- 
some, young  ;  and  hath  all  those  requisites  in 
him,  that  folly  and  green  minds*  look  after  : 
A  pestilent  complete  knave  ;  and  the  woman 
hath  found  him  already. 

Rod.  1  cannot  believe  that  in  her;  she  is  full 
of  most  blessed  condition! 

lago.  Blessed  fig's  end!  the  wine  she  drinks 
is  made  of  grapes  :  if  she  bad  been  blessed, 
she  would  never  haveloved  the  Moor:  Blessed 
pudding .'  Didst  thou  not  see  her  paddle  with 
the  palm  of  his  hand  ?  didst  not  mark  that? 

Rod.  Yes,  that  I  did  ;  but  that  was  but 
courtesy 

lago.  Lechery,  by  this  hand;  and  index, and 
obscure  prologue  to  the  history  of  lust  and  fou 
thoughts.  They  met  so  near  with  their  lips, 
that  their  breaths  embraced  together.  Villa 
nous  thoughts,  Roderigo  !  when  these  rautu 
alities  so  marshal  the  way,  hard  at  hand  comes 
the  master  and  main  exercise,  and  incorporate 
conclusion :  Pish ! — But,Sir,be  you  ruled  by  me: 
I  have  brought  you  from  Venice.  Watch  you 
to-night ;  for  the  command,  I'll  lay't  upon  you: 
Cassio  knows  you  not ; — I'll  not  be  far  from 
you  :  Do  you  find  some  occasion  to  anger  Cas- 
sio, either  by  speaking  too  loud,  or  taintingl 
his  discipline;  or  from  what  other  course  you 
please,  which  the  time  shall  more  favourably 
minister. 

Rod.  Well 

lago.  Sir,  he  is  rash,  and  very  sudden  in 


Till  1  am  even  with  him,  wife  for  wife  ; 
Or,  failing  so,  yet  that  I  put  the  Moor 
At  least  into  a  jealousy  so  strong  [do, — 

That  judgement  cannot  cure.     Which  thing  to 
If  this  poor  trash*  of  Venice,  whom  I  trasht 
For  tliis  quick  hunting,  stand  the  putting  on, 
I'll  have  our  Michael  Cassio  on  the  hip  ; 
Abuse  him  to  the  Moor  in  the  rank  garb,t  — 
For  I  fear  Cassio  with  my  night-cap  too  ; 
Make  the  Moor  thank  me,  love  me,  and  reward 

me, 
For  making  him  egregiously  an  ass. 
And  practising  upon  his  peace  and  quiet 
Even  to  madness.     'Tis  here,  but  yetconfus'd; 
Knavery's  plain  face  is  never  seen,  till  us'd. 

lExit. 

SCENE  II.— A  Street. 

Enter  a  Herald,  with  a  Proclamation ;  People 
following. 

Her.  It  is  Othello's  pleasure,  our  noble  and 
valiant  general,  that,  upon  certain  tidings  now 
arrived,  importing  the  mere§  perdition  of  the 
Turkish  fleet,  every  man  put  himself  into 
triumph ;  some  to  dance,  some  to  make  bon- 
fires, each  man  to  what  sport  and  revel  his  ad- 
diction leads  him  ;  for,  besides  these  beneficial 
news,  it  is  the  celebration  of  his  nuptials  :  So 
much  was  his  pleasure  should  be  proclaimed. 
All  offices|(  are  open  ;  and  there  is  full  liberty 
of  feasting,  from  this  present  hour  of  five,  till 
the  bell  hath  told  eleven.  Heaven  bless  the 
isle  of  Cyprus,  and  our  noble  general,  Othello  ■ 

\_Exeunt. 

SCEA'E  III.— A  Hall  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Desdemona,  Cassio,  and  At' 
tendants. 


0th.  Good  Michael,  look  you  to  the  guard 
to-night  : 
,    ,-  T   ,      ,     ,      ....         •    ,  Let's  teach  ourselves  that  honourable   stop, 

choler  ;  and,  haply,§  with  his  truncheon  may  ^^^  ^^  out-sport  discretion, 
strike  at  you  =  Provoke  h,m,  that  he  may  :  for,      ^as.  lago  hath  direction  what  to  do ; 
even  out  of  that,  will  I  cause  these  of  Cyprus  g^^     notwithstanding,  with  my  personal  eye 
to  mutiny  ;  whose  qualification  shall  come  into}  ^yj[|  j  j^^^i^  ^^i^ 
no  true  taste  again,  but  by  the  displacing  of,      ^/A.  lago  is  most  honest. 
Cassio.    Soshal    you  have  a  shorter  iourney|j^i^,j^^,    ^      ^  ^■^^.    Jo-morrow,   with  our 
to  your  desires,  by  the  means  I  shall  then  havei  earliest  flove 

to   preferfl  them  ;  and   the  iuipediuient  raost|  ^et  me  have  speech  with  you.-Come,  my  dear 
profitably  removed,  without  the   xvh.ch  there  j^^  purchase  made,  the  fruits  are  to  en 


were  no  expectation  of  our  prosperity 

Rod  I  will  do  this,  if  I  can  bring  it  to  any 
opportunity. 

lago.  1  warrant  thee.  Meet  me  by  and  by  at 
the  citadel :  I  must  fetch  his  necessaries  ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod.  Adieu.  [Exit. 

Irtgo.  That  Cassio  loves  her,  I  do  well  be- 
lieve it;  [dit: 
That  she  loves  him,  'tis  apt,  and  of  great  cre- 
The  Moor — howbeit  that  I  endure  him  not, — 
Is  of  a  constant,  loving,  noble  nature  ; 
And,  I  dare  think,  he'll  prove  to  Desdemona 
A  most  dear  husband.  Now  I  do  love  her  too; 
Not  out  of  absolute  lust,  (though,  peradventure. 
I  stand  accountant  for  as  great  a  sin,) 
But  partly  led  to  diet  my  revenge, 
For  that  1  do  suspect  the  lusly  Moor 
Hath  leap'd  into  my  seat;  the  thought  where- 
of                                              [wards  ; 
Doth,  like  a  poisonous  mineral,  gnaw  my  in- 
And  nothing  can  or  shall  content  my  soul, 

*  Minds  unripe-  t  Qualities,  disposition  of  mind 

t  Throwing  a  slur  upon  his  discipline.        §  Perhaps. 
(I  To  advance  ihem. 


purcliase  maue,  me  iruits  are  to  ensue; 

{^To  Desdemona. 
That  profit's  yet  to  come  'twixt  me  and  you. — 
Good  night.       [^Exeunt  Oth.  Des.  and  Attend. 

Enter  Iago. 

Cas.  Welcome,  lago :  AVe  must  to  the  watch- 

lago.  Not  this  hour,  lieutenant ; 'tis  not  yet 
ten  o'clock  :  Our  general  castU  us  thus  early, 
for  the  love  of  his  Desdemona  ;  whom  let  us 
n^'t  therefore  blame;  he  hath  not  yet  made 
wanton  the  night  with  her  :  and  she  is  sport 
for  Jove. 

Cas.  She's  a  most  exquisite  lady. 

Iago.  And,  I'll  wairant  her,  full  of  game. 

Cas.  Indeed,  she  is  a  most  fresh  and  deli- 
cate creature. 

lugo.  What  an  eye  she  has!  methinks  it 
sounds  a  parley  of  provocation. 

(  as.  An  inviting  eye;  and  yet  methinks 
right  modest. 

*  Worthless  hound. 
t  The  'erm  for  a  clog  put  on  a  hound  to  hinder  his 
running.  1  In  the  grossest  manner. 

§  Entire.  II  Rooms,  oi  places  in  ibe  castle, 

r  Dismissed. 
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lago.  And,  when  she  speaks,  is  it  not  an 
alarm  to  love  ? 

Cas.  She  is,  indeed,  perfection. 
lago.  Well,  happiness  to  theirsheets!  Come, 
lieutenant,  1  have  a  stooj)  of  wine  ;  and  hoie 
witnout  are  a  brace  of  Cyprus  gaiiiiiits,  tlia' 
would  fain  have  a  measure  to  tiie  health  of  tlie 
black  Othello. 

Cas.  Not  to-night,  good  lago  ;  I  have  very 
poorand  unhappy  brains  for  drinking  :  I  could 
well  wish  courtesy  would  invent  some  other 
custom  of  entertainment. 

lago.  O,  they  are  ourfriends  ;  but  one  cup  ; 
I'll  drink  for  you. 

Cas.  I  have  drunk  but  one  cup  to-night,  and 
that  was  craftily  qualified*  too,  and,  behold, 
what  innovation  it  makes  here  :  I  am  unfor- 
tunate in  the  infirmity,  and  dare  not  task  my 
%veakness  with  any  more. 

lago.  What,  man  !  'tis  a  night  of  revels;  the 
gallants  desire  it. 

Cas.  Where  are  they  ? 

lago.  Here  at  the  door ;  I  pray  you,  call 
them  in. 

Cas.  I'll  do't ;  but  it  dislikes  me. 

{^Exit  Cassio. 
lago.  If  I  can  fasten  but  one  cup  upon  him, 
With  that  which  he    hath  drunk  to-night  al- 
ready. 
He'll  be  as  full  of  quarrel  and  offence 
As  my  young  mistress'    dog.     Now,  my  sick 

fool,Roderigo, 
Whom  love  has  turn'd  almost  the  wrong  side 

outward. 
To  Desdemona  hath  to-night  carous'd 
Potations  pottle  deep  ;  and  he's  to  w^atch  : 
These  lad?  of  Cyprus, — noble  swelling  spirits, 
That  hold  their  honours  in  a  wary  distance. 
The  very  elements  of  this  warlike  isle, — 
Have  I  to  night  fluster'd  with  flowing  cups, 
And  they  M'atch  too.     Now,  'mongst  this  flock 

of  drunkards 
Am  I  to  put  our  Cassio  in  some  action 
That  may  od'end  the  isle  i—But  here  they  come : 
If  consequence  do  but  approve  my  dream, 
My  boat  sails  freely,    both  with    wind  and 
stream. 

Re-enter  Cassio,  with,  him  Montano  and 
Gentlemen. 

Cas.  'Fore  heaven,  they  have  given  me  a 
rouset  already. 

Mon.  Good  faith,  a  little   one:  not  past  a 
pint,  as  I  am  a  soldier. 
lago.  Some  wine,  ho! 

And  let  me  the  canakin  clink,  dink ;  [Sings 
And  let  me  the  canakin  clink ; 
A  soldier^ s  a  man  ; 
A  life's  but  a  span  ; 
Why  then,  let  a  soldier  drink. 


Some  wine,  boys  !  [  Wine  hrovght  in 

Cas.  'Fore  heaven,  an  excellent  song. 

lago.  I  learned  it  in  England,  where,  (in- 
deed) they  are  most  potent  in  potting:  your 
Dane,  your  German,  and  your  swag-bellied 
Hollander, — Drink,  ho  ! — are  nothing  to  your 
English. 

Cas.  Is  your  Englishman  so  expert  in  his 
drinking  ? 

lago.  Why,  he'drinks  j'ou,  with  facility,  your 
Dane  dead  drunk  ;  he  sweats  not  to  overthow 
your  Almain  ;  he  gives  your  Hollander  a 
vomit  ere  the  next  pottle  can  be  filled. 

Cas.  To  the  health  oJ  our  general. 


*  Plily  mixeJ  with  water, 


■f  A  littte  mfiretban»noi!^!i. 


J\fon.  I  am  for  it,  lieutenant;  and  I'll  do  ydli 
justice.* 

lago    0  sweet  England  '. 

King  Slcphen  nws  a  worthy  peer,} 
His  hrter.'ics  cost  him  Imt  a  cro-icn  ; 

He  held  them  sixpence  all  too  dear, 
Wiih  thai  he  caWd  the  tailor — lauh^^ 

Heiras  n  wight  of  high  renown. 

And  thou  art  Init  of  low  dtgree  : 
'TIs  pride  that  pulls  the  country  down, 

Then  lak'  thine  auld  cloak  about  tkee. 

Some  wine,  ho  ! 

Cfr.t  Why  tiiis  is  a  more  exquisite  song  than, 
the  otlier. 

logo.  Will  you  hear  it  again  ? 
_  Cas.  No  ;  for  I  hold  him  to  be  unwortliy  o.'f 
his  place,  that  does  those  things. — Well,— 
Heaven's  above  all  ;  and  there  be  souls  that 
must  be  saved,  and  there  be  souls  must  not  be 
saved. 

lago.  It's  true,  good  lieutenant. 

Cas.  For  mine  own  part, — no  offence  to  tire 
general,  or  any  man  of  quality, — 1  hope  to  be 
saved. 

logo.   And  so  do  I  too,  lieutenant. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  by  your  leave,  not  before  me  ; 
the  lieutenant  is  to  be  saved  before  the  an- 
cient. Let's  have  no  more  of  this  ;  let's  to  our 
affairs. — Forgive  us  our  sins  ! — Gentlemetr, 
let's  look  to  our  business.  Do  not  think,  gen- 
tlemen, I  am  drunk  ;  this  is  my  ancient ; — this 
is  my  right  iiand,  and  this  is  my  left  hand  ^ — 
I  am  not  drunk  now ;  I  can  stand  well  enough, 
and  speak  well  enough. 

.411.  Excellent  well. 

Cas.  Why,  very  well,  then  :  you  must  noS 
think  then  that  1  am  drunk.  [_Exit. 

Mon.  To  the  platform,  masters  ;  come,  let's 
set  the  watch. 

lago.  You  see  this  fellow,  that  is  gone  be- 
fore ; — 
He  is  a  soldier,  fit  to  stand  by  Ca'sar 
And  give  direction  :  and  do  but  see  his  vice  ; 
Tis  to  his  virtue  a  just  equinox, 
The  one  as  long  as  tiie  other:  'tis  pity  of  him-: 
I  fear,  the  trust  Othello  puts  him  in, 
On  some  odd  time  of  his  infirmity 
Will  shake  this  island. 

Moji.  But  is  he  often  thus  ? 

lago.  'Tis  evermore  the  prologue  tohissleejp  : 
He'll  watch  the  horologe  a  double  sef,§ 
If  drink  rock  not  his  cradle. 

Mon.  It  were  well. 
The  general  \vere  put  in  mind  of  it. 
Perhaps,  he  sees  it  not ;  or  his  good  natur* 
Prizes  the  virtue  that  appears  in  Cassio, 
And  looks  not  on  his  evils  ;  Is  not  this  tnre? 


Enter  Pioderigo, 


[Mid'e. 


lago.  IIow  now,  Pioderigo  ? 
I  pray  you,  after  the  lieutenant ;  go. 

[Exit  RoDF.KIGO- 

Mon.  And   'tis  great  pity,    that    the  noble. 
Moor  [cond. 

Should  hazard   such  a  place,  as   his  own  se- 
With  one  of  an  ingraftj]  infirmity  : 
It  were  an  honest  action,  to  say 
So  to  the  Moor. 

Jago.  Not  I,  for  this  fair  island  : 
I  do  love  Cassio  well ;  and  would  do  much 

*  Drinkas  much  as  you  <To.        f  A  worthy  fellow. 
'X  Clown. 
§  While  the  clock  strikes  two  rounds,  or  f6'jr-Bnd-V*f5- 
ly  hours.  tl  Hooted,  s»l'.I°i5. 
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[Act  11. 


To  cure  him  of  this  evil.     But  hark  !  what 
noise  ? 

[Cry  within, — Help  !  help  I 

Re-enter  Cassio,  driving  in  Rodjehigo. 

Cos.  You  rogue  !  you  rast-al  ! 

Mon.  What's  the  matter,  lieutenant  ? 

Cos.  A  knave  ? — teach  nie  my  duty  ! 
I'll  beat  the  knave  into  a  twiggen*  bottle. 

Rod.  Beat  me  ! 

C'as.  Dost  thou  prate,  rogue  ? 

[Stri'cing  RoDERTOo. 

BTon.  Nay,  good  lieutenant,      [Stai/inghim. 
Ipray  you,  Sir,  hold  your  hand. 

Cos.  Let  me  go,  Sir, 
Or  I'll  knock  you  o'er  (he  maxzard. 

Mon.  Come,  come,  you're  drunk. 

Cas.  Drunk!  [They fight 

Jago.  Away,  I  say  !  go  out,  and  cry — a  mu- 
tiny !        [Aside  to  Ron.  who  goes  out. 
Nay,  good  lieutenant, — alas,  gentlemen, — 
Help,   ho  !  —  Lieutenant, — Sir,  —  Montano, — 

Sir; — 
Help,   masters  ! — Here's  a  goodly  watch,  in- 
deed !  [Bell  rings. 
Who's  that  that  rings  the  bell  ?— Diablo,  ho  ! 
The  town   will   rise,   God's  will,  lieutenant ! 
You  will  be  shara'd  for  ever.  [hold  ; 

Enter  Othello,  and  Attendants. 

0th.  What  is  the  matter  here  ? 

Mon.  I  bleed  still,  I  am  hurt  to  the  death  ;  — 

he  dies. 
0th.  Hold,  for  your  lives. 
lago.  Hold,  hold,  lieutenant,  Sir,  Montano, 
— gentlemen, — 
Have  you  forgot  all  sense  of  place  and  duty  ? 
Hold,  hold  !  the  general  speaks  to  yuu  ;  hold, 
for  shame  ! 
0th.  Why,  how  now,  ho  !  from  whence aris- 
eth  this  ? 
Are  we  turn'd  Turk?:  and  to  ourselves  do  that. 
Which  heaven  hath  forbid  the  Ottomites  ? 
For   Christian   shame,  put  by  this  barbarous 

brawl  : 
He  that  stirs  next  to  carve  for  his  own  rage, 
Holds  his  soul  light;  he  dies  upon  his  motion.— 
Silence  that  dreadful  bell,  it  frights  the  isle 
From  her  propriety.— What  is  the  matter,  mas- 
ters ? — 
Honest  lago,  that  look'st  dead  with  grievins:, 
Speak,  who  began  this  ?  on  thy  love,  I  charge 
thee. 
Jago.  I  do  not  know  ; — friends  all  but  now, 
even  now, 
In  quarter,  and  in  terms  like  bricje  and  groom 
Devesting  them  for  bed  :  and  then,  but  now, 
(As  if  some  planet  had  unwitted  men.) 
Swords  out,  and  tilting  one  at  other's  breast, 
In  opposition  bloody.     I  cannot  s])eak 
Any  beginning  to  this  peevish  odds  ; 
And  'would  in  action  glorious  I  had  lost 
These  legs,  that  brought  me  to  a  part  of  it  ! 
0th.  How  comes  it,  Michael,  you  are  thus 

forgot  ?t 
Cas.  I  pray  you,  pardon  me,  I  cannot  speak. 
0th.  Worthy  Montano,   you  were  wont  be 
civil : 
The  gravity  and  stillness  of  your  youth 
The  world  hath  noted,  and  your  name  is  great 
In  mouths  of  wisest  censure  ;  What's  the  mat- 
That  you  unlace  your  reputation  thus,       [ter, 
And  spend  your  rich  opinion,  for  the  name 
Of  a  night-brawler  ?  Give  me  answer  to  it. 

*.\  wicker  bottle, 
f  /.  e.  You  liave  tfcus  forgot  yo'jrte)/. 


Mon.  Worthy  Othello,  I  am  hurt  to  danger; 
Your  officer,  lago,  can  inform  you — 
While  I  sj)pj-e  sfieech,   which  something  now 

offends  me  ; — 
Of  all  that  I  do  know  ;  nor  know  I  aught 
By  me  that's  said  or  done  amiss  this  night  ; 
Unless  self-charity* be  sometime  a  vice  ; 
And  to  defend  ourselves  it  be  a  sin, 
When  violence'assaiis  us. 

0th.  Now,  by  heaven, 
.My  blood  begins  my  safer  guides  to  rule  ; 
.And  passion,  having  my  l)est  judgement  col- 
Assajs  to  lead  the  way  :  Ifoncelstir,     [lieu.t 
Or  do  but  lift  tliis  arm,  the  best  of  you 
Shall  sink  in  my  rebuke.     Give  me  to  know 
How  this  foul  rout  began,  who  set  it  on  ; 
.-\nd  he  that  is  appro\  'dt  in  this  offence, 
Though  he  had  twinn'd  with  me,  both   at  a 

birth, 
Shall  lose  me. — What  !  in  a  town  of  war, 
Yet  wild,  the  people's  hearts  brimful  offear, 
To  manage  private  and  domestic  quarrel, 
lii  night,  and  on  the  court  and  guardof  safety  ! 
'Tis  monstrous. — lago,  who  began  it? 

Mon.  If  partially  alBn'd,^  or  leagu'd  in  office, 
Thou  dost  delis  er  more  or  less  than  truth, 
Thou  art  no  soldier. 

Ingo.  Touch  me  not  so  near  ;  [mouth, 

I  had    rather  have  this  tongue  cut  from  my 
Than  it  should  do  offence  to  Michael  Cassio; 
Yet,  I  persuade  myself,  to  speak  the  truth 
Shall  nothing  wrong  him. — Thus  it  is,  general. 
Montano  and  myself  being  in  speech, 
There  comes  a  fellow,  crying  out  for  help  : 
And   Cassio  following    him  with  determin'd 

sword, 
To  execute  upon  him  :  Sir,  this-  gentleman 
Steps  in  to  Cassio,  and  entreats  his  pause  ; 
Myself  the  crying  fellow  did  pursue. 
Lest,  by  his  clamour,  (as  it  so  fell  out,). 
The  town  might  fall  in  fright :  he,  swift  of  foot. 
Outran  my  purpose  ;  and  I  return'd  the  rather 
For  that  1  heard  the  clink  and  fall  of  swords. 
And  Cassio  high  in  oath  ;  which,   till  to-night, 
J  ne'er  might  say  before  :  when  I  came  back, 
(For  this  was  brief.)  I  found  them  close  toge- 
ther. 
At  blow,  and  thrust :  even  as  again  they  were, 
^Vhen  you  yourself  did  part  them. 
More  of  this  matter  can  I  not  report : — 
But  men   are  men;  the  best  sometimes  for- 
get : — 
Though  Cassio  did  some  little  wrongto  him. — 
.\s  men  in  rage  strike  those  that  wish  them 

best, — 
Vet,  surely,  Cassio.  I  believe,  receiv'd. 
From  him  that  lied,  some  strange  indignity^ 
Which  patience  could  not  pass. 

0th.  I  know,   lago, 
I'hy  honesty  and  love  doth  mince  this  matter. 
Making  it  light  to  Cassio  :  — Cassio,  I  love  thee  : 
But  never  more  be  officer  of  mine. — 
Enter  Desdemona,  attended. 
Look,  if  my  gentle  love  be  not  rais'd  up  : — 
I'll  make  thee  an  example. 

Des.  What's  the  matter,  dear  ? 

0th.  All's  well  now,  sweeting  ;   come  aAvay 
to  bed. 
Sir,  for  your  hurts. 
Myself  will  be  your  surgeon  :  Lead  him  off. 

[  To  Mo.vTANo  who  is  led  off. 
lago,  look  with  care  about  the  town  ; 
And  silence  those  whom  this  vile  brawl  dis- 
tracted.— 

b  ■ 

;      _       *  Care  of  one's  self.  T  Darkened. 

I  Convicted  by  proof.  ^  Related  by  nearness  of  office. 
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Tome,  Desdemona  ;  'tis  the  soldiers'  life, 
To  have  their  balmy  slumbers  Avak'd  with  strife. 
lExeunt  oil  but  Iago  and  C.^ssio. 
la^o.  What,  are  you  hurt,  lioutenaut  ? 
Cas.  Ay,  past  all  surgery. 
Ifigo.  Reputation,  rppntation,  re()utation  !  O, 
I  have  lost  my  reputation  !  I  have  lost  the  im- 
mortal part.  Sir,  of  myself;  and  what  remains 
is  bestial — My  reputation,  Iago,  my  reputa- 
tion. 

Iago.  As  I  am  an  honest  man,  I  thought  you 
had  received  some  bodily  wound  ;  there  is 
more  oHence  in  that,  than  in  reputation.  Re- 
putation is  an  idle  and  most  false  imposition; 
ott  got  without  merit,  and  lost  without  deserv- 
ing :  You  have  lost  no  reputation  at  all,  unless 
you  rejiuie  yourself  such  a  loser.  What,  man  ! 
there  are  ways  to  recover  the  general  again  : 
You  are  but  now  cast  in  his  mood,*  a  punish- 
ment more  in  policy  than  in  malice  ;  even  so 
as  one  would  beat  his  olfenceless  dog,  to  af- 
fright an  imperious  lion  :  sue  to  him  again,  and 
he's  yours. 

Cas.  I  will  rather  sue  to  be  despis'd,  than 
to  deceivesogooda^commander,  with  sosIi;!:ht, 
so  drunken,  and  so  indiscreet  an  officer.  Drunk? 
and  speak  j)arrot  ?t  and  squabble  ?  swagger? 
.swear?  and  discourse  fustian  with  one's  own 
shadow  ? — O  thou  invisible  spirit  of  wine,  if 
thou  hast  no  name  to  be  known  by,  let  us  call 
thee — devil ! 

Iago.  Wiiat  was  he  that  you  followed  with 
your  sword  ?  What  had  he  done  to  you  ? 

Cas.  I  know  not. 

If  go.  Is  it  possible  ? 

Cas.  I  remember  a  mass  of  tilings,  but  noth- 
ing distinctly  ;  a  quarrel,   but  nothing  where- 


vice  in  her  goodness,  not  to  do  more  than  she 
is  requested  :  This  broken  joint,  between  you 
and  her  husband,  entreat  her  to  splinter  ;  and, 
my  fortunes  against  any  lay**  worth  naming, 
this  crack  of  your  love  shall  grow  stronger  than 
it  Was  before. 

Cas.  You  advise  me  well. 

Iago.  I  protest  in  the  sincerity  of  love,  and 
honest  kindness. 

Cas.  I  think  it  freely;  and,  betimes  in  the 
morning,  I  will  beseech  the  virtuous  Desde- 
mona tn  undertake  forme  :  I  am  desperate  of 
my  fortunes,  if  tliey  check  me  here. 

/fl?o.  You  are  in  the  right;  Good  night, 
lieutenant;  I  must  to  the  watch. 

Cas.  Good  niglit,  honest  Iago.  [^Exit  Cassio. 

Iago.  And  what's  he  then,  that  says, — I  play 
the  villain  ? 
When  this  advice  is  free,  I  give,  and  honest, 
Probal  to  thinking,  and  (indeed)  the  course 
To  win  the  Moor  again  ?  For,  'tis  most  easy 
The  inclining  Desdemona  to  subdue 
In  any  honest  suit ;  she's  fram'd  as  fruitfult 
As  the  free  elements.     And  then  for  her 
To  win  the  Moor, — were't  to  renounce  his 

baptism. 
All  seals  and  symbols  of  redeemed  sin, — 
His  soul  is  so  enfetter'dto  her  love, 
That  she  may  make,  unmake,  do  what  she  list. 
Even  as  her  appetite  shall  play  the  god 
With  his  weak  function.     How  am  I  then  a 

villain. 
To  counsel  Cassio  to  this  parallelt  course, 
Directly  to  his  good  ?  Divinity  of  hell  ! 
When  devils  will  their  blackest  sins  put  on, 
They  do  suggest^  at  first  with  heavenly  shows. 
As  f  do  now  :  For  while  this  honest  fool 


•  fore. — 0,  that  men  should  put  an  enemy  injfl'es  Desdemona  to  repair  his  fortunes. 


their  mouths,  to  steal  away  tlieir  brains  !  that 
we  should,  with  joy,  revel,  pleasure,  and  ap- 
plause, transform  ourselves  into  beasts  ! 

Iago.  Why,  but  you  are  now  well  enough  : 
How  came  you  thus  recovered  ? 

Cas.  It  hath  pleased  the  devil,  dnmkenness. 


And  she  for  him  pleads  strongly  to  the  Moor, 
I'll  pour  this  pestilence  into  his  ear, — 
That  she  repeals||him  for  her  body's  lust; 
.And,  by  how  much  she  strives  to  do  him  good. 
She  shall  undo  her  credit  with  the  Moor. 
So  will  I  turn  her  virtue  into  pitch! 


to  give  place  to  the  devil,  wrath  :  one  unper-i  And  out  of  her  own  goodness  make  the  net, 
fectness  shows  me  another,  to  make  me  frank-  1  hat  shall  enmesh  them  all. — How  now,   Ro- 
ly  despise  myself. 

Iago.  Come,  you  are  too  severe  a  moraler : 


As  the  time,  the  place,  and  the  condition  of  this 
country  stands,  I  could  heartily  wish  this  had 


derigo  ? 

Enter  Roderigo. 


Rod.  I  do  follow  here  in  the  chase,  not  like 


by  a  fool,  and  presently  a  beast  !  O  strange  !- 
Every  inordinate  cup  is  unblessed,  and  the  in- 
gredient is  a  devil. 


not  befallen;  but,  since  it  is  as  it  i<,  mend  it  a  hound  that  hunts,  but  one  that  fills  up  the 
for  your  own  good.  pT-     ^ly  money  is  almost  spent ;  I  have  been 

Casli  will  ask  him  for  my  place  again  ;  helto-night  exceedingly  well  cudgelled;  and,  I 
.«hall  fell  me.  I  am  a  drunkard  !  Had  i  as  mauyjthink,  the  issue  will  be — I  shall  have  so  much 
mouths  as  Hydra,  such  an  answer  would  stop  experience  for  my  pains  :  and  so,  with  no 
them  all.     To  be  now  a  sensible  man,  by  and  money  at  all,   and  a  little  more  wit,  return  to 

Venice. 
Iago.  How  poor  are  they,  that  have  not  pa- 
tience ! 

Iago.  Come,   come,  good  wine  is  a  good  la-  What  wound  did  ever  heal,  but  by  degrees  ? 
miliar  creature,  if  it  be  well  used  ;  exclaim  no  Thou  know'st   we  work  by  wit,  and  not  by 
more  against  it.     And,  good  lieutenant,  I  think,  witchcraft  ; 

you  think  I  love  you.  (And  wit  depends  on  dilatory  time. 

Cas.  I  have  well  approved  it,  Sir. — 1  drunk  iJDoes't  not  go  well  ?    Cassio  hath  beaten  thee, 

Ltgn.  You.  orauy  man  living,  may  bo  drunk;  And  thou,  by  that  small  hurt,  hath  cashier'd 
at  some  time,  man.     I'll  tell  3-ou  what  you  shallj  Cassio; 

do.  Our  general's  wife  is  now  the  general  ; — jThough  other  things  grow  fair  against  the  sun, 
I  may  say  so  in  this  respect,  for  that  he  hath  I  Yet  fruits,  that  blossom  first,  will  first  be  ripe  : 
devoted  and  given  up  himself  to  the  contem-jContent  thyself  awhile. — By  the  mass,  'tis 
plation,  mark,  and  denotement  of  herparts  andj     '  morning; 

graces  : — confess  yourself  freely  to  her  ;  im-  Pleasure,  and  action,  make   the  hours  seem 
she'll  help  to  put   you  in  your 


portune  her 

place  again  :  she  is  of  so  free,  so  kind,  so  apt, 

so   blessed  a  disposition,  that  she  holds  it  a 

*  Dismissed  in  his  anjer.         t  Talk  idly. 


short. — 
Retire  thee  ;  go  where  thou  art  billeted: 
Away,  I  say  ;  thou  shaltknow  more  hereafter; 


*  Bet,  or  wager, 

X  Even.  §  Tempt. 


Liberal,  bountiful, 
[]  Recalls  . 
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>'ay,  get  thee  gone.  [E2;i«.  Rod.]  Two  things,  For  your  displeasure;*  but  all  will  soon  be  well. 

are  to  be  done, —  The  general,  and  his  wife,  are  talking  ot  it, 

^ly  wife  must  move  for  Cassio  to  her  mistress  ;  And  siie  speaks  for  you  stoutly :  The  Moor  re- 

i'll  set  her  on  ;  plies, 

Myself,  the  while,  to  draw  the  moor  apart,        'That,  he,  you  hurt,  is  of  great  fame  in  Cyprus. 

And  bring  him  jump*  when  he  may  Cassio  And  great  affinity ;  and  that,   in  wholesome 

~^  wisdom, 

He  might  not  but  refuse  you  :  but,  he  protests, 

he  loves  you  ; 

And  needs  no  other  suitor,  but  his  likings. 

To  take  the  saf'st  occasion  by  the  front. 

To  bring  you  in  again. 

Cas.  Yet  I  beseech  you, — 

If  you  think  lit,  or  that  it  may  be  done, 
fi;,.^  .v,„  ..J ^ _i-  1    .   r    1- 


find 

Soliciting  his  wife  : — Ay,  that's  the  way  : 
Dull  not  device  by  coldness  and  delay.  lExit. 

ACT  in. 

SCENE  I — Before  the  Caslle. 

Enter  Cassio,  and  some  Musicians. 


11  ;(uu  nil  UK  III,  ui  iiiiiL  11  may  ue  aone, 
las.  Masters,  play  here,  I  will  content  your  ^'Y^  "le  advantage  of  some  brief  discourse 
pains,  With  Desdernoiia  alone. 


Something  that's  brief;  and  bid — good-mor- 
ruw,  general. 

Enter  Clow.v. 

CIo.  Why,  masters,  have  your  instruments 
beeu  at  >'aples,  that  they  speak  i'the  nose 
thus  ? 

1  Mus.  How,  Sir,  how  I 

Clo.  Are  these,  I  pray  you,  called  wind  in- 
struments ? 

1  Mus.  Ay,  marry,  are  they.  Sir. 

CIo.  O,  thereby  hangs  a  tail. 

1  Mus.  Whereby  hangs  a  tale.  Sir  ? 

Clo.  Marry,  Sir,  by  many  a  wind  instrument 
that  I  know.  But,  masters,  here's  money  foi- 
you :  and  the  general  so  likes  your  music,  that 
he  desires  you,  of  all  loves,  to  make  no  more 
uoise  with  it. 

I  Mus.  Well,  Sir,  we  will  not. 

CIo.  If  you  have  any  music  that  may  not  be 
heard,  to't  again :  but,  as  they  say,  to  hear 
music,  the  general  does  not  greatly  care 

1  Mus.  We  have  none  such,  Sir. 

Clo.  Then  put  up  your  pipes  in  your  bag,  for 
ril  away  :  Go  ;  vanish  into  air  ;  away. 

[Exeunt  Musicians. 

Cas.  Dost  thou  hear,  my  honest  friend  ? 

Clo.  No,  I  hear  not  your  honest  friend.  1 
hear  you. 

Cas.  Pr'ythee,  keepupthyquillets.t  There's 
a  poor  piece  of  gold  for  thee  :  if  the  gentlewo 
man  that  attends  the  general's  wife,  be  stir- 
ring, tell  her,  there's  one  Cassio,  entreats  her  a 
little  favour  of  speech  :  Wilt  thou  do  this.? 

Clo.  She  is  stirring,  Sir;  if  she  will  stir  hi 
ther,  I  shall  seem  to  notify  unto  her.      [Exit. 

Enter  Iago. 

Cas.  Do,  good  my  friend.—  In  happy  time 
Iago. 

Iago.  You  have  not  been  a-bed  then? 
,     Cas.  Why,  no;  the  day  had  broke 
Before  we  parted.     I  have  made  bold,  Iago, 
To  send  in  to  your  wife  :  My  suit  to  her  ° 
Is,  that  she  will  to  virtuous  Desdemona 
Procure  me  some  access. 

lofio.  I'll  send  her  to  you  presentiv  ; 
And  I'll  devise  a  mean  to  draw  the  Moor 
Oat  of  the  way,  that  your  converse  and  bnsi 

ness 
May  be  more  free.  [Exit. 

Cas.  I  humbly  thank  you  for't.  I  never  knew 
A  Florentine  more  kind  and  honest. 

Enter  Emilia. 
Eml^.  Good  morrow,  good  lieutenant :  I  am 


sorry 


t  Nice  distinctions. 


i^u-aivji-       Emit.  Fray  you,  come  in  ; 
[Music.  '  \^''"  bestow  you  where  you  shall  have  time 
To  speak  your  bosom  freely. 

Cas.  I  am  much  bound  to  you.        lExetmt. 

SCENE  II.— A  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Iago,  and  Gentle.men. 

0th.  These  letters  give,  Iago,  to  the  pilot  ; 
.\nd,  by  him,  do  my  duties  to  the  state: 
That  done,  I  will  be  walking  on  the  works, 
Repair  there  to  me. 

Iago.  Well,  ray  good  lord,  I'll  do't. 

0th.  This  fortification,  gentlemen, — shall  we 

see't? 
Gent.  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordship. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.— Before  the  Castle. 

Enter  Desdemona,  Cassio, 'and  Emilia. 

Des.  Be  thou  assur'd,  good  Cassio,  I  will  do 
All  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf. 
Emil.  Good  madam,  do;  I  know  it  grieves 
my  husband. 
As  if  the  case  were  his. 

Des.  O,   that's  an  honest  fellow— Do  not 
doubt,  Cassio, 
But  I  will  have  my  lord  and  you  again 
As  friendly  as  you  were. 

Cr.s.  Bounteous  madam, 
Whatever  shall  become  of  Michael  Cassio, 
He's  never  any  thing  but  your  true  servant. 
Des.  O,  Sir,  I  thank  you  :  You  do  love  my 
lord :  ' 

You  have  known  him  long ;  and  be  you  well 

assur'd. 
He  shall  in  strangeness  stand  no  further  off 
Than  in  a  politic  distance. 

Cas.  Ay,  but,  lady. 
That  policy  may  either  last  so  long, 
Or  feed  upon  such  nice  and  watcrish  diet. 
Or  breed  itself  so  out  of  circumstance. 
That,  I  being  absent,  and  my  place  supplied, 
My  general  uili  forget  my  love  and  service. 

Des.  Do  not  doubt  that ;  before  Emilia  here, 
I  give  thee  warrant  of  thy  place  :  assure  thee, 
If  I  do  vow  a  friendship,  I'll  perform  it 
To  the  last  article  :  my  lord  shall  never  rest ; 
ril  watch  him  taine,t  and  talk  him  out  of  pa- 
tience ; 
His  bed  shall  seem  a  school,  his  board  a  shrift; 
ril  intermingle  every  thing  he  does 
With  Cassio's  suit :  Therefore  be  merry,  Cas- 
For  thy  solicitor  shall  rather  die,  [sio ; 

Thiin  give  thy  cause  away. 

*  The  uispleasure  you  hnve  incurrpil  from  OtheJJo. 

*  llawkj  art  tameii  by  keeping  them  from  sleep. 
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Enter  Othello,  and  Iaco,  at  a  distance. 

Eniil.  Madam,  here  cornes 
My  lord. 

Cas.  Madam,  I'll  take  my  leave. 

Dei'.  Why,  stay, 
And  hear  me  speak. 

Cas.  Madam,  not  now;  I  am  very  ill  at  ease, 
Unfit  for  mine  own  purposes. 

DCS.  Well,  well, 
Do  your  discretion.  ^Exit  Cassio. 

Jago.  Ha  !  I  like  not  that. 

Olli.  What  dost  thou  say  ? 

lago.  Nothing,  ray  lord  :  or  if — I  know  not 
what. 

0th.  Was  not  that  Cassio,  parted  from  my 
wife  ? 


lago.  Cassio,   my  lord?  No,  sure,  I  cannot, Chaos  is  come  again 


It  .shall  be  full  of  poize*  and  difficulty, 
And  fearful  to  be  granted. 

0th.  I  will  deny  thee  nothing: 
Whereon,  1  do  beseech  thee,  grant  me  thiij, 
To  leave  me  but  a  little  to  myself. 
Des.  Shall   1  deny  you  ?    no:  Farewell,  my 

lord. 
0th.  Farewell,  my  Desdemona :  I  will  come 

to  thee  straight. 
Des.   Emilia,  come: — Be  it  as  your  fancies 
teach  you  ; 
Wliat'er  you  be,  1  am  obedient. 

[^Exit  with  Emilia. 
Otk.  Excellent  wretch  !  Perdition  catch  my 
soul. 
But  I  do  love  thee  !  and  when  I  love  thee  not, 


think  it. 
That  he  would  steal  away  so  guilty-like, 
Seeing  you  coming. 

0th.  I  do  believe  'twas  he. 

De,s.  How  now,  my  lord  ? 
I  have  been  talking  with  a  suitor  here, 
A  man  that  languishes  in  your  displeasure 

Olh.  who  is't  you  mean  ? 

Des.  Why,  your  lieutenant  Cassio. 
my  lord. 
If  I  have  any  grace,  or  power  to  move  you, 
His  present  reconciliation  take  ; 
For,  if  he  be  not  one  that  truly  loves  you, 
That  errs  in  ignorance,  and  not  in  cunning* 
I  have  no  judgement  in  an  honest  face  : 
I  pr'ythee,  call  him  back. 

0th.  Went  he  hence  now  ? 

Des.  Ay,  sooth  ;  so  humbled, 
That  he  hath  left  part  of  his  grief  with  me  ; 
I  suffer  with  him.     Good  love,  call  him  back. 

Otk.   Not  now,  sweet  Desdemona;    some 
other  time. 

Des.  But  shal't  be  shortly  ? 

Ofh.  The  sooner,  sweet,  for  you. 

Des.  Shal't  be  to-night  at  supper  ? 

0th.  No,  not  to-night. 

Des.  To-morrow  dinner  then? 

0th.  I  shall  not  dine  at  home  ; 
I  meet  the  captains  at  the  citadel. 

Des.  why  then,  to-morrow  night  ;  or  Tues 


logo.  My  noble  lord, 

0th.  What  dost  thou  say,  lago? 
lago.  Did  Michael  Cassio,  when  youwoo'd 
my  lady, 
Know  of  your  love  .' 

0th.  He  did,  from  first  to  last  :  Why  dost 

thou  ask  ? 
lago.  But  for  a  satisfaction  of  my  thought ; 
Good,^o  furtiierharm. 

0th.  Why  of  thy  thought,  lago? 
Jago.  I  did  not  think,  he  had  been  acquaint- 
ed with  her. 
0th.  O,  yes  ;  and  went  between  us  very  oft. 
lago.  Indeed? 

Otli.  Indeed  !  ay,  indeed: — Discern'st  thou 
aught  in  that  ? 
Is  he  not  honest  ? 

lago.'  Honest,  my  lord  ? 
0th.  Ay,  honest. 

lago.  My  lord,  for  aught  I  know. 
0th.  What  dost  thon  think? 
lago.  Think,  my  lord  ? 
0th.  Think,  my  lord!  ^ 

By  heaven,  he  echoes  me, 
As  if  there  were  some  monster  in  his  thought 
Too  hideous  to  be  shown — Thou  dost  mean 
something:  [that, 

I  heard  thee  say  but  now, — Thou  lik'dst  not 
When   Cassio  left  my  wife  ;    What  did.st  not 
like  ? 


day  morn;  "      [morn  ; — |  And,  when  I  told  thee — he  was  of  my  counsel 

Or  Tuesday  noon,  or  night:  or  Wednesday lln  my  whole  course  of  wooing,  thou  criedst. 


I  pray  thee,  name  the  time  ;  but  let  it  not 
Exceed  three  days:  in  faith,  he's  penitent ; 
And  yet  his  trespass,  in  our  common  reason, 
(Save  that,  they  say,  the  wars  must  make  ex- 
amples 
Out  of  their  best,t)  is  not  almost  a  fault 
To  incur  a  private  check :  When  shall  he  come  ? 
Tell  me,  Othello.     I  wonder  in  my  soul, 
What  you  could  ask  me,  that  I  should  deny, 
Orstandso  mammeringt  on.     What!  Michael 
Cassio,  [time, 

That  came  a  wooing  with  you;  and  many  a 
When  1  have  spoke  of  you  dispraisingly, 
Hath  ta'en  your  part;  to  have  so  much  to  do 
To  bring    him   in  !     Trust  me,    I   could   do 
much, — 
0th.  Pr'ythee,  no  more  ;  let  him  come  when 
he  will  : 
I  will  deny  thee  nothing. 

Des.  Why,  this  is  not  a  boon  ; 
'Tis  as  I  should  entreat  you  wear  your  gloves, 
Or  feed  on  nourishing  dishes,  or  keep  you 
Or  sue  to  you  to  do  peculiar  profit  [warm  ; 
To  your  own  person  :  Nay,  when  I  have  a  suit, 
Wherein  I  mean  to  touch  your  love  indeed, 


*  Knowledge, 


*  Hesitating 


]  Bpstmen, 


Indeed:  [ther, 

And  didst  contract  and  purse  thy  brow  toge- 
As  if  thou  then  had'st  shut  up  in  thy  brain 
Some  horrible  conceit:  If  thou  dost  love  me, 
Show  me  tiiy  thought. 

lago.  My  lord,  you  know  I  love  you. 

Olh.   1  tiiink,  thou  dost ;  [honesty, 

And,— for  I   know   thou  art  full  of  love  and 
And   weigh 'st   thy  words  before  thou  giv'st 
them  breath, —  [more: 

Therefore  tiiese  stops  of  thine  fright  me  the 
For  sucli  things  i.s  a  false  disroyal  knave. 
Are  tricks  of  custom;  but,  in  a  man  that's  just, 
They  are  close  denotements,  working  from  the 
That  passion  cannot  rule.  [heart, 

lago.  For  Michael  Cassio,  — 
I  dare  be  sworn,  I  think  that  he  is  honest. 

Oth.  I  think  so  too. 

lago.  Men  should  be  what  they  seem ; 
Or,  those  that  lie  not,  'would  they  might  seem 
none ! 

Oth.  Certain,  menshouldbe  whatthey seem. 

lago.  Why,  then, 
I  think  that  Cassio  is  an  honest  man. 

Oth.  Nay,  yet  there's  more  in  this  : 
I  pray  thee,  speak  to  me  as  to  thy  thinking?, 
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Xs  tbou  dost  ruminate  ;  and  give  tliy  worst  of 

thoughts 
The  '.vorst  of  words. 

lago.  Good  my  lord,  pardon  me; 
Though  I  am  bound  to  every  act  of  duty, 
1  am  not  Ijound  to  that  all  slaves  are  free  to. 
Utter   my  thoughts  ?  Why,  say,  they  are  vile 

and  false, — 
As  wliere's  tliat  palace,  wbereinto  foul  things 
Sometimes  intrude  not  ?  who   has  a  breast  so 
But  some  uncleanly  apprehensions        [pure, 
Keep  leets,*  and  law  days,  and  in  session  sit 
With  meditations  lawful  ? 

0th.  Thou  dost  conspire  against  thy  friend, 

lago, 
If  thou  but  think'st  him  wrong'd,  and   mak'sl 

his  ear 
A  stranger  to  thy  thoughts. 

lago.  I  do  beseech  you, — 
Though  1,  perchance,  am  vicious  in  my  guess, 
As,  I  confess,  it  is  my  nature's  plague 
To  spy  into  abuses  ;  and,  oft,  my  jealousy 
Shapes  faults  that  are  not. — I  entreat  you  then. 
From  one  that  so  imperfectly  conject?,t 
You'd  take  no   notice  ;  nor  build  yourself  a 

trouble 
Out  of  his  scattering  andunsure  observance: — 
It  were  not  for  your  quiet,  nor  your  good. 
Nor  for  my  manhood,  honesty,  or  wisdom, 
To  let  you  know  my  thoughts. 
Olh.  What  dost  thou  mean  ? 
lago.  Good  name,  in  man,  and  woman,  dear 

my  lord. 
Is  the  immediate  jewel  of  their  souls: 
Who   steals  my  purse,  steals  trash  ;  'tis  some- 
thing, nothing; 
'Twas  mine,  'tis   his,   and  has  been   slave  to 

thousands ; 
But  he,  that  filches  from  me  my  good  name, 
Robs  me  of  that,  which  not  enriches  him, 
And  makes  me  poor  indeed. 

Ot/i.  By  heaven,  I'll  know  thy  tliOHght. 
lago.  You  cannot,  if  my  heart  were  in  your 

hand  ; 
IVor  shall  not,  whilst  'tis  in  my  custody. 
0th.  Ha! 

lago.  0,  beware,  my  lord,  of  jealousy  ; 
It  is  the  green-ey'd  monster,  wliich  doth  mock 
The  meat  it  feeds  on:  That  cuckold   lives  ir; 

bliss,  [er; 

Who.  certain  of  his  fate,  loves  not  his  wrong- 
But,  O,  wiiat  damned  minutes  tells  he  o'er 
Who  dotes,  yet  doubts  ;  suspects,  yet  strongly 

loves  ! 
0th.  0  misery  ! 
lago.  Pour,  and  content,  is   rich,   and  rich 

enough  ; 
But  riches,  nneless,t  is  as  poor  as  winter, 
To  him  that  ever  fears  he  shall  be  poor: — 
Good  heaven,  the  souls  of  all  my  tribe  defend 
From  jealousy ! 

0th.  Why?  why  is  this  ?_ 
Think'st  thou,  I'd  make  a  life  of  jealousy. 
To  follow  still  tiie  changes  of  the  moon 
W^ith    fresh   suspicions.''     iVo :  to  be  once    in 

doubt,  [.goat. 

Is — once  to  be  resolv'd :  Exchange  me  for  a 
When  i  shall  tin-n  the  business  of  my  soul 
To  such  exsufflicate  and  blown  surmises, 
Matching  thy  inference. 

jealous. 
To  say — my  wife  is  fair, feeds  well,  loves  com- 
Is  free   of  speech,   sings,  plays,  and  dances 

well  ; 


Where  virtue  Is,  these  are  more  virtuous  :* 
Nor  from  mine  own  weak  merits  will  I  draw 
The  smallest  fear,  or  doubt  of  her  revolt ; 
For  she  had  eyes,  and  cliose  me  :  No,  lago  ; 
I'll  see,  before  I  doubt ;  when  I  doubt,  prove; 
And,  on  the  proof,    there  is    no  more  but 
Away  at  once  with  love,  or  jealousy,    [this, — 
lago.  I  am  glad  of  this,  for  now  1  shall  have 
reason 
To  show  the  love  and  duty  that  T  bcaryou 
With  franker  spirit :  therefore,  as  I  am  bound. 
Receive  it  from  me  : — I  speak  not  yet  of  proof. 
Look  to  your  wife;  observe  her  well  with  Cas- 

sio ; 
Wear  your  eye — thus,  not  jealous,  nor  secure  : 
[  would  not  have  your  free  and  noble  nature. 
Out  of  self-bounty,  be  abus'd ;  look  to't : 
I  know  our  countrj-  disposition  well ; 
In  Venice  they  do  let  heaven  seethe  pranks 
They  dare  not  show  their  husbands;  their  best 

conscience 
Is — not  to  leave  undone,  but  keep  unknown. 
0th.  Dost  thou  say  so  ? 
lago.  She  did  deceive  her  father,  marrying 
you; 
And,  when  she  seem'd  to  shake,  and  fear  your 

looks, 
She  lov'd  them  most. 
0th.  And  so  she  did. 
lago.  Why,  go  to,  then  ; 
She  that,  so  young,  could  give   out  such  a 

seeming. t 
To  seeU  her  father's  eyes  up,  close  as  oak, — 
He  thought,  'twas  witchcraft : — But  I  am  much 

(o  blame ; 
I  humbly  do  beseech  you  of  your  pardon, 
For  too  much  loving  you. 

0th.  I  am  bound  to' thee  for  ever. 

lago.  I  see,  this  hath   a   little  dash'd  your 

spirits. 
0th.  Not  a  jot,  not  a  jot. 
Jago.  Trust  me,  I  fear  it  has. 
I  hope,  you  will  consider,  what  is  spoke 
Comes  from  my  love  ; — But,  I  do  see  you  are 

mov'd  : — 
I  am  to  pray  you,  not  to  strain  my  speech 
To  grosser  issues, §  nor  to  larger  reach, 
Than  to  suspicion. 
0th.  I  will  not. 

lago.  Should  you  do  so,  my  lord. 
My  speech  should  fall  into  such  vile  success 
As  my  thoughts  aim  not  at.  Cassio's  my  worthy 

friend  : — 
My  lord,  I  see  you  are  mov'd. 

Olh.  .^o,  not  much  mov'd  : — 
I  do  not  think  but  Desdemona's  honest. 
lago.  Long  live  she  so  !  and  long  live  you  to 

think  so! 
0th.  And   yet,  how  nature  erring  from   it- 
self,— 
lago.  Ay,  there's  the  point : — As,  —to  be  bold 
with  you,— 
Not  to  affect  many  proposed  matches, 
Other  own  clime,  complexion,  and  degree; 
Whereto,  we  see,  in  all  things  nature  tends  : 
Foh  !  one  may  smell,   in   such,   a  will  most 

rank. 
Foul  disproportion,  thoughts  unnatural. —    , 
But  pardon  me  ;  I  do  not,  in  position, 
'Tis  not  to  make  mg|Distinctly  speak  of  her  ;  though  I  may  fear, 
[pany.  Her  will, recoiling  to  her  better  judgement. 

May  fall  to  match  you  with  her  country  forms, 
And  (happily)  repent. 


*  Courts  of  Koquir/.  t  Conjectures, 

^Eudless,  unbouude  d. 


*   '•  Which  makes  fair  gifts  fairer."     t  Appearance. 
I  An  expression  from  falconry  :  to  seel   a   hawk  is  to 
.sew  up  his  eye-lids.  §  Conclusions. 
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0th.  Farewell,  farewell : 
If  more  thou  dost  perceive,  let  me  know  more ; 
Set  on  thy  wife  to  observe:  Leave  me,  lago. 
Jiigo.  Mylord,  I  take  my  leave.         [(Toing. 
Ottt.  VVliydid  I  many  ?— This  honest  crea- 
ture, doubtless,  [untokls. 
Sees  and  knows  more,  much   more,   than   he 
lago.  My  lord,  I  would,  I  might  entreat  your 
honour 
To  scan  this  thing  no  further;  leave  it  to  time  : 
And  though  it  be  fit  that  Cassio  have  his  place, 
(For,  sure,  he  fills  it  up  with  great  ability,) 
Yet.  if  you  please  to  hold  him  oft" awhile. 
You  shall  by  that  perceive  him  and  his  means  ; 
Note,  if  your  lady  strain  his  entertainment* 
With  any  strong  or  vehement  opportunity  ; 
Much  will  be  seen  in  that.     In  the  meantime. 
Let  me  be  thought  too  busy  in  my  fears, 
(As  worthy  cause  I  have,  to  fear — 1  am,) 
And  hold  her  free,  I  do  beseech  your  honour. 
Otii.  Fear  not  my  government. 
lago.  I  once  more  take  my  leave.        [Exit. 
Oik.  This  fellow's  of  exceeding  honesty. 
And  knows  all  qualities,  with  a  learned  spirit, 
Of  human  dealings :  If  I    do   prove  her   hag- 
gard,! [strings. 
Though  that  herjessest  were  my  dear  heart- 
I'd  whistle  her  off,  and  let  her  down  the  wind, 
To  prey  at  fortune.     Haply,  for  I  am  black  ; 
And  have  not  those  soft  parts  of  conversation 
That  chamberers^  have :— Or,  for  1  am  de- 
clined 
Into  the  vale  of  years ; — yet  that's  not  much  ;— 
She's  gone  ;  I  am  abus'd  ;  and  my  relief 
Must  be  to  loathe  her.     O  curse  of  marriage, 
That  we  can  call  these  delicate  creatures  ours, 
And  not   their  appetites !  I  had  rather  be   a 

toad, 
And  live  upon  the  vapour  of  a  dungeon. 
Than  keep  a  corner  in  the  thing  I  love,  [ones 
For  others'  uses.     Yet,  'tis  the  plague  of  grea 
rrcrogativ'd  are  they  less  than  the  base ; 
' Tis  destiny  unshunnable,  like  death  ; 
Even  then  this  forked  plague  is  fated  to  us. 
When  we  do  quicken. ||     Desdemona  comes 

Enter  Desdemona,  anrf  Emilia. 
If  she  be  false,  O,  then  heaven  mocks  itself  ! 
I'll  not  believe  it. 

Des.  How  now,  my  dear  Othello  ? 
Your  dinner,  and  the  generous  islanders, 
By  you  invited,  do  attend  your  presence. 
Olh.  I  am  to  blame. 
Das.  Why  is  your  speech  so  faint  ?  are  you 

not  well  ? 
0th.  I  have  a  pain  upon  my  forehead  here 
Dcs.  Faith,   that's   with     watching :    'twill 
away  again  : 
Let  me  but  bind  it  hard,  within  this  hour 
It  will  be  well. 

0th.  Your  napkinll  is  too  little  ;  I 

iHcputs  the  Handkerchief  from  him,  and  i7 
drops. 
Let  it  alone.     Come,  I'll  go  in  with  yon. 
Dcs.  I  am  very  sorry  that  you  are  not  well 
{^Exeunt  Oth.  and  Des. 
Eiiiil.  lam  glad  I  have  found  this  napkin  ; 
This  was  her  first  remembrance  from  the  Moor : 
My  wayward  husband  hatha  hundred  times 
Woo'd  me  to  steal  it:  but  she  so   loves   the 
token, 

*  Press  hard  his  rc-aJmission  to  his  pay  and  oflicn. 

t  A  species  of  hawk,  also  a  term  of  reproach  applied  to  a 

wanton. 

J  Straps  ofleatherby  which  a  hawk  ishcldon  thefist. 

§  Men  of  intrigue.         ||   When  we  begin  to  live. 

ff  Id  the  north  of  Knjland  and  in  ScotUnd  this  term  for  a 

haaiiUershief  is  still  qsed. 


eat 


(For  he  conjur'd  her,  she  would  ever  keep  it,) 
That  she  reserves  it  evermore  about  her, 
To  kiss,  and  talk  to.     I'll  have  the  work  la'en 
And  give  it  lago  :  [out, 

What  he'll  do  with  it.  heaven  knows,  not  I  : 
J  nothing,  but  to  please  his  fantasy. 
Enter  J  ago. 
Iw^o.  How  now  !  what  do  you  here  alone  ? 
Emit.  Do  not  you  chide  ;  I  have  a  thing  for 

you. 
/ago.  A  thingfor  me? — It  is  a  common  thing, — 
Emit.  Ha  ! 

lago.  To  have  a  foolish  wife. 
Emit.  0,  is  that  all  ?     'What  will  you  give 
me  now 
For  that  same  handkerchief? 
lago.  What  handkerchief .' 
Emil.  What  handkerchief? 
Why,  tiiat  the  Moor  first  gave  to  Desdemona  ; 
That  which  so  often  you  did  bid  me  steal. 
lago.  Hast  stolen  it  from  her  ? 
Emil.  No.   faith  :  she  let  it  drop  by  negli- 
gence ; 
And,  to  the  advantage,  I  being  here,  took't  up. 
Look,  here  it  is. 

lago.  A  good  wench  :  give  it  me. 
Emil.  What  will  you  do   with  it,  that  you 
have  been  so  earnest 
To  have  me  filch  it  ? 

lago.  Why,  what's  that  to  yon  ? 

ISnalchivg  it. 
Emil.  If  it  be  not  for  some  purpose  ol  im- 
port. 
Give  it  me  again  :  Poor  lady  !  she'll  run  mad. 
When  she  shall  lack  it. 

lago.  Be  not  you  known  oft  ;*  I  have  use 
for  it. 
Go,  leave  me.  lExit  Emu.ia, 

1  will  in  Cassio's  lodging  lose  this  napkin, 
And  let  him  find  it  :    Trilles,  light  as  air. 
Are,  to  the  jealous,  confirmation  strong 
As  proofs  of  holy  writ.     This  may  do  some- 
thing. 
The  Moor  already  changes  with  my  poison  :--' 
Dangerous  conceits  are,  in  their  natures,   poi- 
sons, [taste; 
Which,  at  the  first  are  scarce,  found  to   dis- 
But,  with  a  little  act  upon  the  blood,       [so  ;— 
Burn  like  the  mines  of  sulphur.— I   did  say- 
Enter  Othello. 
Look  where  he  comes  !    Not  poppy,  nor  raan- 

dragora,t 
Nor  all  the  drowsy  syrups  of  the  world. 
Shall  ever  medicine  thee  to  that  sweet  sleep 
\Vhich  thou  ow'dst|  yesterday. 

Oth.  Ha!  ha!  false  to  me  '. 
To  me  ? 

lago.  Why,  how  now,  general  ?  no  more  of 

that. 
Olh.  Avaunt !  begone  !  thou  hast  set  me  on 
I  the  rack  : — 

1  swear,  'tis  better  to  be  much  abus'd, 
Tl'.an  but  to  know't  a  little. 
lago.   How  now,  my  loid  ? 
Oth.  What  sense  had  I  of  her  stolen  hours  of 
lust  ? 
I  saw  it  not,  thought  it  not,  it  harm'd  not  me; 


.  slept  the    next  night  well,    was  free    and 

merry  ; 
I  found  not  Cassio's  kisses  on  her  lips: 
He  that  is  robb'd,  not  wanting  what  is  s(o'en, 
Let  him  not  know  it,  and  he's  not  robb'd  at  all. 
lago.  I  am  sorry  to  hear  this. 

*  Seem  as  if  you  line  w  nothln'^  of  the  mattdr. 
■f  The  uiaDdrake  has  a  S'lporiQc  quality. 
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Olh.  I  had  been  happy,  if  the  general  camp.  I  It  is  impossible,  you  should  see  this, 
Pioneers*  and  all,  had  tasted  her  sweet  body,  Were  tliey  as  prime  as  goats,  ashot  as  monkeys, 
So  I  had  nothing  known  :  O  now,  for  ever,        As  salt  as  wolves  in  pride,  and  fools  as  gross 
Farewell  the  tranquil  mind  !  farewell  content  !lAs  ignorance  made  drunk.     But  yet,  I  say, 
Farewell  the  plumed  troop,  and  the  big  wars,lu'  imputation,  and  strong  circumstances, — • 


That  make  ambition  virtue  !  0,  farewell 
Farewell   the  neighing   steed,  and  the  shrill 

trump, 
The  spirit-stirring  drum,  the  ear-piercing  fife, 


Which  lead  directly  to  the  door  of  truth.- 
Will  give  you  satisfaction,  you  may  have  it. 

Otk.  Give  me  a  living*  reason  she's  disloyal. 

lago.    I  do  not  Jike  the  office  ; 


Tiie  royal  banner;  and  all  quality,  [war!:But,  sitht  I  am  enter'd  in  tliis  cause  sofiir, — ■ 

Pride,  pomp,   and  circumstance  of   glorious  Prick'd  to  it  by  foolish  honesty  and  love, 

And  O  you  mortal  engines,  whose  rude  throats  I  will  go  on.     I  lay  with  Cassio  lately  ; 


The  immortal  Jove's  dread  clamours  counter 

felt. 
Farewell !  Othello's  occupation's  gone 
Jago.  Is  it  possible: — My  lord. 


And.  being  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth, 
1  could  notsleep. 

There  are  a  kind  of  men  so  loose  of  soul, 
That  in  their  sleeps  will  mutter  their  afiairs  ; 


0th.  Villain,  be  sure  thou  prove  my  love  a  One  of  this  kind  is  Cassio  : 

whore  ;  I  In  sleep  I  heard  him  say, — Sweet  Desdemona. 

Be  sure  of  it;  give  me  the  ocular  proof;  Let  us  be  wary,  let  us  hide  our  lores  !       [hand- 

[Tftkiiig  him  by  the  throat.  Xnd  then,  Sir,  would  he  gripe,  and  wring  my 

Or.  by  the  worth  of  mine  eternal  soul.  Cry, — 0,  sweet   creature',    and  then  kiss   me 

Thou  hadst  been  better  have  been  born  a  dog.  As  if  he  pluck'd  up  kisses  by  the  roots,    [hard. 

Than  answer  my  wak'd  wrath.  jThatgrew  upon  my  lips  :  then  laid  his  leg 

lago.  Is  it  come  to  this?  [Over  my  thigh,   and  sigh'd,    and  kiss'd  ;  and 

Oili.  Make  me  to  see  it ;  or  (at  the  least)  so;  then  \^Moor  i 


prove  It, 

That  the  approbation  bear  no  hinge  or  loop, 
To  hang  a  doubt  on  :  or,  woe  upon  thy  life  ! 

lago.  My  noble  lord, 

Otiu  If  thou  dost  slander  her,  and  torture 
Never  pray  more  :  abandon  all  remorse  ,t  [me,! 
On  horror's  head  horrors  accumulate  : 
Do  deeds  to  make   heaven   weep,  all  earth 

amaz'd. 
For  nothing  canst  thou  to  damnation  add, 
Greater  than  that. 

lago.  0  grace  !  O  heaven  defend  me  ! 


Cried, — Cursed  fate  ■'    that   gave    thee   to  the 

0th.  0  monstrous  !  monstrous  ! 

lago.  Nay,  this  was  but  his  dream. 

0th.  But  this  denoted  a  foregone  conclusion  ; 
'Tis  a  shrewd  doubt,  though  it  be  but  a  dream. 

iago.  And   this  may  help  to  thicken  other 


That  do  demonstrate  thinly, 


[proofs. 


0th.  I'll  tear  her  all  to  pieces. 

Iago.  Nay,  but  be  wise  :  yet  we  see  nothing 
done  : 
She  may  be  honest  yet.     Tell  me  but  this, — 
Have  you  not  sometimes  seen  a  handkerchief, 
Spotted  with  strawberries,  in  your  wife's  hand ! 

Olh.  " 


I  gave  her  such  a  one  ;  'twas  my  first 
gift. 

Iago.  I  know  not  that :  but  such  a  handker- 
chief, 
(I  am  sure  it  was  your  wife's)  did  I  to-dny 
Sec  Cassio  wipe  his  beard  with. 
0th.  If  it  be  that,— 
Iago.  If  it  be  that,  or  any  that  was  her.':, 
It  speaks  against  her  with  the  other  proof?, 
0th.  O,   that  the  slave  had  forty  thousand 
lives  ; 
One  is  too  poor,  too  weak  for  my  revenge  ! 


Are  you  a  man  '■!  have  you  a  soul,  or  sense  ? — 
God  be  wi'  you  :  take  mine  office. — 0  wretched 

fool. 
That  liv'st  to  make  thine  honesty  a  vice! — 

0  monstrous  world!  Take  note,  take  note,  0 

world, 
To  be  direct  and  honest.  Is  not  safe. — 

1  thank  you  for  this  profit ;  and.  from  hencfi, 
I'll  love  no  friend,  since  love  breeds  such  of- 
fence. 

Olh.  Nay,  stay: — Thou  sliouldst  be  honest. 

Iago.  I  should  be  wise  :  for  honesty's  a  fool, 
And  loses  that  it  works  for. 

Oth.  By  the  world,  [not ;  Now  do  I  see  'tis  true. — Look  here.  Iago  ; 

I  think  my  wife   be  honest,  and  think  she   is  All  my  fond  love  thus  I  do  blow  to  heaven  : 
I  tiiink  that  thou  art  just  and  think  thou  art  'Tis  gone. — 

not ;  [fresii  Arise,  black  vengeance,  from  thy  hollow  cell  .' 

I'll  liave  some  proof :  Her  name,  that  was  as  Yield  up,    0  love,    thy  crown,   and  hearted 
As  Dian's  visage,  is  now  begrimd  and  black     i  throne, t  [fraught, § 

As   mine  own  face. — If    there  be   cords,    or  To  tyrannous  hate!  swell,  bosom,   with  thy 

knive?,  ,I"or  'tis  of  aspic's  tongues  ! 

Poison,  or  fire,  or  suffocating  streams.  l^'go-   i'oay,  be  content. 

Ill  not  endure  it Would,  I  were  satisfied  !     |      Oik.  O, 'blood,  'ago,  blood! 

lago.  1  see.      ir,  you  a,-e  eaten  up  with  pas-       I'lgo.  Patience,  I  say;  your  mind,  perhaps, 
I  do  repent  nic,  thit  i  pu'  it  t »  you.         [sion  :  may  change. 

Vou  would  be  salislicd  .'  Olh.  Never,    Iago,     Like  to  the  Pontic  sea, 

O'h.  }Vould  .'   nay.  I  will.  'Wiiosc  icy  current  and  compulsive  course 

I'^go.  .And  may  :  but,  how  ?  how  satlified,  Ne'er  feels  retiring  ebb,  but  keeps  due  on 
my  lord?  To  the  Propontic,   and  the   Hellespont: 

Would  you,  the  supervisor,   grossly  gaps  on  '  Even  so   my   bloody    thoughts,   with   violent 
Behold  hp'-  tnpp  d .'  pace,  [love, 


Oth.  Death  and  damnation  !  0  ! 

Iago.  It  were  a  tedious  diilicultv,  I  think. 


Shall   ne'er  look  back,  ne'er  ebb  to  humble 
Till  that  a  capable}  and  wide  revenge 


To  bring  them   to  that  prospect:  Damn    hem  Swallow  them  up — Now,   by   yond'  marble 
If  ever  mortal  eyes  do  see  them  bolster,  Lthen,'  heaven, 

More  than  their  own  !  What  then  ?  how  then  .'  Inthe  due  reverence  of  a  sacred  vow  \_KnecU. 
What  shall  I  say  ?.  Where's  satisfaction .'  I  here  engage  my  words. 


•  The  vilest  of"  the  camp.     Pioneers  were  generally  dc. 
graded  soldiers.  \  All  tenderness  all  jiil/. 


*  Srealfin^p,  ir.anifcsf.  t  Since, 

t  The  heart  on  which  thou  wast  enllironed. 
\  Freiglit,  load.  ||  Oappcicuj. 
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lago.  Do  not  rise  yet.—  \ Kneels. 

Witness,  you  ever-burning  lights  above! 
You  elements  that  clip*  us  round  about ! 
Witness,  that  here  lago  doth  give  up 
The  execution  of  his  wit,  hands,  heart, 
To  wrong'd  Othello's  service!  let  him  com- 
mand, 
And  to  obey  shall  be  in  me  remorse,t 
What  bloody  work  soever. 

0th.  I  greet  thy  love, 
Not  with  vain  thanks,  but  with  acceptance 

bounteous, 
And  will  upon  the  instant  put  thee  to't : 
Within  these  three  days  let  me  hear  thee  say. 
That  Cassio's  not  alive. 

lago.  My  friend  is  dead;  'tis  done,  at  your 
But  let  her  live.  [request: 

Oik.  Damn  her, lewd  minx!  O,  damsi  her! 
Come,  go  with  me  apart ;  I  will  withdraw, 
To  furnisii  uie  with  some  swift  means  of  death 
For  the  fair  devil.    Now  art  thou  my  lieuten- 
ant. 

lago.  I  am  your  own  for  ever.        [_Exeunl 

SCENE  IV.— The  same. 
Enter  Desdemona,  Emilia,  and  Clown. 

Des.  Do  you  know.  Sirrah,  where  lieutenant 
Cassio  lies  '! 

Clo.  ]  dare  not  say,  he  lies  any  where 

Des.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  He  is  a  soldier ;  and  for  me  to  say  a 
soldier  lies,  is  stabbing. 

Des.  Go  to  ;  where  lodges  he  ? 

Clo.  To  tell  you  where  he  lodges,  is  to  tell 
you  where  I  lie. 

Des.  Can  any  thing  be  made  of  this  ? 

Clo.  I  know  not  where  he  lodges;  and  for 
me  to  devise  a  lodging,  and  say — he  lies  here, 
or  he  lies  there,  were  to  lie  in  my  own  throat 

Des.  Can  you  inquire  him  out,  and  be  edi- 
fied by  report  ? 

Clo.  I  will  chastise  the  world  for  him ;  that 
is,  make  questions,  and  by  them  answer. 

Des.  Seek  him,  bid  him  come  hither  :  tell 
him,  I  have  moved  my  lord  in  his  behalf,  and 
hope  all  will  be  well. 

Clo.  To  do  this,  is  within  the  compass  of 
man's  wit ;  and  therefore  ]  will  attempt  the 
doing  it.  £Exil- 

Des.  Where  should  I  lose  that  handkerchief, 
Emilia  ? 

Eniil.  I  know  not,  madam. 

Des.  Believe  me,  I  had  rather  have  lost  my 
purse 
Full  of  crusadoes.t     And,  but  my  noble  Moor 
Is  true  of  mind,  and  made  of  no  such  basenev5 
As  jealous  creatures  are,  it  were  enough 
To  put  him  to  ill-thinking. 

Emil.  Is  he  not  jealous? 

Des.  Who,  he?   1  think,  the  sun,  v;herc  lie 
was  born, 
Drew  all  such  humours  from  him. 

Emil.  Look,  wliere  he  comes, 

Des.  I  will  not  leave  him  now,  till  Cassio 
Be  call'd  to  him. — How  is't  with  you,  my  lord  ? 


Enter  OriiiiLLO. 
0th.    Well,   my   Kood    ladv.- 


O, 


-I  Aside-'] 
hardness  to  dissemble  ! — 
How  do  you  do,  Desdemona? 
Des.  Well,  my  good  lord. 
0th.  Give  me  your  hand  :  This  band  is  moist, 
my  lady. 

*  Embrace. 

7  Notof  malice  to  others,  but  of  tendercess  f^r  bim- 

4  A  Portuguese  ccia. 


Des.  It  yet  has  felt  no  age,  nor  known  no 

sorrow. 
0th.    This    argues  fruitfulness,  and  liberal 
heart: —  [quires 

Hot,  hot,  and  moist :  This  hand  of  yours  re- 
\  sequester  from  liberty,  fasting  and  prayer, 
Much  castigation,'  exercise  devout ; 
For  here's  a  young  and  sweating  devil  here, 
That  commonly  rebels.     'Tis  a  good  hand, 
A  frank  one. 

Des.  You  may,  indeed,  say  so  ; 
For  'twas  that  hand  that  gave  away  my  heart. 
0th.  A  liberal  hand:  The  hearts  of  old  gave 
hands  ; 
But  our  new  heraldry  is — hands,  not  hearts. 
Des.  I  cannot  speak  of  this.  Come  now,  your 

promise. 
0th.  ^Vhat  promise, chuck? 
Des.  I  have  sent  to  bid  Cassio  come  speak 

with  you. 
Olh.  I  have  a  salt  and  sullen  rheum  offends 
Lend  me  thy  handkerchief.  [me  ; 

Des.  Here,  my  lord. 
0th.  That  which  I  gave  you. 
Des.  I  have  it  not  about  me. 
Olh.  Not? 

Des.  No,  indeed,  my  lord, 
Olh.  That  is  a  fault; 
That  kandlcerchief 

Did  an  Egyptian  to  my  mother  give  ; 
She  was  a  charmer,t  and  could  almost  read 
The  thoughts  of  people  :  she  told  her,  while 
she  kept  it,  [ther 

'Twould  make  her  amiable,  and  subdue  my  fa- 
Entirely  to  her  love :  but  if  she  lost  it. 
Or  made  a  gift  of  it,  my  father's  eye        [hunt 
Should  hold  her  loathly,  and  his  spirits  should 
After  new  fancies:  Slie,  dying,  gave  it  me  ; 
And  bid  me,  when  my  fate  would  have  me 

wive, 
To  give  it  her.     I  did  so  :  and  take  heed  oft, 
Make  it  a  darling  like  your  precious  eye  ; 
To  lose  or  give't  away,  were  such  perdition, 
As  nothing  else  could  match. 
Des.  Is  it  possible? 

0th.  'Tis  true,  there's  magic  in  the  web  of  it : 
A  sibyl,  that  had  number'd  in  the  world 
The  sun  to  make  two  hundred  compasses, 
In  her  prophetic  fury  sew'd  the  work  : 
The  Vv^orms  were  haliow'd,  that  did  breed  the 

silk; 
And  it  was  died  in  mummy,  which  the  skilful 
Conseiv'd  of  maidens'  hearts. 
Des.  Jndeed!  is't  true  ? 
0th.  Most  veritable ;  therefore  look  to't  well, 
Des.  Then  'would  to  heaven  that  1  had  never 

seen  it. 
0th.  Hal  wherefore.' 
Des.  Why  do  you  speak  so  startingly  and 

rasli  ?t 
Olh.  Is't  lost?  is't  gone?  speak,  is  it  out  of 

the  way  ? 
Des.  Heaven  bless  us  ! 
0th.  Sav  you  ? 

Des.  It  is  not  lost ;  But  what  an  if  it  were  ? 
0th.  Ha! 

Des.  1  suy,  it  is  not  lost. 
0th.  Fetch't  let  me  see  it. 
Dts.  Why,  so  I  can.  Sir.  but  I  will  not  now ; 
This  is  a  trick,  to  put  m^  from  my  suit ; 
I  pray,  let  Cassio  be  receiv'd  again. 

0th.  Fetch  me  that  handkerchief;  my  mind 

misgives 
Des.  Come,  come  ; 
You'll  never  meet  a  more  sufficient  man. 

*  Pcosnce,  disciplioe.  t  JEnobaatr^iS. 

J  Vehement,  violent. 
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l^d  III. 


Of  pain :  Nay,  we  must  think,  men  are  not 
Nor  of  them  look  for  such  observances  [gods; 
As  fit  the  bridal.* — Beslirew  rae  much,  Emilia, 
I  was  (unhandsome  warrior  as  I  am,) 


0th.  The  handkerchief, 

Des.  I  pray,  talk  me  of  Cassio. 

Olh.  The  hankerchief, 

Des.  A  man  that,  all  his  time. 
Hath  founded  his  good  fortune  on  your  love  ;.  Arraigning  his  unkindness  with  my  soul ; 
Shar'd  dangers  with  you  ; I  But  now  1  find,  1  had  suborn'd  the  witness, 

0th.  The  handkerchief, And  he's  indited  falsely. 

Des.  In  sooth,  Emil.  Pray  heaven,  it  be  state  matters,  as 

You  are  to  blame.  you  think  ; 

0th.  Away !  [Exit  Othello.'  And  no  conception,  nor  no  jealous  toy, 

Emil.  Is  not  this  man  jealous  .''  I  Concerning  you. 

Des.  I  neer  saw  this  before.  !     Des.  Alas,  the  day  !  I  never  gave  him  cause- 

Sure,  there'ssome  wonder  in  thishandkerchief :  j     Emil.  But  jealous  souls  will  not  be  answer'd 
I  am  most  unhappy  in  the  loss  of  it.  |  so  ; 

Emil  'Tis  not  a  year  or  two  shows  us  a  man:  They  are  not  ever  jealous  for  (he  cause, 
They  are  all  but  stomachs,  and  we  all  but  food;  But  jealous  for  they  are  jealous:  'tis  a  monster, 
They  eat  us  hungerly,  and  when  they  are  full,  Bp^ot  upon  itself,  born  on  itself. 


They  belch  us.     Look  you !  Cassio,  ^nd  my 
husband. 

Enter  Iago  and  Cassio. 


De^.  Heaven  keep  that  monster  from  Othel- 
lo's mind  ! 

Emil.  Lady,  amen. 

Des.  I  will  go  seek  him.— Cassio  walk  here- 

/ago  Jhere  is  no  other  way  ;  'tis  she  must^  j^  j  ^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^  ,,jj  ^^^,^  ^^^^  ^^^^ 
And,  lo,  the   happiness!  go,  and   importune  And  seek  to  effect  it  to  my  uttermost. 
Des.  How  now:  good  Cassio  ?    whkt's  the      ^«^-  ^  dumbly  thank  your  ladysh  p^ 

'  °  [£xeit7i<  Desdemona  and  11.MILIA. 


goo 

news  with  you  ? 
Cas.  Madam,  my  former  suit  ;  I  do  beseech 

you, 
That,  by  your  virtuous  means,  I  may  again 
Exist,  and  be  a  member  of  his  love. 
Whom  I,  with  all  the  duty  of  my  heart. 
Entirely  honour ;  I  would  not  be  dtlay'd  : 
If  my  offence  be  of  such  mortal  kind, 
That  neither  service  past,  nor  present  sorrows, 
Norpurpos'd  merit  in  futurity. 
Can  ransom  me  into  his  love  ao:ain. 
But  to  know  so  must  be  my  benefit  ; 
So  shall  I  clothe  me  in  a  forc'd  content, 
And  shut  myself  up  in  some  other  course. 
To  fortune's  alms. 

Des.  Alas  !  thrice-gentle  Cassio, 
My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune  ; 
My  lord  is  not  my  lord  ;  nor  should  I  know  him. 
Were  he  in  favour,*  as  in  humour,  alter'd. 
So  help  me,  every  spirit  sanctified, 
As  I  have  spoken  for  you  all  my  best ; 


Enter  Bianca. 
Bian.  Save  you,  friend  Cassio  .' 
Cas.  What  make  you  from  home  ? 
How  is  it  with  you,  my  most  fair  Bianca? 
I'faith,  sweet   love,  I    was   coming  to   your 
house. 
Bian.    And  1  was  going  to  your  lodging, 
Cassio.  [nights ; 

What  !  keep  a  week  away  ?  seven  days  and 
Eight  score  eight  hours  ?  and  lovers'   absent 

hours, 
More  tedious  than  the  dial  eight  score  times  ? 

0  weary  reckoning ! 

Cas.  Pardon  me,  Bianca  ;  [press'd  ; 

1  have  this  while  with  leaden  thoughts  been 
But  1  shall,  in  a  more  continuate  time,t 
Strike  oft' this  score  of  absence.  Sweet  Bianca, 

ICiiring  her  Desdemona's  Handkerchief. 
Take  me  this  work  out.t 

Bian.  O,  Cassio,  whence  came  this  1 


And  stood  within  the  blankt  of  his  displeasure,!  This  is  some  token  from  a  newer  friend 


For  my  free  speech!     You  must  awhile  be 

patient ; 
What  I  can  do,  I  will ;  and  more  I  will, 
Than  for  myself  I  dare  :  let  that  suffice  you. 
Iago.  Is  my  lord  angry  ? 
Emil.  He  went  hence  but  now. 
And,  certainly,  in  strange  unquietness. 

Iago.  Can  lie  be  angry  ?  I  have  seenthe  can- 
non, 
When  it  hath  blown  his  ranks  into  the  air ; 
And,  like  the  devil,  from  his  very  arm 
Puff'd  his  own  brother  ;  —And  can  he  be  an- 
gry ?  [him ; 
Something  of  moment,  then  :  I  will  go  meet 
There's  matter  in't  indeed,  if  he  be  angry. 
Des.  I  pr'ythee,  do  so. — Something,  sure,  of 
state, —                                \^Exit  Iago. 


To  the  felt  absence  now  I  feel  a  cause  : 
Is  it  come  to  this  ?  Well,  well. 

Cas.  Woman,  go  to  ! 
Throw  your  vile  guesses  in  the  devil's  teeth, 
From  whence  you  have  them.  You  are  jealous 
now,  f  brance  : 

That  this  is  from  some  mistress,  some  remem- 
No,  in  good  troth,  Bianca. 

Bian.  Why,  whose  is  it.' 

Cas.  I  know  not,  sweet :  I  found  it  in  my 
chamber. 
I  like  the  work  well ;   ere  it  be  demanded, 
(As  like  enough,  it  will,)  I'd  have  it  copied: 
Take  it,  and  do't ;  and  leave  me  for  this  time. 

Binn.  Leave  you  !  wherefore  ? 

Cas.  I  do  attend  here  on  the  general  ; 
And  think  it  no  addition,  nor  my  wish, 


Either  from  Venice  ;  or  some  unhatch  d  prac-  "Jq  i^^ve  him  see  me  woman'd 


1ice,t 

Made  demonstrable  here  in  Cyprus  to  him, — 
Hath  puddled  his  clear  spirit :  and,  in  such 

cases, 
Men's  natures  wrangle  with  inferior  things, 
Though  great  ones  are  their  object.    'Tis  even 
For  let  our  finger  ache,  and  it  endues  [so ; 

Our  other    healthful  members  ev'n   to    that 

sense 


io  CoQ.i'.cDauce. 


t  Within  the  shot  of  his  anger. 
%  Treason. 


Bian.  Why,  I  pray  you  ? 

Cas.  Not  that  1  love  you  not. 

Bian.  But  that  you  do  not  love  me. 
1  pray  you,  bring  me  on  the  way  a  little ; 
And  say,  if  1  shall  see  you  soon  at  night. 

Cas.  'Tis  but  a  little  way,  that  I  can  bring 
you, 
For  I  attend  here  :  but  I'll  see  you  soon. 

*  The  nuptial  feast.  t  Time  le_ss  interrupted. 

X  The  meaning  is  flot,  pick  out  the  work,  but.  copy  tni9 
work  in  another  handkerchief. 
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Bian.    'Tis  very  gootl  :  I   must  be  circuiir 
stanc'd.  {^E.tcunl 

ACT  IV. 

SCEME  I.— The  same. 
Enter  Othello  and  Iago. 

lago.  Will  you  think  so  ? 

0th.  Think  so,  Iago  ? 

Ingo.  What, 
To  kiss  in  private  ? 

Otk.  An  unaulhoriz'd  kiss. 

Iago.  Or  to  be  naked  with  her  friend  abed, 
An  hour  or  more,  not  meaning  any  harm  r 

Oth.  Naked  abed,  Iago,  and  not  mean  harm  ? 
It  is  hypocrisy  against  the  devil  : 
They  that  mean  virtuously,  and  yet  do  so, 
The  devil  their  virtue  tempts,  and  they  tempt 
heaven. 

Iago.  So  they  do  nothing,  'tis  a  venial  slip  : 
But  if  I  give  my  wife  a  handkerchief, 

Olfi.  What  then  ? 

Iago    Why  then  'tis  hers,  my  lord ;  and,  be- 
ing hers. 
She  may,  I  think,  bestow't  on  any  man. 

Oth.  She  is  protectress  of  her  honour  too; 
May  she  give  that  ? 

Iago.  Her  honour  is  an  essence  that's   not 
seen ; 
They  have  it  very  oft.  that  have  it  not : 
But,  for  the  handkerchief, 

Oth.  By  heaven,  1   would  most  gladly  have 
forgot  it ; — 
Thou  said'st,  O,  it  comes  o'er  my  memory, 
As  doth  the  raven  o'er  the  infected  house. 
Boding  to  all,* — he  had  my  handkerchief. 

Iago.  Ay,  what  of  that  ? 

Oth    That's  not  so  good,  now. 

Iago.  What,  if  I  had  said.  I  had  seen  him  do 
you  wrong? 
Or  heard  him  say,  —As  knaves  be  such  abroad, 
Who  having,  by  their  own  importunate  suit, 
Or  voluntary  dotage  of  some  mistress. 
Convinced  or  suppliedt  them,  cannot  choose 
But  they  must  blab 

Oth.  Hath  he  said  any  thing  ? 

Iago.  He  hath,  my  lord  ;  hut  be  you  well  as- 
No  more  than  he'll  unswear.  [sur'd, 

Oth.  What  hath  he  said  ? 

Iago.  'Faith,  that  he  did, — I  know  not  what 
he  did. 

Oth.  What?  what? 

Iago.  Lie 

Oth.  With  her.' 

Iago    With  her,  on  her;  what  you  will. 

Oth.  Lie  with  her !  lie  on  her !  —We  say,  lie 
on  her,  when  they  belie  her:  Lie  with  her! 
that's  fulsome.  —  Handkerchief, — confessions. 
— handkerchief.  —To  confess,  and  be  hanged 
for  his  labourt — First  to  he  hanged,  and  then 
to  confess: — I  tremble  at  it.  Nature  would 
not  invest  herself  in  such  shadowin^^  passion, 
without  some  instruction.  It  is  not  words, 
that  shake  me  thus: — Pish  ! — Noses,  ears,  and 
lips  : — Is  it  possible  ? — Confess  ! — Handker- 
chief!— 0  devil!  —  [Falls  in  a  Trance. 

Iago.  Work  on, 
My   medicine,   work !    Thus  credulous  fools 

are  caught; 
And  many  worthy  and  chaste  dames,  even  thus, 
All  guiltless  meet  reproach. — What,  ho!  my 
lord! 

*  The  raven  was  thought  to  be  a  constant  attendant  on 

a  house  infected  with  the  plague. 

t  Old  spellings  of  suppled,  i,  e.  softened, 

t  A  i>roverbial  saying. 


Enter  Cassio. 
My  lord,  I  ^ay  !  Othello  !— How  now,  Cassio  * 
Cas.  What  is  the  matter? 
lago.  My  lord  is  fallen  into  an  epilepsy; 
This  is  his  second  fit ;  he  had  one  yesterday. 
Cas.  Rub  him  about  the  temples. 
Ingo.  No,  forbear: 
The  lethargy  must  have  his  quiet  course  : 
If  not,  he  foams  at  mouth  ;  and,  by  and  bjr. 
Breaks  out  to  savage  madness.     Look  he  stirs  - 
Do  you  withdraw  yourself  a  little  while, 
He  will  recover  straight ;  when  he  is  gone, 
1  would  on  great  occasion  speak  with  you,— 

l^Exil  Cassio. 
How  is  it,  general  ?  have  you  not  hurt  your 
head  ? 
Oth.  Dost  thou  mock  me  ? 
Iago.  I  mock  you  !  no,  by  heaven:     [man. 
'Would,  you  would  bear  your  fortunes  like  a 
Oth.  A  horned  man's  a  monster,  and  a  beast. 
Iago.  There's  many  a  beast  then  in  a  popu« 
lous  city. 
And  many  a  civil  monster. 
Oth.  Did  he  confess  it  ? 
Iago.  Good  Sir,  be  a  man  ; 
Think,  every  bearded  fellow,  that's  but  yok'd, 
May  draw   with  you  :  there's    millions  now 

alive. 
That  nightly  lie  in  those  unproper*  beds, 
Which  they  dare  swear  peculiar  ;  your  case  is 

better. 
O,  'tis  the  spite  of  hell,  the  fiend's  arch-mock, 
To  lip  a  wanton  in  a  secure  couch. 
And  to  suppose  her  chaste  !  No,  let  me  know : 
And,  knowing  what  1  am,  I  know  what  she 
shall  be. 
Olh.  O,  thou  art  wise  ;  'tis  certain, 
lago.  Stand  you  awhile  apart ; 
Confine  yourself  but  in  a  patient  list.t 
Whilst  you  were  here,  ere  while  mad  with 

your  grief, 
(A  passion  most  unsuiting  such  a  man,) 
Cassio  came  hither:  I  shiited  him  away. 
And  laid  good  'scuse  upon  your  ecstasy  ; 
Bade  him  anon  return,  and  here  speak  with 
me ;  [self, 

The  wiiieh  he  promis'd.  Do  but  encavetyour- 
And  mark  tlie  fleers,  the  gibes,  and  notable 

scorns. 

That  dwell  in  every  region  of  his  face  ; 
For  I  will  make  him  tell  the  tale  anew, — 
Where,    how.  how    oft,  how   long  ago,  and 

when 

He  hath,  and  is  again  to  cope  your  wife  ; 
I  say,  but  mark  his  gesture.  Marry,  patience  ; 
Or  I  shall  say,  you  are  all  in  all  in  spleen, 
And  nothing  of  a  man. 

Oth,  Dost  thou  hear,  lago  ? 
I  will  be  found  most  cunning  in  my  patience  : 
But  (dost  thou  hear  !)  most  bloody. 

Iago.  Thai's  noi  amiss  ; 
But  yet  keep  time  in  all.    Will  you  withdraw  ; 
[Othkllo  withdraws 
Now  will  I  question  Cassio  of  Bianca, 
A  housewife,  that,  by  selling  her  desires, 
Buys  herself  bread  and  clothes  :  it  is  a  creature. 
That  dotes  on  Cassio,-  as  'tis  the  strumpet's 

plague. 
To  beguile  many,  and  be  beguil'd  by  one  ; 
He,  when  he  hears  of  her,  cannot  refrain 
From  the    excess   of   laughter  :  —  Here  he 
comes  : — 

Re-enter  Cassio. 
As  he  shall  smile,  Othello  shall  go  mad  ; 

*  Coromoo.    t  Within  the  bounds  of  patience,    %  Hid? 
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And  hi?  unbookish*  jealousy  must  construe 
Poor  Cassio's  smiles,  gestures,  and  light  be- 
haviour [tenant  ? 
Quite  in  the  wrong. —  How  do  you  now,  lieu- 

Cas.  I  be  worser.  that  you  give  me  theaddi- 
Whose  want  even  kills  me.  [tion.* 

/agT).  Ply   Desriciaona  well,   and  you  are 
sure  oi't. 
>"ow.  iftbis  siiit !  .y  in  Bianca's  power, 

[Speaking  lotcer. 
How  quickly  should  yon  speed  ? 

Cas.   Alas,  poor  caitift" I 

0th.  Look,  how  he  laughs  already  !    [.•?«</?. 

lago.  I  never  knew  a  woman  love  man  so. 

Cas.  Alas,  poor  rogue  I  I    think  i'faith   she 
loves  me. 

0th.  Now  he  denies  it  faintly,  and  laughs  it 
out  [^Aside. 

lago.  Do  you  hear.  Cassio  ? 

0th.  Now  he  impoitunes  him 
To  tell  it  oer  :  Go  to  ;  \\  e!l  said,  well  said. 

\_Aside. 

lago.  She  gives  it  out.  tbat  ycu  shall  marry 
Do  you  intend  it  .'  [her': 

Cas,  Ha.  ha,  ha  I 

Oth.  Do  you  triumph.  Roman  ?  do  you  tri- 
umph ?  X-iside. 

Cas.  I  marry  her ! — what  ?  a  customer  It  I 
pr"ythee,  bear  some  charity  to  my  wit  ;  do  not 
think  it  so  unwholesome.     Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Oth.  So,  so.  so,  so  ;  thev  laugh  that  win. 

lA^de. 

lago.  'Faith,  the  cry  goes,  that  you  sbaij 
marry  her. 

Cas.  Pryihee,  say  true. 

lago.  I  am  a  very  villain  else. 

Oth.  Have  you  scored  me  ?  V»'ell.     {_Aside. 

Cas.  This  is  the  monkey's  own  giving  out: 
she  is  pers  aded  1  will  marry  her,  out  of  her 
own  love  and  flattery,  not  out  of  mv  promise. 

Oth.  lago,  beckons  me  ;  now  he  begins  the 
5tory  XAside. 

Cas.  She  was  here  even  now  ;  she  haunts  me 
in  every  place.     I  w  as,  the  other  day,  talking 


Bian.  An  you'll  come  to  supper  to-night,  you 
may :  an  you  will  not,  come  when  you  are  next 
prepared  for.  [£xj.'. 

lago.  After  her,  after  her. 

Cas.  'Faith  I  must,  she'll  rail  in  the  streets 
else. 

iago.  Will  you  sup  there  ^ 

Cas.  'Faith,  I  intend  so. 

Iago.  Well,  I  may  chance  to  see  you  ;  for  I 
would  very  fain' speak  with  you. 

Cas.  Pr  ythee,  come  :  Will  you  1 

Iago.  Go  to ;  say  no  more.         [Exit  Cassio. 

Oth.  How  shall  1  murder  him.  Iago  ? 

Iago.  Did  j-ou  perceive  how  he  laughed  at 
his  vice." 

Olh.  O,  Iago ! 

Iago.  And  did  you  see  the  handkerchief .' 

Olh.  Was  that  mine  ? 

Iago.  Yours,  by  this  hand:  and  to  see  how 
he  prizes  the  foolish  woman,  your  wife  I  she 
gave  it  to  him.  and  he  hath  given  it  his  whore. 

Oth.  I  would  have  him  nine  years  a  kill- 
ing : — A  fine  woman  !  a  fair  woman  .'  a  sweet 
woman  I 

lego.  Nay  you  must  forget  that. 

Oth.  Ay,  let  her  rot,  and  perish,  and  be 
damned  to-night ;  for  she  shall  not  live  :  No. 
my  heart  is  turned  to  stone  ;  I  strike  it,  and  it 
hurts  my  hand.  O,  the  world  hath  not  a 
sweeter  creature  :  she  might  lie  by  an  empe- 
ror's side,  and  command  him  tasks. 

Iago.  Nay.  that's  not  your  way. 

Olh.  Hang  her  1  I  do  bnt  say  w  hat  she  is : — 
So  delicate  with  her  needle  ! — An  admirable 
musician  !  O,  she  w  ill  sing  the  savageness  out 
of  a  bear  I — Of  so  high  and  plenteous  wit  and 
invention  I— 

Iago.  She's  the  worse  for  all  this. 

Oih.  O,  a  thousand,  a  thousand  times : — 
And  then  of  so  gentle  a  condition  i* 

Iago.  Ay  too  gentle. 

Oth.  > ay,  that's  certain  :  But  yet  the  pity 
of  it,  Iago  I — O,  Iago,  the  pit}"  of  it,  Iago  ! 

Iago.  If  you  are  so  fond  over  her  iniquity, 


on  the  sea-bank  with  certain    Venetians  ;  and  give  her  patent  to  otfend  ;  for,  if  it  touch  not 
thitrier  comes  this  banble;  by  this   hand,   she  vou,  it  comes  near  nobodv. 


falls  thus  about  my  neck  ; 

Oth.  (.r}ing.O  dear  Cassio  !  as  it  were:  his 
gesture  imports  it.  \_Aside. 

Cas.  So  bangs,  and  lolls,  and  weeps  upon 
me  ;  so  hales,  and  pulls  me  :  ha.  ha,  ha ! — 

Oih.  Now  he  tells,  how  she  pluck'd  him  to 
my  chamber:  O.  I  see  that  nose  of  yours,  bat 
not  that  dog  I  shall  throw  it  to.         '     [Asidt. 

Cas.  We!',  i  must  leave  her  company. 

Iago.  Belore  me  !  loo'ic  where  sue  comes. 
Entfr  BiA^CA 


Oth.  1  will  chop  her  into  messes: — Cuckold 
me ! 

Iago.  O,  'tis  foul  of  her. 

Olh.  With  mine  cfl5cer.' 

Iago.  That's  fouler. 

Oth.  Get  me  some  poison,  Iago  ;  this  night : 
— I'll  not  expostulate  w  ith  her,  lest  her  body 
and  beat\'  unprovide  my  mind  again  ;  this 
night,  la^'o. 

j     iogo.  Doit  not  with  poison,  strangle  her  in 
j her  bed,  even  the  bed  she  hath  contaminated. 


Cai.  'Tis  such  another  fitchew  '§  marry,  aj      Oth.  Good,  good  :  the  justice  of  it  pleases  : 
perfumed  one — AVhat  do  you   mean  by  this  verv  good, 
hauntingof  me  ?  '  "  j     /ajo.  And,  for  Cassio,— let  me  be  his  under- 

Bian.  Let  the  devil  and  his  dam  haunt  you  !|  taker :  You  shall  hear  more  by  midnight. 
What  did  you  mean   by  that  same   handl:cr-l  [ A  Trumpet  urithin. 

chief,  you  gave  me   even  now  ?  I  was  a  fine!     Oth.  Excellent  good. — What  trumpet  is  that 


fool  to  take  it.     1   must  take  out  the  whole 

work  ? — A  likely  piece  of  work,  thatyou  should 

find  it  in  your  chamber,  and  not  kaoV  who  left 

it  there!     This  is   some  minx's  token,  and  I  Come  from   the  duke 

must  take  out  the  work  ?     Thei-e.— give  it  vourl  with  him. 

hobbv-horse  :  wheresoever  you  had  it,  I'll'take' 


same  r 
Iago.  Something  from   Venice,  sure.     'Tis 
Lodovico, 

and,   see,  your  wife  is 


out  no  work  ont. 

Cas  Ho  w  now,  my  sweet  Bianca  ?  how  now  ? 
how  now  r 

Oth.  By  heaven,  that  should  be  my  handker- 


chief ! 


*  iSTiorant. 

t  A  common  woman. 


t  Title  of  lieutenaBt. 
5  A  pole-cat. 


Enter  Lodovico,  Desdemo.va,  and  Attendants^ 

Lod.  "Save  you,  worthy  general  .' 
Oth.  With  all  my  heart.  Sir. 
Lod.  The  duke  and  senators  of  Venice  greet 
you.  [  Gives  him  a  P  achef. 

*  Of  so  sw^eta  d:?t!OS:tior. 
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0th.  I  kiss  the  instrument  of  their  pleasures 
[  Opens  the  Packet  and  reads 

Des.  And  what's  the  news,  good  cousin  Lo- 
dovico  ? 

lago.  I  am  verj-  glad  to  see  you,  signior ; 
Welcome  to  C\  pnis.  ' 

Lod.  I  thank  you :    How   does  lieutenant 
Cassio  .' 

lago.  Lives,  Sir. 

Des.  Cousin,  there's  fallen  between  him  Euid 
my  lord 
An  unkind  breach:  but  you  shall  make  all  well. 

Oth.  Are  you  sure  of  that ."' 

Des.  My  lord  r 

Olh.   This  fail  you  not  to  do,  as  you  irill — 

[Reads. 

Lod.  He  did  not  call ;  he's  busy  in  the  paper ; 
Is  there  division  "twixt  thy  lord  and  Cassio  ? 

Des.  A  most    unhappy    one ;  I    would   do 
much 
To  atone*  them,  for  the  love  I  bear  to  Cassio. 

Oth.  Fire  and  brimstone  ' 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

Oth.  Are  you  wise  .' 

De^.  \Vhat,  is  he  angry  r 

Lod.  Mpy  be,  the  letter  mov'd  him  ; 
For,  as  1  tJiink,  they  do  command  him  home, 
Deputing  Cassio  in  his  government. 

Dfs.  By  my  troth,  1  am  glad  ont. 

Oth.  Indeed. 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

Olh.  1  am  glad  to  see  you  mad. 

Des.  How,  sweet  Othello  ? 

Oth.  Devil!  ^Striking her. 

Des.  \  have  not  deserved  this. 

Lod.  My  lord,  this  would  not  be  believ'd  in 
Venice, 
Though  1  should  swear  I   saw  it :    'Tis  very 
Make" her  amends,  she  weeps.  [much  ; 

Oih.  O  devil,  devil  !  [tears. 

If  that  the  earth  could  teem  with  woman's 
Each  drop  she  falls  would  prove  a  crocodile  : — 
Out  oi  my  sight! 

Des   I  will  not  stay  to  offend  you.    IGoing. 

Lod.  Truly,  an  obedient  lady  : — 
I  do  beseech  your  lordship,  call  her  back. 

Oth.  Mistress, 

Des.  My  lord  ? 

Oth.  Wtiat  would  you  with  her.  Sir? 

Lod.  Who,  I  my  lord  .' 

Oth.   Ay  :  you  did  wish,  that  I  would  make 
her  turn : 
Sir,  she  can  turn,  and  turn,  and  yet  go  on, 
And  turn  again  ;  and  she  can  weep.  Sir,  weep; 
And  she's  obedient,  as  you  say. — obedient, — 
Verv  obedient ; — Proceed  you  in  your  tears.  — 
Concerning  this,  Sir, — O  well  painted  passion ! 
I  am  commanded  home  : — Get  you  away  ; 
I'll  send  for  you  anon. — Sir,  1  obey  the  man- 
date. 
And  will  return  to  Venice  ; — Hence,  avaunt '. 

Exit  Desdemo>a. 
Cassio  shall  have  my   place.     And, — Sir,   to- 
night. 
1  do  entreat  that  we  may  sup  together. 
You  are  welcome.  Sir,  to  Cyprus. — Goats,  and 
monkies  1  {^£iit. 

Lod.  Is  this  the  noble  Moor  whom  our  full 

senate  [ture 

Call — all-in-all  sufficient  ? — This  the  noble  na- 

Whom  passion  could  not  shake  ?  whose  solid 

virtue 
The  shot  of  accident,  nor  dart  of  chance. 
Could  neither  graze,  nor  pierce  .' 

lago.  He  is  much  changd. 

♦  Reroccile. 


Lod.  Are  his  wits  safe  ?  is  he  not  light  of 

brain  ? 
lago.  He  is  that  he  is ;  I  may  not  breathe  my 
censure. 
What  he  might  be, — if,  what  be  might,   he   is 
I  would  to  heaven,  he  were.  [not, — 

Lod.  What,  strike  his  wife  ! 
iago.  "Faitli,  that  was   not    so  well ;    Yet 
would  I  knew. 
That  stroke  would  prove  the  worst. 

Lod.  Is  it  his  use  r 
Or  did  the  letters  work  upon  his  blood, 
.•\nd  new-create  this  fault ! 

lago.   .\las,  alas! 
It  is  not  honesty  in  me  to  speak 
What  I  have  seen  and  known.      You  shall  ob- 
serve him ; 
.\rid  his  own  courses  will  denote  him  so, 
That  I  may  save  my  speech  :  Do  but  go  after, 
And  mark  how  he  continues. 
Lod.  I  am  sorry,  that  I  am  deceiv'd  in  him. 

[  Exeunt. 

SCEXE  IL—A  Room  in  the  Castle. 
Enter  Othello  and  Emilli. 

Oth.  You  have  seen  nothing  then  ? 

Evfiil.  Nor  ever  heard :  nor  ever  did  suspect. 

Oth.  Yes.  you  have  seen  Cassio  and  she  to- 
gether. 

Etnil.  But  then  I  saw  no  harm  :   and  then  I 

heard  [them. 

Each  syllable,  that  breath  meide  up  between 

Oth.  What,  did  they  never  whisper  ? 

Emil   Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  Nor  send  you  out  of  the  way  ? 

Emil.  Never. 

Oth.  To  fetch  her  fan,  her  gloves,  her  mask, 
nor  nothing  ? 

Emil.  Never,  my  lord. 

Oth.  That's  strange. 

Emil.  I  durst,  my  lord,  to  wager  she  is  ho- 
nest, [other. 
Lay  down   my  soul  at  stake  :   if  yon   think 
Remove  your  thought ;  it  doth  abuse  your  bo- 
som. 
If  any  wretch  hath  put  this  in  your  head 
Let  heaven  requite  it  w  iththe  serpent's  curse  '. 
For,  if  she  be  not  honest,  chaste,  and  true. 
There's  no   man  happy ;   the  purest  of  their 
Is  foul  as  slander.  [wives 

Oth.  Bid  her  come  hither : — go — 

{_Exit    EMILLi. 

She  says  enough  : — ^yet  she's  a  simple  bawd. 
That  cannot  say  as  much.     This  is  a  subtle 

whore. 
A  closet-lock-and-key  of  villanous  secrets  : 
.And  yet  she'll  kneel,  and  pray  ;  I  have   seen 

her  do"i. 

Rc-enier_T.mii.i\  vUh  Desd£1io!>a. 

Des.  My  lord,  what  is  your  will' 

Olh.  Pray,  chuck,  come  hither. 

Des.  What  is  your  pleasure  ? 

O'.h.  Let  me  see  your  eyes  ; 
Look  in  my  face. 

Dfs.  What  horrible  fancy's  this  1 

Oth-  Some  of  your  function,  mistress  ; 

ITo  Emilli. 
Leave  procreants  alone,  and  shut  the  door ; 
Cough,  or  cry — hem,  if  any  body  come  : 
Your  mystery,  your  mystery; — nay.  despatch. 
[£xi/  ESIILL^. 

Des.  Upon  my  knees,  what  doth  your  speech 
import  ? 
I  understand  a  fury  in  your  words. 
But  not  the  word?. 
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0th.  Why,  what  art  thou  ?  { 

Des.  Your  wife,  my  lord ;  your  true 
And  loyal  wife. 

0th.  Come,  swear  it.  damn  thyself; 
Lest,  being  like  one    of  heaven,  the    devils 

themselves 
Should  fear  to  seize  thee  :  therefore  be  double- 
Sweai- — thou  art  honest.  [damn'd. 

Des.  Heaven  doth  truly  know  it. 
0th.  Heaven  truly  knows,  that  thou  art  false 

as  hell. 
Des.  To  whom,  my  lord  ?  with  whom  ?  How 

am  I  false  ? 
Olh.  O  Desdemona  ! — away  .'  away  !  away  ! 
Des.  Alas,  the    heavy  day ! — Why  do  you 
weep  ? 
Am  I  the  occasion  of  these  tears,  my  lord  ? 
If,  haply,  you  my  father  do  suspect, 
An  instrument  of  this  your  calling  back. 
Lay  not  your  blame  on  me  ;  if  you  have  lost 
Why,  I  have  lost  him  too.  [him, 

0th.  Had  it  pleas'd  heaven 
To  try  me  with  affliction  ;  had  he  rain'd 
All  kinds  of  sores,  and  shames,  on  my  bear 

head  ; 
Steep'd  me  in  poverty  to  the  very  lips  ; 
Given  to  captivity  me  and   my  utmost  hopes  ; 
I  should  have  found  in  some  part  of  my  soul 
A  drop  of  patience  :  but  (alas  \)  to  make  me 
A  fixed  figure,  for  the  time  of  scorn 
To  point  his  slow  unmoving  finger  at, — 
O  !  0  ! 

Yet  could  I  bear  that  too ;  well,  very  well  : 
But  there,  where  I  have  garner'd*  up  my  heart ; 
Where  either  I  must  rive,  or  bear  no  life  ; 
The  fountain  from  the  which  my  current  runs, 
Or  else  dries  up  ;  to  be  discarded  thence  ! 
Or  keep  it  as  a  cistern,  for  foul  toads 
To  knot  the  gender  in  ! — turn  thy  complexion 
there  !  [bim  ; 

Patience,  thou  young  and  rose-lipp'd  cheru- 
Ay,  there,  look  grim  as  hell  ! 

Des.  I  hope,  my  noble  lord  esteems  me  ho- 
nest. 
0th.  O,  ay ;  as  summer  flies  are  in  the  sham- 
bles. 
That  quicken  even  with  blowing.  0  thou  weed, 
Who  art  so  lovely  fair,  and  smell'st  so  sweet, 
That  the  sense  aches  at  thee. — 'Would,  thou 
had'st  ne'er  been  born  ! 
Des.  Alas,  what  ignorant  sin  have  I  commit- 
ted > 
0th.  Was   this  fair  paper,  this  most  goodly 
book,  [ted  ! 

Made  to  write  whore  upon  ?     What  commit- 
Committed  ! — O  thou  pul^lic  commoner  ! 
I  should  make  very  forges  of  my  cheeks, 
That  would  to  cinders  burn  up  modesty. 
Did  I  but  speak  thy  deeds. — What  committed ! 
Heaven  stops  tlie  nose  at  it,  and  the  moon 

winks  ; 
The  bawdy  wind,  that  kisses  all  it  meets. 
Is  hush'd  within  the  hollow  mine  of  earth, 
And  will  not  ht;-ar  it :  What  committed  i 
Impudent  strumpet  ! 

Des.  By  heaven,  you  do  me  wrong. 
0th    Are  not  you  a  strumpet  ? 
Des.  No,  as  I  am  a  Christian  : 
If  to  preserve  this  vessel  for  my  lord, 
From  any  other  foul  unlawful  touch, 
Be — not  to  be  a  strumpet,  I  am  none. 
0th.  What,  not  a  whore  ? 
Des.   No,  as  I  shall  be  saved. 
0th.  Is  it  possible  ? 
Des.  O,  heaven  forgive  us  ! 
•  Treasured  up. 


0th.  I  cry  you  mercy,  then  ; 
I  took  you  for  that  cunning  whore  of  Venice, 
That  married  with  Othello. — You,  mistress, 


Re-enter  Emilia. 

That  have  the  office  opposite  to  Saint  Peter, 
And  keep  the  gate  of  hell  ;  You  !  you  !  ay, 

you! 
We  have  done  our  course  ;  there's  money  for 

your  pains ; 
I  pray  you,  turn  the  key,  and  keep  our  coun- 
sel.  lExit. 

Emii  Alas,  what  does  this  gentleman  con- 
ceive ?—  [lady? 
How  do  you,  madam  ?  how  do  you,  my  good 
Des.  'Faith,  half  asleep. 
Emil.  Good  madam,  what's  the  matter  with 

my  lord  ? 
Des.  With  who  ? 

Emil.  Why,  with  my  lord,  madam. 
Des.  Who  is  thy  lord? 
E^nil.  He  that  is  yours,  sweet  lady. 
Des.  I  have  none  :  Do  not  talk  to  me,  Emi- 
lia ; 
I  cannot  weep  ;  nor  answer  I  have  none, 
But  what  should  go  by  water.    Pr'ythee,  to- 
night 
Lay  on  my  bed  my  wedding  sheets,— reraem- 
And  call  thy  husband  hither.  [ber;-— 

Emil.  Here  is  a  change,  indeed  !  ^Exit. 

Des.  ''lis  meet  I  should   be  us'd  so,  very 
meet. 
How  have  1  been  behav'd,  that  he  might  stick 
The  small'st  opinion  on  ray  great'st  abuse  ? 

Re-enter  Emilia  with  Iago. 

lago.  What  is  your  pleasure,  madam  ?  How 

is  it  with  you  ? 
Des.  I  cannot  tell.     Those,  that  do  teach 
young  babes. 
Do  it  with  gentle  means,  and  easy  tasks : 
He  might  have  chid  me  so  ;  for,  in  good  faith, 
I  am  a  child  to  chiding. 

Iitgo.  Whats  the  matter,  lady  ? 
Emil.  Alas,  Iago,  my  lord  hath  so  bewhor'd 
her, 
Thrown  such  despite  and  heavy  terms  upon 
As  true  hearts  cannot  bear.  [her, 

Dts.  Am  I  that  name,  lago  ? 
Iago.  What  name,  fair  lady  ? 
Des.  Such  as,  she  says,  my  lord  did  say  I 

was. 
Emil.  He  call'd  her,  whore  ;  a  beggar,  in  his 
drink, 
Could  not  have  laid  such  terms  upon  his  callet.* 

Ingo.  Why  did  he  so  ? 

Dts.  I  do  not  know  ;  I  am  sure,  I  am   none 

such. 
Iago.  Do  not  weep,  do  not  weep;  Alas,  the 

day! 
Emil.  Has   she    forsook    so    many   noble 
matches, 
Her  father,  and  her  country,  and  her  friends. 
To  be  call'd     whore  ?  would  it  not  make  one 
weep  ? 
Des.  It  is  my  wretched  fortune. 
Jii^o.  Beshrew  him  for  it ! 
How  comes  this  trick  upon  him  ? 
Des.  Nay,  heaven  doth  know. 
Emil.  I  vviR  be  hang'd,  if  some  eternal  vil- 
Some  busy  and  insinuating  rogue,  [lain, 

Some  cogting  cozening  slave,  to  get  some  ot- 
fice,  [else. 

Have  not  devis'd  this  slander  ;  I'll  be  hang'd 


*  His  drsfc. 
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/ego.  Fie,  there  is  no  such  man  ;  it  is  impos-  half  have  corrupted  a  votarist :   You  have  told 
sible.  ^^^ — slie  has  received  them,  and  returned  me 


sible 
Des.  If  any  such  there  be,  heaven  pardon 

him  ! 
Emil-  A  halter  pardon  him !  and  hell  knaw 
his  bones ! 
Why  should  he  call  her,  whore?  who  keeps 

her  company  ? 
What  place?  what    time?  what  form?  what 
likelihood  ?  [knave, 

The  Moor's    abus'd  by  some   most  villanous 
Some  base  notorious  knave,  some  scurvy  fel- 
low :—  [unfold ; 
O,  heaven,  that  such  companions*    thou'dst 
And  put  in  every  honest  hand  a  whip, 
To  lash  the  rascal  naked  through  the  world, 
Even  from  the  east  to  the  west ! 
Jago.  Speak  within  the  door. 
E^nil.  O,  fie  upon  him  !  some  such  squire  he 
was, 
That  turn'd  your  wit  the  seamy  sidet  without 
And  made  you  to  suspect  me  with  the  Moor. 
Jago.  You  are  a  fool ;  go  to. 
Des.  O  good  lago, 
What  shall  I  do  to  win  my  lord  again  ? 
Good  friend,  go  to  him  ;  for  by  this  light  of 

heaven, 
1  know  not  how  I  lost  him      Here  I  kneel : — 
If  e'er  my  will  did  trespass  'gainst  his  love, 
Either  in  discourse  of  thouglit,  or  actual  deed; 
Or  that  mine  eyes,  mine  ears,  or  any  sense. 
Delighted  them  in  any  other  form  ; 
Or  that  I  do  not  yet,  and  ever  did, 
And  ever  will, — though  he  do  shake  me  off 
To  beggarly  divorcement, — love  him  dearly, 
Comfort  forswear  me  !     Unkindness  may  do 

much ; 
And  his  unkindness  may  defeat  my  life, 
But  never  taint  my  love.  I  cannot  say,  whore  ; 
It  does  abhor  me,  now  I  speak  the  word  ; 
To  do  the  act  that  might  the  addition!  earn, 
Not  the  world's  mass  of  vanity  could  make  me. 
lago.  I  pray  you,  be  content  :  'tis  but  his 
humour ; 
The  business  of  the  state  does  him  offence 
And  he  does  chide  with  you. 
Des.  If 'twere  no  other, — 
lago.  It  is  but  so,  I  warrant  you.  \_Trumpets. 
Hark,  how  these  instruments  summon  to  sup- 
per ! 
And  the  great  messengers  of  Venice  stay  : 
Go  in,  and  weep  not ;  all  things  shall  be  well. 
[Exeunt  Desdemona  and  Emilia 

Enter  Roderigo. 


How  now,  Roderigo  ? 

Rod.  I  do  not  find,  that  thou  deal'st  justly 
with  me  ? 

lago.  What  in  the  contrary  ? 
Rod.  Every  day  thou  doff'st§  me  with  some 
device,  lago  ;  and  rather  (as  it  seems  to  me 
now,)  keep'st  from  me  all  conveniency,  than 
suppliest  me  with  the  least  advantage  of  hope. 
I  will,  indeed,  no  longer  endure  it  "•  Nor  am  I 
yet  persuaded,  to  put  up  in  peace  what  already 
I  have  foolishly  suffered. 

lago.   Will  you  hear  me,  Roderigo  ? 
Rod.  'Faith,  I  have  heard  too  much  ;   for 
your  words   and  performances   are  no  kin  to- 
gether. 

lago.   You  charge  me  mo.=t  unjustly. 
Rod.  Wjth  nought  but  truth.   I  have  wasted 
myself  out  of  my  means.   The  jewels  you  have 
had  from  me,  to  deliver  to  Desdemona,  would 


exj)ectation3  and  comforts  of  sudden  respect 
indacqnittance,*  but  I  find  none. 
lagn.  Well;  goto;  very  well. 
Rod.  Very  well!  goto!  I  cannot  go  to, 
man ;  nor  'tis  not  very  well :  By  this  hand,  I 
say,  it  is  very  scurvy ;  and  begin  to  find  myself 
fobbed  in  it. 

lago.  Very  well. 

Rod.  I  tell  you,  'tis  not  very  well.  I  will 
make  myself  knov.n  to  Desdemona:  If  she 
will  return  me  my  jewel?,  1  will  give  over  my 
suit,  and  repent  my  unlawful  solicitation :  if 
not,  assure  yourself,  I  will  seek  satisfaction  of 
you. 

Jago.  You  have  said  now. 
Jiod.  Ay,  and  I  have  said  nothing,  but  what 
I  protest  intendment  of  doing. 

lago.  Why,  now  I  see  there's  mettle  in  thee ; 
and  even,  from  this  instant,  do  build  on  thee  a 
better  opinion  than  ever  before.  Give  me  thy 
hand,  Roderigo  :  Thou  hast  taken  against  me 
a  most  just  exception  ;  but,  yet,  I  protest,  I 
have  dealt  most  directly  in  thy  affair. 
Rod.  It  hath  not  appeared. 
lago.  I  grant,  indeed,  it  hath  not  appeared  ; 
and  your  suspicion  is  not  without  wit  and 
judgement.  But,  Roderigo,  if  thou  hast  that 
within  thee  indeed,  which  1  have  greater  rea- 
son to  believe  now  than  ever, — I  mean,  pur- 
jiose,  courage,  and  valour, — this  night  show- 
it:  if  thou  the  nest  night  following  enjoyest 
not  Desdemona,  take  me  from  this  world  with 
treachery,  and  devise  engines  for  my  life. 

Rod.  Well,Avhatis  it?  is  it  within  reason, 
and  compass  ? 

lago.  Sir,  there  is  especial  commission  come 
from  Venice,  to  depute  Cassio  in  Othello's 
place. 

Rod.  Is  that  true  ?  why,  then  Othello  and 
Desdemona  return  again  to  Venice. 

lago.  O,  no  ;  he  goes  into  Mauritania,  and 
takes  away  with  him  the  fair  Desdemona,  un- 
less his  abode  be  lingered  here  by  some  acci- 
dent ;  wherei  ^  none  can  be  so  determinate,  as 
the  removing  of  Cassio. 

Rod.  How  do  you  mean — removing  of  him  ? 
lago.  Why,  by  making  him  incapable  of 
Othello's  place  ;  knocking  out  his  brains. 
Rod.  And  that  you  would  have  me  do? 
Jago.  Ay  ;  if  you  dare  do  yourself  a  profit, 
anda  right.  He  sups  to-night  with  a  harlot, 
and  thither  will  I  go  to  hiui ; — he  knows  not 
yet  of  his  honourable  fortune  :  if  you  will 
watch  his  going  thence,  (which  1  will  fashion 
to  fall  out  between  twelve  and  one,)  you  may 
take  him  at  your  pleasure  :  I  will  be  near  to 
second  your  attempt,  and  he  .shall  fall  between 
us.  Come,  stand  not  amazed  at  it,  but  go 
along  with  me  ;  1  will  show  you  such  a  neces- 
sity in  his  death,  that  you  shall  think  yourself 
bound  to  put  it  on  him.  It  is  now  high  sup- 
per-time, and  the  night  draws  to  waste  ;  about 
it. 

Rod.  I  will  hear  further  reason  for  this. 
lago.  And  you  shall  be  satisfied.      [_Exeuni. 


•  Fellows, 


t  Inside  out. 
5  Put'st  roe  off, 


i 


SCENE  JJL — Another  Room  in  the  Castle. 

Enter  Othello,  Lodovico,  Desdemona, 
Emilia,  and  Attendants. 

hod.  I  do  beseech  you,  Sir,  trouble  yourself 

no  fm-ther. 

*  Be^iiital> 
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lAct  I 


0th.  O,  pardon  mc  ?  'twill  do  lue  good  to 
walk. 

Lod.  Madam,  good  night ;  I  humbly  thank 
your  ladyship. 

Des.  Your  honour  is  most  welcome 

0th.  Will  you  walk,  Sir?— 
O, — Desdemoua, 

Des.  My  lord? 

0th.  Get  you  to  bed  on  the  instant,  1  will 
be  returned  forthwith  :  dismiss  your  attendant 
there  ;  look,  it  be  done. 

Des.  I  will,  my  lord 


II. 


Let  vobody  blame  him,  his  scorn  I  approve, — 
Nay,   that's  not  next. — Hark  !  who  is  it  that, 
knocks  ? 
Emil   It  is  the  wind. 

Des.  J  calVd  my  love,  false  love ;  but  -ivhat  said 
he  then  '.' 
Sing  willow,  fyc. 
If  I  court  ino"  women,  yoiCll  conch  with  mo 
men. 
So,  get  thee  gone  ;  goodnight.     Mine  eyes  do 

'itch  ; 


I  Exeunt  Othkllo,  Lodovico,  and  Doth  that  bode  weeping  ? 

^         Attendants.  ^-""'-  ^'^  "•'^'^"^er  here  nor  there. 


Emil.  How  goes  it  now?  he  looks  gentler 

than  he  did. 
Des.  He  says,  he  will  return  incontinent;'- 
He  hath  commanded  me  to  go  to  bed, 
And  bade  me  to  dismiss  you. 
Emil.  Dismiss  me ! 

Des.    It  was  his  bidding  ;  therefore,  good 
Emilia, 
Give  me  my  nightly  wearing,  and  adieu: 
We  must  not  now  displease  him. 

Emil.  I  would,  you  had  never  seen  him  ! 
Des.  So  would  not  I ;  my  love  doth  so  ap- 
prove him. 
That  even  his  stubbornness,  his  checks,  and 

frowns, — 
Pr'ythee,  unpin   me,— have  grace  and  favour 
in  them. 
Emil.  I  have  laid  those  sheets  you  bade  me 

on  the  bed. 
Des.  All's  one:— Good  father!  how  foolish 
are  our  minds  ! — 
If  I  do  die  before  thee,  pr'ythee,  shroud  me 
In  one  of  those  same  sheets. 
Emil.  Come,  come,  you  talk. 
Des.  My  mother  had  a  maid  call'd— Barbara ; 
She  was  in  love :  and   he,  she  lov'd,  prov'd 
mad.t  [low, 

And  did  forsake  her:  she  had  a  song  of— wil- 
An  old  thing  'twas,  but  it  express'd  her  for- 
tune, 

And  she  died  singing  it :  That  song,  to-night, 
Will  not  go  from  my  mind  ;  I  have  much  to  do, 
But  to  go  hang  my  head  all  at  one  side, 
And  sing  it   like   poor  Barbara.       Pr'ythee, 
despatch. 
Emil.  Shall  1  go  fetch  your  night-gown  ? 
Des.  No,  unpin  me  here.  — 
This  Lodovico  is  a  proper  man. 


Des.  \  have  heard  it  said  so. — O,  these  men, 

these  men  ! —  [lia, — 

Dost  thou  in  conscience  think, — tell  me,  Emi- 

■fhat  there  be  women  who  abuse  their  husbands 

In  such  gross  kind  ? 

Emil.  There  be  some  such,  no  question. 

Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the 
world  ? 

Einil.  Why,  would  not  you  ? 

Des.  No,  by  this  heavenly  light ' 

Emil.  Nor  1  neither  by  this  iieavenly  light  : 
I  might  do't  as  well  i'lhe  dark. 

Des.  Wouldst  thou  do  such  a  deed  for  all  the 
world  ? 

Emil.    The  world  is  a  huge  thing :   'Tis  a 
great  price 
For  a  small  vice. 

Des.  Good  troth,  I  think  thou  wouldst  not. 

Emil.  By  my  troth,  I  think  I  should  ;  and 
undo't,  when  I  had  done.  Marry,  1  would  not 
do  such  a  thing  for  n  johit-ring  ;  nor  for  mea- 
sures of  lawn;  nor  for  giuvns,  petticoats,  nor 
caps,  nor  any  petty  txhlbition:  but,  for  the 
whole  world,— Why,  who  would  not  makeher 
husband  a  cuckold,  to  make  him  a  monarch  ? 
1  should  venture  purgatory  for't. 

Des.  Be^hrewme,  if  I  would  do  such  a  wrong 
for  the  whole  world. 

Emil.  Why,  the  wrong  is  but  a  wrong  i'the 
world  ;  and.  having  the  world  for  your  labour, 
'tis  a  wrong  in  your  own  world,  and  you  might 
quickly  make  it  right. 

Des.  I  do  not  think  there  is   any   such  wo- 
man. 

Emdl.  Yes,  a  dozen  ;  and  as  many 
To  the  vantage,  as  would  store  the  world  they 

play'd  for. 
But,  1  do  think,  it  is  their  husbands'  faults, 
If  wives  do  fall :  Say,  that  they  slack  their  du- 
ties. 
And  pour  our  treasures  into  foreign  laps  ; 


Emil.  A  very  handsome  man 

Des.  And  he  speaks  well. 

Emil.  I  know  a  lady  in  Venice,  v.'ho  would 'Q^.'^j'^g  j^j.^j^j^  ,,yt  in  peevish  jealousies 
have  walked  barefoot  to  Palestine,  for  a  touch  ■jijj.Q^^rjng  ,.^st,.aint    upon    us:    or,  say 
of  his  nether  lip. 

I 


thev 


strike  us. 
Or  scant  our  former  having!  in  despite  ; 
Des.  The  poor  soul  sat  sighing  by  a  sycumoreh^'l^y^   ^^-e  have  galls;  and,   though  we   have 
tree,  _  |  some  grace,  [know, 

Sing  all  a  greemvillow ;  [Singmg.iyet  we  have  some  revenge.      Let  husbands 


Her  hand  on  her  bosom,  her  head  on  her  knee, 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  : 
The  fresh  streams  ran  by  her,  and  murmured 
her  moans  ; 
Sijig  willow,  S^c. 
Her  salt  tears  fell  from  her,  and  soflen'd  the 
stones ; 
Lay  by  these ; 

Sing  willow,  willow,  willow  ; 
Pr'ythee,  hie  thee  ;  he'll  come  anon. — 

Sing  all  a  green  willow  must  be  my 
garland. 


*  Immediately. 


t  Wildi  inconstant. 


Their  wives  have  sensed  like  them  :  they   sec, 

and  smell, 
And  have  their  palates  both  for  sweet  and  soui- 
As  husbands  have.     What  is  it  thqt  they  do. 
When  they  change  us  for  others  '.  Is  it  sport :" 
I  think  it  is  ;  And  doth  affection  breed  it  ' 
I  think,  it  doth  ;  1st  frailty,  that  thus  errs  ? 
It  is  so  too  :  And  have  not  we  atfections  ? 
Desires  for  sport :  and  frailty,  as  men  have  ? 
Then,   let  them  use  us  well:     else,  let  them 

knew. 
The  ills  we  do,  their  ills  instruct  us  to.  . 


T  Our  former  allc\T3ace  of  ejpense. 
{  Sensation, 


*  Mo  for  more. 
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Des.  Good  night,  good  night :  Heaven  me 

such  usage  send, 

Not  to  pick  bad  from  bad ;  but,  by  bad,  mend! 

lExeunt. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I— A  Street. 

Enter  Iago  and  Roderigo. 

lago.  Here,  stand  behind  this  bulk;  straight 
will  he  come  ; 
Wear  thy  good  rapier  bare,*  and  put  it  home : 
Quick,  quick;  fear  nothing  ;  I'll  be  at  thy  el- 
bow: 
It  makes  us,  or  it  mars  us  ;  think  on  that, 
And  fix  most  firm  thy  resolution. 
Rod.  Be  near  at  hand ;  I  may  miscarry  in't 
Iago.  Here,  at  thy  hand  ;  be  bold,  and  take 
thy  sword.  [Retires  to  a  little  distance 
Rod.  I  have  no  great  devotion  to  the  deed  ; 
And  yet  he  has  given  me  sati<;fying  reasons: — 
'Tis   but  a  man  gone: — forth,  my  sword;  he 
dies.  [  Goes  to  his  stand. 

Iago.  I  have  rubb'd  this  young  quat  almost 
to  the  sense.t  [Cassio, 

And  he  grows  angry.     Now,  whether  he  kill 
Or  Cassio  him,  or  each  do  kill  the  other. 
Every  way  makes  my  gain  :  Live  Roderigo, 
He  calls  me  to  a  restitution  large 
Of  gold,  and  jewels,  that  I  bobb'd  %  from  him. 
As  gifts  to  Desdemona  ; 
It  must  not  be  :  if  Cassio  do  remain, 
He  hath  a  daily  beauty  in  his  life. 
That  makes  me  ugly  ;  and,  besides,  the  Moor 
May  unfold  me  to  him  ;  there  stand  I  in  much 

peril: 
No,  he  must  die  : — But  so,  I  hear  him  comin 

Enter  Cassio. 

Rod.  I  know  his  gait,  'tis  he ; — Villain,  thou 
diest. 

[Rushes  from  his  post,  and  makes  a  pass  at 
Cassio. 
Cas.  That  thrust  had  been  mine  enemy  in- 
deed. 
But  that  my  coat  is  better  than  thou  think'st ; 
1  will  make  proof  of  thine. 

[Draws,  and  wounds  Roderigo. 
Rod.  O,  I  am  slain  ! 

[Iago  rushes  from  his  post,  cm<s  Cassio 
behind  in  the  Leg,  and  exit. 
Cas.  I  am  maim'd  for  ever : — Help,  ho !  mur- 
der !  murder !  [Falls. 

Enter  Othello,  at  a  distance. 

Otk.  The  voice  of  Cassio  : — Iago  keeps  his 

word. 
Rod.  0,  villain  that  I  am  ! 
0th.  Hark  !  'tis  even  so. 
Cas.  O,  help  !  ho!  light!  a  surgeon!   ■ 
0th.  'Tis  he : — 0  brave  Iago,   honest,  and 
just,  [wrong ! 

That  hast  such  noble  sense  of  thy  friend's 
Thou  teachest  me,— Minion,  your  dear  lies 

dead. 
And  your  fate  hies  apace  : — Sti'umpet,  I  come: 
Forth'S  of  my  heart  those  charms,  thine  eyes, 

are  blotted; 
Thy  bed,  lust-stain'd,  shall  with  lust's  blood  be 
spotted.  [Exit  Othello. 


*  Unsheathed. 
t  Fished. 

Vol.  II. 


Enter  Lodovico  and  Gkatiano,  at  a  distance. 

Cas.  What,  ho !  no  watch  ?  no  passage  ?* 

murder!  murder? 
Gra.  'Tis  some  mischance ;  the  cry  is  vety 

direful. 
Cas.  O,  help  ! 
Lod.  Hark  ! 

Rod.  O  wretched  villain  ! 
Lod.  Two  or  three  groans  ; — it  is  a  heavyt 

night : 
These  may  be  counterfeits ;  let's  think't  unsafe 
To  come  in  to  the  cry,  without  more  help. 
Rod.  No  body  come  ?  then  shall  I  bleed  to 

death. 

Enter  Iago,  ioith  a  light. 

Lod.  Hark  ! 

Cra.  Here's  one  comes  in  his  shirt,  with  light 

and  weapons. 
Iago.  Who's  there  ?  whose  noise  is  this,  that 

cries  on  murder  ? 
Lod.  We  do  not  know. 
Iago.  Do  you  not  hear  aery? 
Cas.  Here,  Isere ;  for  heaven's  sake,  help  mc- 
lago.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Gra.  This  is  Othello's  ancient,  as  I  take  it. 
Lod.  The  same,  indeed  ,  a  very  valiant  fel- 
low. 
Iago.  What  are  you  here  that  cry  so  griev- 
ously ? 
Cas.  Iago?  0,1  am  spoil'd,  undone  by  vil- 
Give  me  some  help.  [lains  ; 

Iago.  O  me,  lieutenant !  what  villains  have 

done  this  ? 
Cas.  I  think,  that  one  of  them  is  hereabout, 
And  cannot  make  away. 

Iago.  O  treacherous  villains  ! — 
What  are  you  there  ?   come  in,  and  give  some 
help.     [To  LoDovico  awrf  Gkatiano. 
Rod.  O,  help  me  here. 
Cas.  That's  one  of  them. 
Iago.  O  murderous  slave  !  O  villain ! 

[Iago  stabs  Roderigq. 
Rod.  O  damn'd  Iago !  O  inhuman  dog  !— 
0 !0!  O! 
Iago.  Kill  men  i'the  dark  ? — Where  be  these 
bloody  thieves  ? 
How  silent  is  this  town  ! — Ho  !  murder !  mur- 
der ! 

What  may  you  be  ?  are  you  of  good  or  evil  ' 
Lod.   As  you  shall  prove  us,  praise  us. 
Iago.  Signior  Lodovico  ? 
Lod.  He,  Sir. 

Iago.  I  cry  you  mercy ;  Here's  Cassio  hurt 
By  villains. 
Gra.  Cassio? 
Iago.  How  is  it,  brother? 
Cas.    My  leg  is  cut  in  two. 
Iago.   Marry,  heaven  forbid  ! — 
Light,  gentlemen  ;  I'll  bind  it  with  my  shirt. 

Enter  Bianca. 

Bian.  What  is  the  matter,  ho  ?  who  is't  that 

cried  ? 
Iago.  Who  is't  that  cried  ? 
Bian.  O  ray  dear  Cassio !  my  sweet  Cassio ! 
O  Cassio  !  Cassio  !   Cassio  ! 

Iago.  O  notable  strumpet ! — Cassio,  may  yoii 
suspect  [you  ? 

Who  they  should  be,  that  have  thus  mangled 
Cas  No. 

Gra.  I  am  3orry,  to  find  you  thus  :  I  have 
been  to  seek  you. 


T  To  the  oaick. 
§Out. 


*  No  passengers. 


t  Thick,  cloudy. 
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lago.  Lena  me  a  garter :  So. — O,  for  a  chair, 
To  bear  him  easily  hence  ! 
Bian.  Alas,   he  faints  : — 0  Cassio  !  Cassio  ! 

Cassio  ! 
lago.  Gentlemen  all.   I  do  suspect  this  trash 
To  be  a  party  in  this  injury. — 
Patience  awhile,  good  Cassio. — Come,  come  : 
Lend  me  a  light. — Know  we  this  face,  or  no  ? 
Alas  !  my  friend,  and  my  dear  countryman, 
Roderigo  ?  no  : — Yes,  sure ;  O  heaven,  Roderi- 
go. 
Gra.  What,  of  Venice  ? 
lago.  Even  he,  Sir  ;  did  you  know  him  ? 
Gra.  Know  him  ?  ay. 

lago.  Signior  Gratiano .'   I  cry  you  gentle 
pardon ;  [ners, 

These  bloody  accidents  must  excuse  my  man- 
That  so  neglected  you. 
Gra.  I  am  glad  to  see  you. 
lago.  How  do  you,   Cassio  ? —O,  a  chair,  a 

chair .' 
Gra.  Roderigo  .' 

lago.  He,  he,  'tis  he  : — O,  that's  well  said  ; 
— the  chair : —     {A  Chair  brought  in. 
Some  good  man  bear  himcarefujly  from  hence; 
I'll  fetch  the  general's  surgeon. — For  you,  mis- 
tress, [To  BlANCA. 

Save  you  your  labour.    He  that  lies  slain  here, 

Cassio, 
Was  my  dear  friend ;  What  malice  was  be- 
tween you  ? 
Cas.  IJone  in  the  world  ;  nor  do  I  know  the 

man. 
Jago.  [To  Bian.]  What,  look  you  pale  ? — 
O,  bear  him  out  o'the  air. 

[Cas.  and  Rod.  are  borne  off. 
Stay  you,  good  gentlemen  : — Look  you  pale, 

mistress  ? 
Do  you  perceive  the  gastness  of  her  eye  ?  — 
Nay,  if  you  stare,  we  shall  hear  more  anon : — 
Behold  her  well  ;  I  pray  you,  look  upon  her ; 
Do  you  see,  gentlemen  ?    nay,  guiltiness  will 
Though  tongues  were  out  of  use.  [speak, 

Enter  Emilia. 

Emil.  Alas,  whafs  the  matter  ;  what's  the 

matter,  husband  ? 
Jago.  Cassio  bath   here  been  set  on  in  the 
dark, 
By  Roderigo,  and  fellows  that  are  scap'd  : 
He's  almost  slain,  and  Roderigo  dead. 

Emil.  Alas,   good   gentleman  !     alas,   good 

Cassio  ! 
lago.  This  is  the  fruit  of  whoring. — Pr'ythee, 
Emilia, 
Go    know   of   Cassio   where  he    supp'd  to- 
night : — 
What,  do  you  shake  at  that  ? 
Bian.  He  supp'd  at  my  house,  but  I  there- 
fore shake  not. 
lago.  O,  did  he  so  ?  I  charge  you,  go  with 

me. 
Emil.  Fie,  fie  upon  thee,  strumpet  .' 
Bian.  I  am  no  strumpet:  but  of  life  as  honest. 
As  you  that  thus  abuse  me. 

Emil.  As  I  ?  foh  !  fie  upon  thee  ! 
lago.  Kind  gentlemen,  let's  go  see  poor  Cas- 
sio dress'd  : —  [tale. — 
Come,  mistress,  you  must  tell  us  another 
E  milia,  run  you  to  the  citadel. 
And  tell  my  lord  and  lady  what  has  happ'd. — 
Will  you  go  on,  I  pray  ?— This  is  the  night, 

[Aside. 
That  ejther  makes  me,  or  fordoes*  me  quite. 

{Exeunt. 

•  Codoej. 


SCENE  II. — A  Bedchamber  :  Desdemona  in 
Bed  adeep. — A  Light  burning. 

Enter  Othello. 

0th.  It  is  the  cause,  it  is  the  cause,  my 

soul, — 
Let  me  not  name  it  to  you,  you  chaste  stars  ! — 
It  is  the  cause. — Yet  I'll  not  shed  her  blood  ; 
Nor  scar  that  whiter  skin  of  hers  than  snow, 
And  smooth  as  monumental  alabaster, 

[Takes  off  his  Sword, 
Yet  she  must  die,  else  she'll  betray  more  men. 
Put  out  the  light,  and  then  put  out  the  light  :* 
If  I  quench  thee,  thou  flaming  minister, 
I  can  again  thy  former  light  restore, 
Should  I  repent  me  : — but  once  put  out  thine^ 
Thou  cunning'st  pattern  of  excelling  nature, 
I  know  not  where  is  that  Promethean  heat, 
That  can  thy   light    relume.      When  I  have 

pluck'd  thy  rose, 
I  cannot  give  it  vital  life  again. 
It  needs  must  wither : — I'll  smell  it  on  the 

tree. —  [Kissing  her. 

0  balmy  breath,  that  dost  almost  persuade 
Justice  to  break  her  sword  ! — One  more,  one 

more. — 
Be  thiis  when  thou  art  dead,  and  I  will  kill 

thee. 
And  love  thee  after  ; — One  more,  and  this  the 

last  : 

So  sweet  was  ne'er/o  fatal.     I  must  weep. 
But  they  are  cruel  tears:  This  sorrow's  heav- 

enly ; 

It  strikes,  where  it  doth  love. — She  wakes — 
Des.  Who's  there  ?  Othello  ? 
0th.  Ay,  Desdemona. 
Des.  Will  you  come  to  bed,  my  lord .' 
0th.  Have  you  pray'd  to-night,  Desdemonaf 
Des.  Ay,  my  lord. 

0th.  If  you  bethink  yourself  of  any  crime, 
Unreconcil'd  as  yet  to  heaven  and  grace, 
Solicit  for  it  straight. 
Des.  Alas,  my  lord,  what  may  you  mean  by 

that? 
0th.  Well,  do  it,  and  be  brief;  I  will  walk 

^y-  ... 

1  would  not  kill  thy  unprepared  spirit: 

No, — Heaven  forfend  !t — I  would  not  kill  thy 
soul. 
Des.  Talk  you  ofkilling  ? 
0th.  Ay,  I  do. 
Des.  Then  heaven 
Have  mercy  on  me  ! 

0th.  Amen,  with  all  my  heart ! 

Des.  If  you  say  so,  I  hope  you  will  not  kill 

me. 
0th.  Humph ! 

Des.  And  yet  I  fear  you  :  for  you  are  fatal 
then. 
When  your  eyes  roll  so  :  Why  I  should  fear,  I 

know  not. 

Since  guiltiness  I  know  not  :  but  yet,  I  feel  I 
fear. 
0th.  Think  on  thy  sins. 
Des.  They  are  loves  I  bear  to  you. 
0th.  Ay,  and  for  that  thou  diest. 
Des.  That  death's  unnatural,  that  kills  for 
loving. — 
Alas,  why  gnaw  you  so  your  nether  lip  '■ 
Some  bloody  passion  shakes  your  very  frame ; 
These  are  portents  ;  but  yet,  I  hope,  I  hope. 
They  do  not  point  on  me. 
0th.  Peace,  and  be  still ! 
Des.  1  will  so  ;  What's  the  matter  t 
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0th.  That  handkerchief,  which  I  so  lov'd, 
and  fave  thee, 
Thou  gav'st  to  Cassio, 

Des.  No,  by  my  life  and  soul  ; 
Send  for  the  man,  and  ask  him. 

0th.  Sweet  soul,  take  heed,  [bed. 

Take   heed  of  perjury :  thou'rt  on  thy  death- 

Des.  Ay,  but  not  yet  to  die. 

Oth.  Yes,  presently : 
Therefore  confess  thee  freely  of  thy  sin  ; 
For  to  deny  each  article  with  oath,  [tion, 

Cannot  remove,  nor  choke,  the  strong  concep 
That  I  do  groan  withal.     Thou  art  to  die. 

Des.  Then,  Lord  have  mercy  on  me  ' 

Oth.  I  say,  amen. 

Des.  And  have  you  mercy  too;— I  neverdid 
Offend  you  in  my  life  ;  never  lov'd  Cassio, 
But  with  such  general  warranty  of  heaven 
As  I  might  love  :  I  never  gave  him  token. 

Oth.  By  heaven,  I  saw  my  handkerchief  in 
his  hand. 

0  peijur'd  woman  !  thou  dost  stone  my  heart, 
And  mak'st  me  call,  what  I  intend  to  do,— 
A  murder,  which  I  thought  a  sacrifice  :* 

1  saw  the  handkerchief. 

Des.  He  found  it  then  ; 
I  never  gave  it  him  -.—Send  for  him  hither. 
And  let  him  confess  a  truth. 
Oth.  He  hath  confess'd. 
Des.  What,  my  lord  ? 
Oth.  That  he  hath— us'd  thee. 
Des.  How  ?  unlawfully  ? 
Oth.  Ay. 

Des.  He'll  not  say  so. 
Oth.  No,  his  mouth  is  stopp'd  ; 
Honest  lago  hath  ta'en  order  for't.t 
Des.  My  fear  interprets  then,— What,  is  he 

dead? 
Oth.  Had  all  his  hairs  been  lives,  my  great 

revenge 
Had  stomach  for  them  all. 

Des.  Alas  !  he  is  betray'd,  and  I  undone. 
Oth.  Out,   strumpet  I  Weep'st  thou  for  him 

to  my  face '! 
Des.  O,  banish  me,   my  lord,  but  kill  me 

not. 
Oth.  Down,  strumpet! 
Des.  Kill  me  to-morrow,  let  me  live  to-ntght. 

Oth.  Nay,  if  you  strive, 

Des.  But  half  an  hour. 
Oth.  Being  done, 
There  is  no  pause. 
Des.  But  while  I  say  one  prayer. 
Oth    It  is  too  late.  [He  smothers  her 

Emil.  !  Within  ]  My  lord,  my  lord  !   what, 

ho  !  my  lord  !  my  lord  ! 
Oth.  What  noise  is  this  ?— Not  dead !  not  yet 

quite  dead  ? 
I,  that  am  cruel, am  yet  merciful ; 
I  would  not  have  thee  linger  in  thy  pain.— 

So,  so.t  ,     , 

Emil.    [Within.^  What  ho!   my  lord,   ray 

lord  ! 
Oth.  Who's  there? 
Emil.  \_WHhin.'\  O,  good  my  lord,  I  would 

speak  a  word  with  you. 
Oth.  Yes  ;— 'tis  Emilia  -.—by  and  by.— She's 
dead- 
'Tis  like  she  comes  to  speak  of  Cassio's  death  ; 
The  noise  was  high.— Ha !  no  more  moving  .=■ 


Still  as  the  grave.     Shall  she  come  in  ?  Were't 
good?  [best? 

1   think,    she   stirs  again -.—  No.— What's  the 
If  she  come  in,  she'll  sure  speak  to  my  wife : 
My  wife  I  my  wife  !   what  wife  ?— I  have  no 

wife  : 
O,  insupportable  !   O  heavy  hour  ! 
Methinks  it  should  be  now  a  huge  eclipse 
Of  sun  and  moon;  and  that  the  sttVighted  globe 
Should  yawn  at  alteration. 
Emil    [rFJ//mi.]   1    do  beseech  you  I  may 
speak  with  you, 
O,  good  my  lord  i 

6th,  I  had  forgot  thee  :  O,   come  in,  Emi- 
lia:—  [draw. — 
Soft,  —by    and    by  -.—Let   me    the    curtains 
Where  art.thou  ?  What's  the  mutter  with  thee 
now  ?                         [  Unlocks  the  door. 

Enter  Emilia. 


*  A  sacrifice  atoning  for  thy  crime, 
t  Has  taken  measures, 
t  It  is  supposed  that  some  theatrical  direction  has  been 
omitted,  and  that,  when  OtbeUo  says,  "  So  so,"  he  theu 
stabs  her.  After  the  repetition  of  wounds,  Desdemona 
iBight  speak  ^avp  with  prcpritrty,  and  yet  very  ioou  es 
pire. 


Emil  O,  good  my  lord,  yonder'sfoul  mW' 

der  done, 
Oth.   What .'  now  ? 
Emil.  But  now,  my  lord. 
Oth.  It  is  the  very  error  of  the  moon  ; 
She  comes  more  near  the  earth  than  she  waa 
And  makes  rnen  mad.  [wont ; 

Emil.  Cassio,  my  lord,  has  kiil'd  a  youag 
Venetian, 
Call'd — Roderigo. 

Oth.  Roderigo  kiil'd '. 
And  Cassio  kiil'd? 

Emil.   No,  Cassio  is  not  kiil'd. 
Oth.  Not  Cassio  kiil'd  ?  Then  murder's  cut 
of  tune. 
And  sweet  revenge  grows  harsh. 
Des.  O,  falsely,  falsely  murder'd  ! 
Emil.  Alas  !  what  cry  is  that  ? 
Oth.  That !  what  ? 

Emil.  Out,  and  alas !  that  was  my  lady^a 
voice : — 
Help  !  help,  ho  !  help  i— O  lady,  speak  again  * 
~weet  Desdemona  !  O,  sweet  mistress,  speak'. 
Des.   A  guiltless  death  I  die. 
Emil.  O,  who  hath  done 
This  deed  ? 

Des.  Nobody;  I  myself;  farewell: 
Commend  me  to  ray  kind  lord  ;  O,  farewell, 

[Dies. 
Oth.  Why,  how  should  she  be  murder'd  ? 
Emil.   Alas,  who  knows  ? 
Oth.  You  heard  her  say  herself,  it  was  notL 
Emil  She  said  so  ;   I  must  needs  report  the 

truth. 
Oth.  She's,  like  a  liar,  gone  to  burning  helU 
Twas  I  that  kiil'd  her. 

Emil.  O,  the  more  angel  she, 
And  you  the  blacker  devil  I 

Oth.  She  turn'd  to  folly,  and  she  was  e 

whore. 
Emil.  Thou  dost  belie  her,  and  thou  art  a 

devil. 
Oth.  She  was  false  as  water- 
Ejnil.  Thou  art  rash  as  fire,  to  say 
That  she  was  false  ;  O,  she  was  heavenly  true  ♦ 
Oth.  Cassio  did  tup  her  ;  ask  thy  husband 
else. 
0,  I  were  daran'd  beneath  all  depth  in  hell, 
But  that  1  did  proceed  upon  just  grounds 
To  this  extremity  ;  Thy  husband  knew  it  all, 
Emil.   My  husband  '■■ 
Oth.   Thy  husband. 

Emil.   That  she  was  false  to  wedlock  t 
Oth.   Ay,  with  Cassio. 
Nay,  had  she  been  true, 
U  heaven  would  make  me  such  another  woria 
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Of  one  entire  and  perfect  chrysolite,* 
I'd  not  have  sold  her  for  it. 

Emil-  My  husband? 

Olh.  Ay,  'twas  he  that  told  me  first ; 
An  honest  man  he  is,  and  hates  the  slime 
That  sticks  on  filthy  deeds. 

Emil.  My  husband  ^ 

Olh.  What  needs  this  iterance,!  woman  ?    T 
say, thy  husband. 

ILmil.  O  mistress,  villany  hath  made  mocks 
with  love  ! — 
My  husband  say  that  she  was  false  ? 

Olh.  He,  woman  ; 
I  say,  thy  husband  :  Dost  understand  the  word  ? 
My  friend,  thy  husband,  honest,  honest  lago. 

Emil.  If  he  say  so,  may  his  pernicious  soul 
Rot  half  a  gi-ain  a  day !  he  lies  to  the  heai-t  ; 
She  was  too  fond  of  her  most  filthy  bargain. 

Olh.  Ha! 

Emil.  Do  thy  worst : 
This  deed  of  thine  is  no  more  worthy  heaven, 
Than  thou  wast  worthy  her. 

Olh.  Peace,  you  were  best. 

Emil.  Thou  hast  not  half  the  power  to  do 
me  harm, 
As  I  have  to  be  hurt.t     O  gull  !  O  dolt ! 
As  ignorant  as  dirt !  thou  hast  done  a  deed, 
I  care  not  for  thy  sword  ;    I'll  make  thee 

known, 
Though  I  lost  twenty  lives : — Help  !  help,  ho 

help! 
The  Moor  has  kiHed  my  mistress ;  Murder ! 
murder ! 

Enter  Montano,  Gratiano,  and  Iago. 

Mon.  What  is  the  matter  ? — How  now,  ge 

neral  ? 
Emil.  O,  are  you  come,  Iago  ?  you  have  done 
well. 

That  men  must  lay  their  murders  on  your 

neck. 

Gra.  What  is  the  matter  ? 

Emil.  Disprove  this  villain,  if  thou  be'st  a 

man  : 

He  says,  thou  told'st   him  that  his  wife  was 

false  : 
I  know,  thou  didst  not,  thou'rt  not  such  a  vil 
Speak,  for  my  heart  is  full.  [lain  ; 

Iago.  I  told  him  what  I  thought;  and  told 
no  more 

Than  what  he  found  himself  was  apt  and  true. 
Emil.  But  did  you  ever  tell  him,   she  was 

false  ? 
Iago    I  did. 

Emil.  You  told  alie ;  an  odious,  damned  lie  ; 
Upon  my  soul,  a  lie  ;   a  wicked  lie  : — 
She  false  with  Cassio? — Did  you   say,  with 
Cassio  ? 
Iago.  With  Cassio  ?  mistress  ;  Go  to,  charm 

your  tongue. 
Emil.  I  will  not  charm   my  tongue  ;  I  am 
bound  to  speak  ; 
My  mistress  here  lies  murder'd  in  her  bed. 
All.  O  hefivens  forfend  !§ 
Emil.  And  your  reports  have  set  the  murder 

on. 
0th.  Nay,  stare  not,  masters  ;  it  is  true,  in- 
deed. 
Gra.  'Tis  a  strange  truth. 
Mon.  O  monstrous  act ! 
Emil.  Villany,  villany,  villany  ! — 
I  think   upon't,— I   thiiik,— i  smell't ;— O  vil- 
lany ! 

'  A  precious  stone.  f  Repetition. 

J  "  More  can  J  bear  Ihan  you  dare  'execute." 

&  Forbid. 


I  thought  so  then  ; — I'll  kill  myself  for  grief.— 

0  villany,  villany! 

Iago.  What,  are  you  mad  ?  I  charge  you,  get 
you  home. 

Emil   Good  gentlemen,  let  me  have  leave 
to  speak ; 
'Tis  proper  I  obey  him,  but  not  now  : — 
Perchance,  lago,  I  will  ne'er  go  hojue. 

Olh.  0:  O!  0.!  [Hanging  over  his  wife. 

Emil.   Nay,  lay  thee  dow^n  and  roar; 
For  thou  hast  kill'dthe  sweetest  innocent, 
That  e'er  did  lift  up  eye. 

0th.  O,  she  was  foul  !  [Rising. 

1  scarce  did  know  you,  uncle  :  There  lies  your 

niece, 
Whose  breath,  indeed,  these  hands  have  new- 
ly stopp'd  : 
I  know,  this  act  shows  horrible  and  grim. 
Gra.  Poor  Desdemona !  I  am   glad   thy  fa- 
ther's dead  ; 
Thy  match  was  mortal  to  him,  and  pure  grief 
Shore  his  old  thread  in  twain  :  did  he  live  now, 
This  sight  would  make  him  do  a  desperate  turn, 
Yea,  curse  his  better  angel  from  his  side, 
And  fall  to  reprobation. 

0th.  'Tis  pitiful  :    but  yet  Iago  knows. 
That  she  with  Cassio  hath  the  act  of  shame 
A  thousand    times  committed ;    Cassio   con- 
fess'd  it  : 
And  she  did  gratify  his  amorous  works 
With  that  recognizance  aud  pledge  of  love 
Which  I  first  gave  her  ;  1  saw  it  in  his  hand  ; 
It  was  a  handkerchief,  an  antique  token 
My  father  gave  my  mother. 

Emil.  O  heaven  !  O  heavenly  powers  ! 
Iago.  Come,  hold  your  peace. 
Emil.  'Twill   out,   'twill   out; — I  hold  nay 
peace.  Sir?  no  ; 
No,  1  will  speak  as  liberal*  as  the  air  ; 
Let  heaven,  and  men,  and  devils,  let  them  ali, 
All,  all,  cry  shame  against  me,  yet  I'll  speak. 
Iago.  Be  wise,  and  get  you  home. 
Emil.  1  will  not. 

[Iago  oj^ers  to  stab  his  Wife. 
Gra.  Fie! 
Your  sword  upon  a  woman  .' 
Emil.  O  thou  dull  Moor  !  that  handkerchief 
thou  speak'st  of, 
I  found  by  fortune,  and  did  give  my  husband  ; 
For  often,  with  a  solemn  earnestness, 
(More  than,  indeed,  belong'd  to  such  a  trifle,) 
He  begg'd  of  me  to  steal  it. 
Iago.  Villanous  whore  ! 
Emil.  She  gave  it  Cassio  !  no,  alas  ;  I  foand 
And  I  did  give't  my  husband.  [it, 

Jugo.  Filth,  thou  liest. 

Emil.  By  heaven,  I  do  not ;  I  do  not,  gen- 
tlemen : 
0  murd'rous  coxcomb !  what  should  such  a 

fool 
Do  with  so  good  a  wife  ? 

[Iago  stabs  F.jiitiA,  then  runs  out. 
0th.  Are  there  no  stones  in  heaven. 
But  what  serve  for  the  thunder  ? — Precious 
villain  ! 
Gra   The  woman  falls ;  sure,  he  has  kill'd 

his  wife. 
Emil.  Ay,  ay  ;  O,  lay  me  by  my  mistress' 

side  ! 
Gra.  He  s  gone,  but  his  wife's  kill'd. 
Mon.  'Tis  a  notorious  villain.  Take  you  this 
weapon, 
Which  I  have  here  recover'd  from  the  Moor  : 
Come,  guard  the   door  without;  let  him  not 
pass, 

*  Free. 
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But  kill  him  rather ;  I'll  after  that  same  vil- 
lain, 
For  'tis  a  damned  slave 

lExeunt  Montano  and  Gratiano 
Olh.  I  am  not  valiant  neither. 
But  every  puny  whipster  gets  my  sword : — 
But  why  should  honour  outlive  honesty  ? 
Let  it  go  all. 

Emil.  What  did  thy  song  bode,  lady  ? 
Hark,   canst  thou  hear  me?  I  will  play  the 

swan, 
And  die  in  mas\c;~lVUIow,  willow,  willow. — 
Moor,  she  was  chaste  ;  she  lov'd  thee,  cruel 

Moor ; 
So  come  my  soul  to  bliss,  as  I  speak  true 


0th.  I  am  not  sorry  neither ;  I'd  have  thee 
live  ; 
For,  in  my  sense,  'tis  happiness  to  die, 

Lod.  O  thou  Othello,  that  was  once  so  good, 
'iiU'n  in  the  practice*  of  a  cursed  slave, 
What  shall  be  said  to  thee  ? 

Olh.  Why,  any  thing  : 
An  honourable  murderer,  if  you  will  ; 
For  nought  I  did  in  hate,  but  all  in  honour. 

Lod.  This  wretch  hath  in  part  confess'd  his 
villany : 
Did  you  and  he  consent  in  Cassio's  death  ? 

Oth.   Ay. 

Cas.  Dear  general,  I  never  gave  you  cause, 

Olh.  I  do  believe  it,  and  I  ask  your  pardon- 


So  s-peaicing  as  1  thmk,  I  d'ie.-Idie.        [i)ies.  Will  you,  I  ,,ray  you.  demand  that  d'-mi-devil 
Olh.  I  have  another  weapon  in  this  chamber,  Why  he  hath  thus  ensnar  d  my  soul  and  body 


It  is  a  sword  of  Spain,  the  ice-brook's   tern 

per  ;^ — 
0,  here  it  is  :  —Uncle,  I  must  come  forth. 
Gra.  [lViihin.'\   If  thou  attempt  it,  it  will 
cost  thee  dear ; 
Thou  hast  no  weapon,  and  perforce  must  suffer 
Oth.  Look  in  upon  me  then,  and  speak  with 
me, 
Or,  naked  as  I  am,  I  will  assault  thee. 
Re-enter  Gkatiano. 
Gra.  What's  the  matter  ? 
Oth.  Behold '.  1  have  a  weapon  ; 
A  better  never  did  itself  sustain 
Upon  a  soldier's  thigh  :   I  have  seen  the  day. 
That,  with  this  little  arm,  and  this  good  sword, 
1  have  made  my  way  through  more  impedi- 
ments 
Than  twenty  times  your  stop  :— But,  O  vain 

boast  ! 
Who  can  control  his  fate  ?  'tis  not  so  now,  ^ 
Be  not  afraid,  though  you  do  see  me  weapon'd ; 
Here  is  my  journey's  end,  here  is  my  butt. 
And  very  sea-mark  of  my  utmost  sail. 
Do  you  go  back  dismay'd  ?  'tis  a  lost  fear ; 
Man  but  a  rush  against  Othello's  breast. 
And  he  retires: — Where  should  Othello  go?— 
Now,  how  dost  thou  look  now  ?    O  ill-starr'd 

wench ! 

Pale  as  thy  smock !  when  we  shall  meet  at 

compt,t  [ven. 

This  look  of  thine  will  hurl  my  soul  from  hea- 

And  fiends  will  snatch  at  it.     Cold,  cold,  my 

girl? 
Even  like  thy  chastity, — 
O  cursed,  cursed  slave  !— Whip  me,  ye  devils. 
From  the  possession  of  this  heavenly  sight ! 
Blow  me  about  in  winds  !  roast  me  in  sulphur  ! 
Wash  me  in  steep-down  gulfs  of  liquid  fire  ! — 
O  Desdemona  !  Desdemona  !  dead  ? 
bead  ?  0  !  O  !  O  • 

Enter  Lodovico,  Montano,  Cassio,  carrifd  in 
a  Chair,  and  Officers,  with  Iago  prisoner. 
Lod.  Where  is  this  rash   and  most  unfortu 

nate  man  ? 
Oth.  That's  he,  that  was  Othello  ;   here  1 

am. 
Lod.  Where  is  that  viper  ?  bring  the  villain 

forth. 
Oth.  1  look  down  towards  his  feet  ■,t — but 
that's  a  fable : 
If  that  thou  be'st  a  devil,  I  cannot  kill  thee. 

[Othello  ivounds  Iago- 
Lod.  Wrench  his  sword  from  him. 
Iago.  I  bleed,  Sir  ;  but  not  kill'd. 


•  Steel   is  hardened  by    being  put   red-hot  into  very 
cold  water. 
+  Account,  {  To  see  if  his  feet  be  cloven, 


Iago.  Demand  me  nothing:  What  you  know, 
you  know  : 
From  this  time  forth  I  never  will  speak  word. 
Lod.  What  ?  not  to  pray  ? 
Gra.  Torments  will  ope  your  lips. 
Oth.  Well,  thou  dost  best. 
Lod.  Sir,  you  shall  understand  what  hath 
befall'n. 
Which,  as  I  think,  you  know  not:  Here  is  a 

letter, 
Found  in  the  pocket  of  the  slain  Roderigo  ; 
And  here,  another  ;  the  one  of  them  imports 
The  death  of  Cassio  to  be  undertook 
By  Roderigo. 
Oth.  O  villain  ! 

Cas.  Most  heathenish,  and  most  gross  ! 
Lod.  Now  here's  another  discontented  paper^ 
Found  in  his  pocket  too  ;  and  this,  it  seems, 
Roderigo  meant  to  have  sent  this  damn'd  vil- 
lain ; 
But  that,  belike.  Iago  in  the  interim 
Came  in  and  satisfied  him. 

Olh.  O  the  pernicious  caitiff ! — 
How  came  you,  Cassio,  by  that  handkerchief 
That  was  my  wife's  ? 

Cas.  I  found  it  in  my  chamber  : 
And  he  himself  confess'd,  but  even  now, 
That  there  he  dropp'd  it,  for  a  special  purpose, 
Which  wrought  to  his  desire. 
Olh.  O  fofil !  fool !  fool  '. 
Cas.  There  is,  besides,  in   Roderigo's  let- 
ter,— 
How  he  upbraids  Iago,  that  he  made  him 
Brave  me  on  the  watch ;  whereon  it  came 
That  I  was  cast  :  and  even  but  now  he  spake 
After  long  seeming  dead, — Iago  hurt  him, 
Iago  set  him  on. 

Lod.  You  must  forsake  this  room,  and  go 
with  us  ; 
Your  power  and  your  command  is  taken  off, 
And  Cassio  rules  in  Cyprus.    For  this  slave,— 
ff  there  be  any  cunning  cruelty. 
That  can  torment  him  much,'  and  hold  him 

long, 
It  shall  be  his  :  You  shall  close  prisoner  rest. 
Till  that  the  nature  of  your  fault  be  known 
To    the  Venetian  state:— Come,    bring    him 
away. 
Olh.  Soft  you  ;  a  word  or  two,  before  you 

go- 
I  have  done  the  state  some  service,  and  they 

know  it ; 
No  more  of  that ; — I  pray  you,  in  your  letters, 
When  you  shall  these  unlucky  deeds  relate, 
Speak  of  me  as  I  am  ;  nothing  extenuate, 
Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice  :  then  must  you 

speak 
Of  one,  that  lov'd  not  wisely,  but  too  well ; 
*  By  the  stratagem. 
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[^ci  r,_ 


Of  one,  not  easily  jealous,  but,  being  wrought, 
Perplex'd  in  the  extreme  ;  of  one,  whose  hand, 
Like  the  base  Judean,  threw  a  pearl  away, 
Richer  than  all  his  tribe  ;  of  one,  whose  sub- 

du'd  eyes, 
Albeit  unused  to  the  melting  mood. 
Drop  tears  as  fast  as  the  Arabian  trees 
Their  medicinal  gum  :  Set  you  down  this  "• 
And  say,  besides, — that  in  Aleppo  once, 
Where  a  malignant  and  a  turban'd  Turk 
Beat  a  Venetian,  and  traduc'd  the  state, 
I  took  by  the  throat  the  circumcised  dog, 
And  smote  him — thus.  [_Stabs  himself. 

Lod.  O  bloody  period ! 

Gra.  All,  that's  spoke,  is  marr'd. 

Oik.  I  kiss'd  thee,  ere  I  kiU'd  thee  ;— No 
way  but  this, 

[Falling  upon  Desdemona. 
Killing  myself,  to  die  upon  a  kiss.  {_Di&s. 


Cas.  This  did  I  fear,  but  thought  he  had  no 
weapon  ; 
For  he  was  great  of  heart. 

Lod.  O  Spartan  dog, 
More  fell  than  anguish,  hunger,  or  the  sea ! 
Look  on  the  tragic  loading  of  this  bed  ; 

[To  I ACO. 

This  is  thy  work  :  the  object  poisons  sight : — 
Let  it  be  hid. — Gratiano,  keep  the  house. 
And  seize  upon  the  fortunes  of  the  Moor, 
For  they  succeed  to  you. — To  you,  lord  gover- 
nor. 

Remains  the  censure*  of  this  hellish  villain  ; 
The  time,  the  place,  the  torture, — O  enforce 

it! 
Myself  will  straight  abroad  ;  and,  to  the  state. 
This  heavy  act  with  heavy  heart  relate. 

lExewit. 

*  JudgementL 


THE  END. 
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